UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA 
AT  LOS  ANGELES 


GELES 


v   '     //        ^//'t-/ 

/r  swrf  rttftw  c&  ft  //f , 


4G29      6 


T    .H    E 

SPANISH    FRT4R 

OR,       THE 

DOUBLE     DISCO7ERT. 

A 

COMEDY. 

WRITTEN     BY 

Mr.       D     R     Y     D     E    N. 

Marked  with  the  Variations  in  the 

MANAGE   R's      BOOK, 

AT     THE 

in 


t'TMELIUSPOSSIS  FALLERE,   SUMETOGAM  .  -  Mart. 


ALTERNA     REVISENS 


LUSIT,    ET    INSOLIDOK.URSUSFOHTUKALOCAV1T. 

Viril. 


•.,,.   , , ,      ft.'...     .... 

'  '-  I  '  C  "'•&•    D'   '0     A'v    • 

Printed  for  W.  STRAHAN  ;  T.DAVIES  ;  T.LOWNDES- 
T.     CASLON  ;     S.  BLADON;     W.    NICOLL;     R. 
BALDWIN;  and  T.  BECKET. 
M.DCC.LXXVI. 


tjf"  The  Reader  is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  Paflages  omitted  in  the 
Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  here  preferred,  and  marked 
with  inverted  Commas ;  as  in  Lines  17  and  18  in  Page  6. 


i 

N4-K. 


PROLOGUE, 


NO  W  luck  for  us,  and  a  kind  hearty  pit ; 
For  be  who  pleafes,  never  fails  of  wit  : 
Honour  is  jours  j 

And  you,  like  kings  at  city-treats  be/low  it ; 
'The  writer  kneels,  and  is  bid  rife  a  poet  : 
But  you  are  fickle  fovereigns ,  to  our  farrow, 
You  dubb  to-day,  and  hang  a  man  to-morrow  ; 
You  cry  the  fame  fenfe  up,  and  down  again, 
Juft  like  brafs-money  once  a  year  in  Spain  : 
Take  you  i'tb'  mood,  what  e'er  bafc  metal  come, 
You  coin  as  f aft  as  groats  at,  Birmingham  : 
Tho1  'jis  no  more  like  fenfe  in  antient  flays, 
Than  Rome'*  religion's  like  St.  Peter'j  days. 
In  Jhort,  fo  fwift  your  judgments  turn  and  wind, 
You  caft  our  fleet  eft  wits  a  mile  behind. 
'Twere  well  your  judgments  but  in  plays  did  range, 
But  ev'n  your  follies  and  debauches  change 
With  fuch  a  'whirl,  the  poets  of  your  age 
4 re  tir'd,  and  cannot  Jcore  them  en  the  ft  age, 
Unlefs  each  vice  in  Jkort-hand  they  endite, 
Ev'n  as  notcht  'prentices  whole  jermons  write. 
The  heavy  Hollanders  no  --vices  know,  -\ 

But  what  they  us'd  a  hundred  years  ago  ;  C 

Like  honeft  plants,  where  they  wereftuck,  they  grciv.     j 
They  cheat,   but  ft  ill  from  cheating  jires  they  cwie  ; 
They  drink,  but  they  were  chrijl'md firft  in  mum. 
Their  patrimonial  Jloth  the  Spaniards  keep, 
dnd  Philip /r/?  taught  Philip  hew  tofteep. 
The  French  and  we  ftill  change,  but  here's  the  curfe, 
They  change  for  better,  and  we  ch  inge  for  worfe ; 
They  take  up  oiir  old  trade  of  conquering, 
And  we  are  taking  theirs,  to  dance  and  Jjng  : 
Our  fathers  did,  for  change,  to  France  repair, 
And  they,  for  change,  will  try  cur  Englim  air; 
As  children,  when  they  throw  one  toy  awaj, 
Strait  a  more  foolijh  gewgaw  comes  in  play  : 
So  we,  grown  penitent,  on  ferious  thinking, 
Lfa-ve  whoring,  and  devoutly  fall  to  drinking. 
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4  PROLOGUE. 

Scow'  ring  ths  watch  grows  out-of-fajhion  *wit .' 
Now  -ice  fet  up  for  tilling  in  the  pit, 
Where  'tis  agreed  by  bullies,  chicken-hearted, 
T'o fright  the  ladies firft,  and  then  be  parted. 
A  fair  attempt  has  twice  or  thrice  been  made, 
To  hire  night  murd'rers,  and  make  death  a  trade. 
If 'hen  murder'  i  out,  'what  'vice  can  cwe  advance  ? 
Unlefi  the  new-found  poisoning  trick  of  France  : 
And  when  their  art  of  rats-bane  we  have  got, 
By  way  of  thanks,  we 'II fend  'em  o'er  our  plot. 
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THE 

SPANISH    FRYAR> 

OR,    THE 

DOUBLE     DISCOVERT. 

A  C  T.     I.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Alphonfo  and  Pedro  meet,  <vjith  foldiers  on  each  fide, 
Drums,  &c. 

•Alp-  Q  T  A  N  D  :  give  the  word, 

Cj      Ped.  The  queen  of  Arrogon. 

Alph.  Pedro  ? — how  goes  the  night  ? 

Ped.   She  wears  apace. 

Alph.  Then  welcome  day-light;  we  Ihall  bavewarrn 

work  on't  : 
The  Mocr  will  'gage 
His  utmoft  forces  on  this  next  affault, 
To  win  a  queen  and  kingdom. 

Ped.  Pox  o'  this  lion-way  of  wooing,  though  : 
Is  the  queen  ftirring  yet  ? 

Alpb.  She  has  not  been  abed,  but  in  her  chapel 
All  night  devoutly  watch'd,  and  brib'd  the  faints 
With  vows  for  her  deliverance. 

Ped.  O!  Alpbor1fo, 

I  fear  they  come  too  late  :  her  father's  crimes 
Sit  heavy  on  her,  and  weigh  down  her  prayers. 
A  crown  uiurp'd,  a  lawful  king  depos'd, 
In  bondage  held,  debarr'd  the  common  light; 
His  children  murder'd,  and  his  friends  deilroy'd  j 
What  can  we  lefs  expeft  than  what  we  feel  ? 
And  what  we  fear  will  follow. 

Alph.  Heav'n  avert  it. 

Ped.  Then  heav^muftnot  be  heav'n.  Judge  the  event 
By  what  has  pafs'd.     Th'  ufurper  joy'd  not  long 
His  ill-got  crctvn  !  'Tis  true,  he  dy'd  in  peace  : 

A  3  ^Unriddle 
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(Unriddle  that,  ye  pow'rs ;)  but  left  his  daughter, 
Our  prefent  queen,  ingag'd  upon  his  death-bed, 
To  marry  with  young  Bertran,  whofe  curs'd  father 
Had  heip'd  to  make  him  great. 
Hence,  you  well  know,  this  fatal  war  arofe  : 
Becaule  the  Mocr  Abdullah,  with  whofe  troops 
Th'  ufurper  gain'd  the  kingdom,  was  refus'd, 
<ir,d,  as  an  infidel,  his  love  drfpis'd. 

slifb.  Well,  we  are  foldiers,  Pedro,  and,  like  lawyers, 
P'r-: a  fcr  our  pay. 

Fed.  A  good  caufe  wou'd  do  well  though ; 
Tt  gives  my  Avord  an  edge.     You  fee  this  Bertran 
Has  now  three  times  been  beaten  by  the  Moors : 
What  hope  we  have  is  in  young  Torrifmond, 
Your  brother's  fon. 

Alp.  He's  a  fuccefsful  warrior, 
'  And  has  the  foldiers  hearts.     Upon  the  fkirts 
'  Of  Arragon  our  fquander'd  troops  he  rallies  :' 
Cur  watchmen  from  the  tow'rs  with  longing  eyes 
Kxpeft  his  fwift  arrival. 

Fed.  It  muft  be  fwift,  or  it  will  come  too  late. 

Al$b.  No  more  :— —Duke  Bertran. 
Enter  Bertran  attended. 

Bert.  Relieve  the  centries  that  have  watch'd  all  night. 

[Tc./W.]  Now, Colonel,  have  you difpos'd  your  men., 
That  you  fland  idle  here  ? 

Fed.  Mine  are  drawn  off, 
To  take  a  fhort  repofe. 

Bert.  Short  let  it  be, 

For,  from  the  Moorijb  camp,  this  hour  and  more, 
There  has  been  heard  a  diftant  humming  noife, 
Like  bees  difturb'd,  and  arming  in  their  hi-es. 
What  courage  in  our  foldiers  ?  fpeak  !  what  hope  ? 

Fed.  As  much  as  when  phyficians  make  their  heads, 
And  bid  their  dying  patient  think  of  heaven. 

*  Our  walls  are  thinly  mann'd  :  our  beft  men  flain  : 

*  The  reft,  an  heartlefs  number,  fpent  with  watching, 

*  And  harafs'd  out  with  duty.' 
Bert.   Good-night  all  then. 

Fed.  Nay,  for  my  part,  'tis  but  a  fingle  life 

I  have 
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I  have  to  lofe :  I'll  plant  my  colours  down 
In  the  mid-breach,  and  by  'em  fix  my  foot : 
Say  a  fhort  foldier's  pray'r,  to  fpare  the  trouble 
Of  my  few  friends  above ;  and  then  expeft 
The  next  fair  bullet. 

*  Alph.  Never  was  known  a  night  of  fuch  diftra&ion : 
Noife  fo  confus'd  and  dreadful :  juftling  crowds, 
That  run,  and  know  not  whither  :  torches  gliding, 
Like  meteors,  by  each  other  in  the  ftreets. 
'  Fed.  I  met  a  reverend,  fat,  old,  gouty  fryar ; 
With  a  paunch  fwoll'n  fo  high,  his  double  chiu 
Might  reft  upoa't :  a  true  fon  of  the  church  ; 
Frefh  colour'd,  and  well  thriven  on  his  trade, 
Came  puffing  with  his  greazy  bald-pate  choir, 
And  fumbling  o'er  his  beads,  in  fuch  an  agony, 
He  told  them  falfe  for  fear :  about  his  neck 
There  hung  a  wench,  the  label  of  his  function, 
Whom  he  ihook  off,  i'faith,  methought,  unkindly. 
It  feems  the  holy  ftallion  durft  not  fcore 
Another  fin  before  he  left  the  world.' 

Enter  a  captain, 

Capt.  To  arms,  my  lord,  to  arms  ! 
From  the  Moors  camp  the  noife  grows  louder  (till : 
Rattling  of  armour,  trumpets,  drums  and  ataballes; 
And  fometimes  peals  of  fhouts  that  rend  the  heav'n's, 
Like  victory  :  then  groans  again,  and  howlings, 
Like  thofe  of  vanquifh'd  men  ;  but  ev'ry  echo 
Goes  fainter  off;  and  dies  in  diftant  founds.' 
Bert.  Some  falfe  attack  :  expedt  on  th'  other  flde  : 
One  to  the  gunners  on  St.  Jago's  tow'r ;  bid  'em,  for 
Level  their  cannon  lower  :  on  my  foul,  [fiiame, 

They're  all  corrupted  with  the  gold  of  Barbary 
To  carry  over,  and  not  hurt  the  Moor. 

Enter  a  fecond  captain. 

zd  Capt.  My  lord,  here's  frefh  intelligence  arriv'd  : 
Our  army,  led  by  valiant  Torrifmond, 
Is  now  in  hot  engagement  with  the  Moors ; 
'Tis  faid,  within  their  trenches. 

Bert.  I  think  all  fortune  is  referv'd  for  him. 
He  might  have  fent  us  word  though ; 

A  4  "And 
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And  then  we  cou'd  have  favour' J  his  attempt 
With  Tallies  from  the  town— — — — 

Alph.  It  cou'd  not  be  : 

We  were  fo  clofe  block'd  up,  that  none  cou'd  peep 
Upon  the  walls  and  live:  but  yet  'tis  time  : • 

Bert.  No,  'tis  too  late ;  I  will  not  hazard  it : 
On  pain  of  death,  let  no  man  dare  to  fally. 

Ped.  [4fiJe.]  O  envy,  envy,  how  it  works  within  him! 
How  now  !  what  means  this  (how  ? 

Alph.   "Tjs  a  proceffion  : 
The  queen  is  going  to  the  great  cathedral, 
To  pray  for  our  fuccefs  againft  the  Moors. 

Ped.  Very  good  :  me  ufurps  the  throne  ;  keeps  the 
old  king  in  prifon  ;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  is  praying 
for  a  bleffing  :  O  religion  and  roguery,  huw  they  go 
together  1 

[Shout  and  a  jJouriJh  of  trumpets. 

'  A  prccejfion  of  pr lefts  and  chorifters  in  white,   with 
'  tapers,  foiled d  by  the  queen  and  ladies,  goes  over 

*  tie  Jlage  :  the  cbqrijlers  Jlnging. 

'  Leak  down,  ye  blefs'd  a&o<ve,  look  down, 

'  Behold  our  weeping  matrons  tears, 

f  Behold  our  tender  'virgins  fears, 
*  And  with  fuccefi  cur  armies  crown. 

'  Lcok  down,  ye  llefs'd  clo<ve ,  lock  down  : 
'   Oh  !  fa've  us,  fa<ve  us,  andourftate  reft  ore  ; 

*  For  pity,  piiy,  pity,  we  implore  : 
'  per  pity,  pity,  pity,  we  implore. 

4  The  proceflion  goes  ajf;  and  Jbcut  within.' 

'Then  enter  Lorenr.o,  who  'kneels  to  Alphonfo. 

Bert,  to  Alph.  A  joyful  cry ;  and  fee  your  fon  Lo- 
renzo :  good  news,  kind  Heav'n  ! 

Alph.  to  Lor.  O  welcome,  welcome!  is  the  general  fafe  ?• 
How  near  our  army?  when  (hail  we  be  i'uccour'u  ? 
Or,  are  we  fuccour'd  ?  are  the  Moors  rejnov'd  ? 
Anfwer  thefe  queltions  firft,  and  then  a  thoufand  more ;_ 
Anfwer  'em  all  together. 

Lor\  yes,  when  I  have  a  thoufand  tongues,  I  will. 

The 


THE    SPANISH    F  R  Y  A  R.      -  g 

The  general's  well;  his  army  too  is  fafe 
As  victory  can  make  'em  :   the  Moors  king 
Is  fafe  enough,  I  warrant  him,  for  one. 
At  dawn  of  day  our  general  cleft  his  pate, 
Spight  of  his  woollen  night-cap  :  a  flight  wound  ; 
Perhaps  he  may  recover. 

Alph.  Thou  reviv'ft  me. 

Ped.  fey  my  computation  now,  the  vidlory  was  gain'd 
before  the  proceflion  was  made  for  it,  and  yet  it  will  go 
hard  but  the  priefts  will  make  a  miracle  of  it. 

Lor.  Yes  faith ;  we  came  like  bold  intruding  guefts, 
And  took  'em  unprepar'd  to  give  us  welcome  : 
Their  Icouts  we  kill'd,  then  found  their  body  fleeping  ; 
And  as  they  lay  confiis'd,  we  Rumbled  o'er  'em, 
And  took  what  joint  came  next,  arms,  heads,  or  legs, 
Somewhat  undecently :.  but  when  men  want  light, 
They  make  but  bungling  work. 

Bert.  I'll  to  the  queen, 
And  bear  the  news. 

Ped.  That's  young  Lorenzo's  duty. 

Bart.  I'll  fpare  his  trouble. 

This  Torrifmond  begins  to  grow  too  faft  ; 

He  muft  be  mine,  or  ruin'd.  [Ajide. 

Lor.  Pedro  a  word  : \jwhifper~\        [Ex.  Bertran. 

'  Alpb.  How  fwift  he  (hot  away !  I  find  it  (lung  him, 
*  In  fpight  of  his  difTembling.' 

To  Lorcnzo.~\  How  many  of  the  enemy  are  flain  ? 

Lor.  Troth,  fir,  we  were  in  hafle,  and  cou'd  not  flay 
To  fcore  the  men  we  kill'd ;   but  there  they  lie, 
Belt  fend  our  women  out  to  take  the  tale; 
There's  circumciiion  in  abundance  for  'em. 

\Tnrns  to  Pedro  again. 

Alpb.  How  far  did  you  puriue  'em  .' 

Lor.  Some  few  miles 

To  Pedro~\  Good  ftorc  of  harlots,  fay  you,  and  dog- 
Pedro,  they  muft  be  had,  and  fpeedify  ;  [cheap  ? 

I've  kept  a  tedious  faft.  \W~bifper  again, 

Alpb.  When  will  he  make  his  entry?  he  deferves 
Such  triumphs  as  were  giv'n  by  ancient  Rome: 
Ha,  boy,  wixat  fay'ft  thou  ? 

A  5  -      Lor, 
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Lor.  As  you  fay,  fir,  that  Rome  was  very  ancient— 
ToPedro.~\  I  leave  the  choice  to  you  ;  fair,  black,  tall, 
Let  her  but  have  a  nofe : — And  you  may  tell  her  [low  ; 
I'm  rich  in  jewels,  rings,  and  bobbing  pearls 
Pluck'd  from  Moors  ears.  •     - 

Alpb.  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Somewhat  bufy 

About  affairs  relating  to  the  publick.— — 
—A  feafonable  girl,  juft  in  the  nick  now —     [To  Pedro. 

[Trumpets  within. 

Ped.  I  hear  the  general's  trumpet.  Stand  and  mark 
How  he  will  be  receiv'd  ;  I  fear,  but  coldly : 
There  hung  a  cloud,  methought,  on  Bertran's  brow. 

Lor.  Then  look  to  fee  a  itorm  on  Torrifmond^ ; 
Looks  fright  not  men  :  the  general  has  feen  Moors 
With  as  bad  faces,  no  difpraife  to  Bertran's. 

Ped.  'Twas  rumcurd  in  the  camp  he  loves  the  queen. 

Lor.  He  drinks  her  health  devoutly. 

Alph.  That  may  breed  bad  blood  'twixt  him  andj?rc- 

Ped.  Yes,  in  .private  :  [tran. 

But  Bertran  has  been  taught  the  arts  of  court, 
To  gild  a  face  with  fmiles,  and  leer  a  man  to  ruin. 
O  here  they  come, 

Enter  Torrifmond  and  officers  on  one  fide,  Bertran  at- 
tendedon  the  other ;  '  they  embrace,  Rtrirzn  Zroivinglonu. 

4  Juft  a"s  I  prophefy'd 

'  Lor.  Death  and  hell,  he  laughs  at  him  !  in's  face  too. 

'  Ped.  O  you  miftake  him  ;  'twas  an  humble  grin, 
'  The  fawning  joy  of  courtiers  and  of  dogs.' 

Lor.  [Aj;de.~\  Here  are  nothing  but  lyes  to  be  ex- 
pefted :  I'll  e'en  go  lofe  myfelf  in  fome  blind  alley, 
and  try  if  any  courteous  damfel  will  think  me  worth 
the  finding.  [Ex.  Lorenzo. 

*  Alph.  Now  he  begins  to  open.' 

Bert.  Your  country  refcu'd,  and  your  queen  reliev'd ! 
A  glorious  conqueft,  noble  Torrifmond! 
The  people  rend  ihs  fkies  with  loud  applaufe, 
And  Heaven  can  hear  no  other  name  but  yours. 
The  thronging  crouds  prefs  on  you  as  you  pafs, 

And 
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And  with  their  eager  joy  make  triumph  flow. 

Tor.  My  lord,  I  have  no  tafte 
Of  popular  applaufe  ;  the  noify  praife 
Of  giddy  crouds,  as  changeable  as  winds, 
Still  vehement,  and  ftill  without  a  caufe  : 
Servants  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  fwoln  fuccefs ;  but  veering  with  its  ebb, 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry. 
Bert.  So  young  a  Stoick  ! 

Tor.  You  wrong  me,  if  you  think  I'll  fell  one  drop 
Within  thefe  veins  for  pageants  :  but  let  honour 
Call  for  my  blood,  and  fluice  it  into  ftreams  ; 
Turn  fortune  loofe  again  to  my  purfuit, 
And  let  me  hunt  her  through  embattled  foes, 
In  dufty  plains,  amidft  the  cannons  roar, 
There  will  I  be  the  firft. 

Bert.  I'll  try  him  farther [Afidc. 

Suppofe  th'  aflembled  ftates  of  Arragon 

Decree  a  ftatue  to  you  thus  infcrib'd, 

"   To  Torrifmond,  <vjbo  freed  his  native  land." 

'  Alp.  to  Ped.  Mark  how  he  founds  and  fathoms 
'  The  ihallows  of  his  foul !  [to  find 

'  Bert.  The  juft  applaufe 
Of  god-like  fenates,  is  the  (lamp  of  virtue, 
Which  makes  it  pafs  unqueftioned  through  the  world. 
Thefe  honours  you  deferve  ;  nor  fhall  my  fuffrage 
Be  laft  to  fix  'em  on  you.     If  refu^'d, 
You  brand  us  all  with  black  ingratitude  : 
For  times  to  come  ihall  fay,  Our  Spain,  like  Rome, 
Neglects  her  champions  after  noble  acls, 
And  lets  their  laurels  wither  on  their  heads/ 
Tor.  A  ftatue,  for  a  battle  blindly  fought, 
Where  darknefs  and  furprize  made  conqueft  cheap  ! 
Where  virtue  borrow'd  but  the  arms  of  chance, 
And  Itruck  a  random  blow  !  'twas  Fortune's  work, 
And  Fortune  take  the  praiie. 

Bert.  Yet  happinefs 
Is  the  firit  fame  :  virtue  without  fuccefs 
Is  a  fair  pidure  Ihewn  by  an  ill  light. 
But  lucky  men  are  favourites  of  heaven  ;. 

And 
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And   whom    fhould    kings    efleem    above    heaven'* 

darlings  ? 

The  praifes  of  a  young  and  beauteous  queen 
Shall  crown  your  glorious  afts, 

Fed.  to  Alpb.  There  fprung  the  mine. 

Tor.  The  queen  !  that  were  a  happinefs  too  great! 
Nam'd  you  the  queen,  my  lord? 

Bert.  Yes :  you  have  feen  her,  and  you  muft  confef 
A  praife,  a  fmile,  a  look  from  her  is  worth 
The  mouts  of  thoufand  amphitheatres  : 
She,  me  mall  praife  you,  for  I  can  oblige  her  : 
To-morrow  will  deliver  all  her  charms 
Into  my  arms,  and  make  her  mine  for  ever. 
Why  ftand  you  mute  ? 

Tor.  Alas  !  I  cannot  fpeak.  [employ'd 

Bert.  Not  fpeak,  my  lord  !  how  were  your  thought 

Tor.  Nor  can  I  think,  for  I  am  loft  in  thought. 

Bert.  Thought  of  the  queen,  perhaps  ? 

Tor.  Why,  if  it  were, 
Heav'n  may  be  thought  on,  though  too  high  to  climb 

Bert.  O,  now  I  find  where  your  ambition  drives  : 
You  ought  not  to  think  of  her. 

Tor.  So  I  fay  too, 

I  ought  not :  madmen  ought  r.ot  to  be  mad  ; 
But  who  can  help  his  frenzy  ? 

Bert.  Fond  young  man  ! 
The  wings  of  your  ambition  murl  be  dipt : 
Your  mame-fac'd  virtue  fhunn'd  the  people's  praifc-, 
And  fenate's  honours :  but  'tis  well  we  know 
What  price  you  hold  yourfelf  at.     You  have  fought 
With  fome  fuccefs,  and  that  has  feal'd  your  pardcai. 

Tor.  Pardon  from  thee  !  O,  give  me  patience,  heaven 
Thrice  vanquifh'd  Bcrtran  ;  if  thou  dar'ft,  look'd  01 
Upon  yon  flaughter'd  hoft,  that  fidd  of  blood  ; 
There  feal  my  pardon,   where  thy  fame  was  lelt. 

Ped.  He's  ruin'd,  pa-ft  redemption  ! 
Alph.  to  Tor.  Learn  refpecl 
To  the  fiift  prince  o'the  bicod. 

Bert.  O,  let  him  rave  \ 
111  not  contend  whh  madm«n. 
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TV.  I  hive  done  : 

I  know  'twere  madnefs  to  declare  this  truth  : 
And  yet  'twere  bafenefs  to  deny  my  love. 
vris  true,  my  hopes  are  vanifhing  as  clouds, 
Lighter  than  children's  bubbles  blown  by  winds  : 
My  merit's  but  the  ram  refult  of  chance  : 
My  birth  unequal :  all  the  ftars  againft  me  : 
Povv'r,  promife,  choice,  the  living  and  the  dead  : 
Mankind  my  foes,    and  only  love  my  friend  : 
Bat  fuch  a  love,  kept  at  fuch  awful  diflance, 
As,  what  it  loudly  dares  to  tell,  a  rival 
Shall  fear  to  whifper  there.    Queens  may  be  lov'fl, 
And  fo  may  Gods  ;  elfe  why  are  altars  rais'd  ? 
Why  mines  the  fun,  bat  that  he  may  be  view'd  ? 
But,  oh  !  when  he's  too  bright,  if  then  we  gaze, 
'Tis  but  to  weep,  and  clofe  our  eyes  in  darkneYs.  [Exif. 

*  Bert.  'Tis  well ;  thegoddefs  mall  be  told,  (he  mall, 
'  Of  her  now  worfhipper.  [Exit.1 

Fed.  So,  here's  fine  work  ! 
«  He  fupply'd  his  only  foe  with  arras 
'  For  his  deftruftion.     Old  Penelope 's  tale 
'  Inverted  :  h'has  unravell'd  all  by  day 
'  That  he  has  done  by  night.' — What,  planet-ftruck  ! 

Alph.  I  wifh  I  were  ;  to  be  pail  fenfe  of  this  ! 

Fed.  Wou'd  I  had  but  a  leafe  of  life  fo  long, 
As  'till  my  flefli  and  blood  rebell'd  this  way, 
Againft  our  fovereign  lady  :  mad  for  a  Queen  ? 
With  a  globe  in  one  hand,  and  a  fceptre  in  t'other  ? 
A  very  pretty  moppet ! 

Alph.  Then  to  declare  his  madnefs  to  his  rival ! 
His  father  abfent  on  an  embafly  : 
Himfelf  a  ftranger  almoft  ;  wholly  friendkfs  ! 
A  torrent,  rowiing  down  a  precipice, 
Is  eafier  to  be  ftopt,  than  is  his  ruin. 

Fed.  'Tis  fruitlefs  to  complain  :  hafte  to  the  court  : 
Improve  your  interefl  there,  for  pardon  from  tiie  queen. 

Alpb.   Weak  remedies  ; 

But  all  muft  be  attempted.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor,  V>reH,  I  aia  the  moft  unlucky  rogue  ?  I  have 

been 
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been  ranging  over  half  the  town  ;  but  have  fprung  no 

fame.     Our  women  are  worfe  infidels  than  the  Moors : 
told  'em  I  was  one  of  their  knights-errant,   that  de- 
liver'd   them    from   ravifnment :  and   I  think  in  my 
confcience  that's  their  quarrel  to  me. 

Fed.  Is  this  a  time  for  fooling  ;  your  coufin  is  run 
honourably  mad  in  love  with  her  majefty :  he  is  fplit 
upon  a  rock,  and  you,  who  are  in  chafe  of  harlots, 
are  linking  in  the  main  ocean.  I  think  the  devil's 
in  the  family.  [Exit. 

Lorenzo  folus. 

Lor.  My  coufin  ruin'd,  fays  he !  hum,  not  that  I 
wim  my  kinfman's  ruin  ;  that  were  unchriftian  :  but 
if  the  general's  ruin'd,  I  am  heir ;  there's  comfort 
for  a  chriftian.  Money  I  have,  I  thank  the  honeft 
Moors  for't ;  but  I  want  a  miftrefs.  I  am  wil- 
ling to  be  lewd  ;  but  the  tempter  is  wanting  »n  his 
part. 

Enter  Elvira  <veiVd. 

EI--V.  Stranger  !    Cavalier  ! will    you  not  hear 

me  ?  you  Moor- killer,  you  matador. 

Lor.  Meaning  me,  madam  ? 

El<v.  Face  about,  man ;  you  a  foldier,  and  afraid 
of  the  enemy  ! 

Lcr.  I  muft  confefs,  I  did  not  expeft  to  have  been 
charg'd  firft  :  I  fee  fouls  will  not  be  loft  for  want  of 
diligence  in  this  devil's  reign.  \_AJide. 

Tober,~\  Now,  Madam  Cintbya  behind  a  cloud,  your 
will  and  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Elv.  You  have  the  appearance  of  a  cavalier  ;  and  if 
you  are  as  defending  as  you  feem,  perhaps  you  may 
not  repent  of  your  adventure.  If  a  lady  like  you  well 
enough  to  hold  difcourfe  with  you  at  firft  fight,  you 
are  gentleman  enough,  I  hope,  to  help  her  out  with 
an  apology,  and  to  lay  the  blame  on  ftars,  or  def- 
tiny,  or  what  you  pleafe,  to  excufe  the  frailty  of  a 
woman. 

Lor.  O,  I  love  an  eafy  woman  :  there's  fuch-ado  to 
crack  a  thick-(hell'd  miftrefs  :  we  break  our  teeth,  and 
find  no  kernel.  'Tis  generous  in  you,  to  take  pity  on 

a  ftranger 
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a  ftranger  ;  and  not  to  fuffer  him  to  fall  into  ill  hands 
at  his  firit  arrival. 

Elv.  You  have  a  better  opinion  of  me  than  I  de> 
ferve  :  you  have  not  feen  me  yet ;  and  therefore  I  am 
confident  you  are  heart-whole. 

Lor.  Not  abfolutely  flain,  I  muft  confefs  ;  but  I  am 
drawing  on  apace:  you  have  a  dangerous  tongue  in 
your  head,  I  can  tell  you  that ;  and  if  your  eyes  prove 
of  as  killing  metal,  there's  but  one  way  with  me  :  let 
me  fee  you,  for  the  fafeguard  of  my  honour  :  'tis  but 
decent  the  cannon  mould  be  drawn  down  upon  me 
before  I  yield. 

Efa.  What  a  terrible  fimilitudehave  you  made,  co*- 
lonel,  to  mew  that  you  are  inclining  to  the  wars  !  I 
could  anfwer  you  with  an  other  in  my  profeflion  :  Sup- 
pofe  you  were  in  want  of  money  ;  wou'd  you  not  be 
glad  to  take  a  fum  upon  content  in  a  feal'd  bag,  with- 
out peeping  ? but,  however,  I  will  net  ftand  with 

you  for  a  fample.  \Lifts  up  ^ef~  Veil. 

Lor,  What  eyes  were  there  !  how  keen  their  glan- 
ces !  you  do  well  to  keep'em  veil'd  :  they  are  too  Iharp 
to  be  trufted  out  of  the  fcabbard. 

Elv.  Perhaps  now  you  may  accufe  my  forwardnefs  : 
but  this  day  of  jubilee  is  the  only  time  of  freedom  I 
have  had  :  and  there  is  nothing  fo  extravagant  as  a  pri- 
foner,  when  he  gets  loofe  a  little,  and  is  immediately 
to  return  into  his  fetters. 

Lor.  To  confefs  freely  to  you,  madam,  I  was  never  in 
love  with  lefs  than  you  whole  fex  before :  but  now  I 
have  feen  you,  I  am  in  the  diredl  road  of  languifhing 
andlighing:  and,  if  love  goes  on  as  it  begins,  for  ought 
I  know,  by  to-morrow  morning  you  may  hear  of  me  in 
rhyme  and  fonnet.  I  tell  you  truly,  I  do  not  like  thefe 
fymptoms  in  myfelf :  perhaps  I  may  go  fhufilingly  at 
firft  ;  for  I  was  never  before  walk'd  in  trammels  ;  yet  I 
lhall  drudge  and  moil  at  conftancy,  'till  I  have  worn 
off  the  hitching  in  my  pace. 

El-ij.  O  fir,  there  are  arts  to  reclaim  the  wildeft 
men,  as  there  are  to  make  fpaniels  fetch  and  carry : 
chide  'em  often,  and  feed  'em  feldom  :  now  I  knoiv 

your 
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your  temper,  you  may  thank  yourfelf  if  you  are  kept 

to  hard   meat : you   are   in    for  years,  if  you 

make  love  to  me. 

Lcr.  I  hate  a  formal  obligation  with  an  anno  dcmini 
at  end  on't;  there  may  be  an  evil  meaning  in  the  word 
years,  call'd  Matrimony. 

El-v.  I  can  eafily  rid  you  of  that  fear  :  I  wifti  I 
could  rid  myfelf  as  eafily  of  the  bondage. 

Lor.  Then  you  are  married  ? 

El-~j.  If  a  covetous,  and  a  jealous,  and  an  old  man 
be  a  hufband. 

Lor.  Three  as  good  qualities  for  my  parpofe  as  I 
could  wifh:  now  love  be  prais'd. 

Enter  Elvira'*  Duenna,  and  whifpers  to  her. 

El<v.  [AJide\  If  I  get  not  home  before  my  hufband, 
I  mail  be  ruin'd. —  \Tokim. 

I  dare  not  ftay  to  tell  you  where, farewel,— — — — 

cou'd  I  once  more [Exit. 

Lor.  This  is  unconfcionable  dealing ;  to  be  made  a 
Have,  and  not  know  whofe  livey  I  wear  :  -  — 

Who  have  we  yonder  ? 

Enter  Gomez. 

By  that  mambling  in  his  walk,  it  mould  be  my  rich  old 
banker,  Gcmez.,  whom  I  knew  at  Barcelona :  As  I  live 
'tis  iie. 

[To  Gon-.ez.']  What,  old  Mammon  here  ? 

Com.  Hew  !   young  Beelzebub  ? 

Lor.  What  devil  has  fethis  claws  in  thy  haunches, 
and  brought  thee  hither  to  Saragoffa  ?  Sure  he  meant 
a  farther  journey  with  thee. 

Com.  I  always  remove  before  the  enemy  :  When  the 
Alcyrs  are  ready  to  befiege  one  town,  I  fhifc  my  quarters 
to  the  next;  I  keep  as  far  from  the  infidels  as  I  can. 

Lor.  That's  but  a  hair's  breadth  at  farthell. 

Gem.  Well,  you  have  got  a  famous  viclory  ;  all  true 
fubjedis  are  oveijoy'd  at  it :  There  are  bonfires  decreed  ; 
an  the  times  had  not  beei\fo  hard,  my  bii let  mould 
have  burnt  too. 

Lor.  I  dare  fay  for  thee,  thou  haft  fuch  a  refpeft  for 
a  iingle  billet,  ttou  would'ft  almoft  have  thrown  on 

thyfelf 
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fhyfelf  to  fave  it ;  thou  art  for  faving  every  thing  but 
thy  fouj. 

Gom.  Well,  well,  you'll  not  believe  me  generous  'till 
I  carry  you  to  the  tavern,  and  crack  half  a  pint  with 
you  at  my  o\vn  charge. 

Lor.  No  ;  I'll  keep  thee  from  hanging  thyfelf  for 
fuch  an  extravagance  ;  and  inftead  of  it,  thou  malt  da 
me  a  mere  verbal  courtefy :  I  havejuft  now  feen  a- 
moft  incomparable  young  lady. 

Gom.  Whereabouts  did  you  fee  this  moft  incompara- 
ble young  lady  ?— —  my  mind  mifgiveo  me  plaguily. 

{Afide. 

Lor.  Here,  man,  juft  before  this  corner  houfe  :  Pray 
heaven  it  prove  no  bawdy- houfe. 

Gem.  [AJidi\  Pray  heaven  he  dees  not  make  it  one, 

Lor.  What  doft  thou  mutter  to  thyfelf  ?  Haft  thou 
any  thing  to  fay  againft  the  honefty  of  that  houfe  ? 

Gom.  Not  I,  colonel,  ihe  walls  are  very  honeft  ftone, 
and  the  timber  very  honeft  wood,  for  ought  I  know  ; 
but  for  the  woman  I  cannot  fay,  till  I  know  her  bet- 
ter :  Defcribe  her  perfon,  and  if  fhe  live  in  this  quar- 
ter I  may  give  you  tidings  of  her. 

Lor.  She's  of  a  middle  ftature,  dark-colour' d  hair, 
the  moft  bewitching  leer  with  her  eyes,  the  moft 
roguilh  caft ;  her  cheeks  are  dimpled  when  fhefmiles, 
and  her  fmiles  would  tempt  an  hermit. 

Gom.  \^AJld^\  I  am  dead,  I  am  buried,  I  am  damn'd. 

— Go  on  '  colonel have  you  no  other  marks  of 

her? 

Lor.  Thou  haft  all  her  marks,  but  that  me  has  an 
hufband,  a  jealous,  covetous,  old  huncks :  Speak  ; 
canft  thou  tell  me  news  of  her? 

Gom.  Yes,  this  news,  colonel,  that  you  have  feen 
your  laft  of  her. 

Lar.  If  thou  help'ft  me  not  to  the  knowledge  of  her, 
thou  art  a  circumcifed  Jew. 

Gem.  Circumcife  me  no  more  than  I  circumcife  yoti, 
colonel  Hernando :  Once  more,  you  have  feen  your  lait 
of  her. 

Let.    \_Afede\  I   am  glad  he  knows  me  cr.ly  by  that 
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name   of  Hernando,    by  which  I  went  at  Barcelona  \ 
now  he  can  tell  no  tales  of  me  to  my  father. 

To  him]  Come,  thou  wert  ever  good-natur'd,  when 

thoucould'ft  get  by  it Look  here,  rogue,  ^is  oi 

the   right  damning  colour  : Thou    art   not  prool 

againft  gold,  fare  !  "  Do  not  I  know  thee  for  s 

coveto  us 

Com.  Jealous  old  huncks ;  thofe  were  the  marks  ol 
your  miitrefs's  hufband,  as  I  remember,  colonel. 

Lor.  O  the  devil  !  what  a  rogue  in  underftanding 
was  I,  not  to  find  him  out  fooner  !  \_Afide > 

Gom.  Do,  do,  look  fillily,  good  colonel ;  'tis  a  de- 
cent melancholy  after  an  abfolute  defeat. 

Lor.  Faith,  not  for  that,  dear  Gomez  : but— — — 

.    Gom.  But no  pumping,  my  dear  colonel. 

Lor.  Hang  pumping ;  I  was-"  thinking  a  little 
upon  a  point  of  gratitude  :  We  two  have  been  long 
acquaintance ;  I  know  thy  merits,  and  can  make  fome 
intereft  ;  go  to  ;  thou  wert  born  to  authority ;  I'll 
make  thee  Alcaide,  mayor  of  Baragojfa. 

Gom.  Satisfy  yourfelf;  you  Ihallnot  make  me  what 
you  think,  colonel. 

Lor.  Faith  but  I  will ;  thou  hail  the  face  of  a  ma- 
giftrate  already. 

Gom.  And  you  would  provide  me  with  a  magiftrate's 
head  to  my  magiftrate's  face  ;  I  thank  you,  colonel. 

Lor.  Come,  thou  art  fo  fufpicious  upon  an  idle  ftory — 
that  woman  I  faw,  I  mean  that  little,  crooked,  ugly 

woman,    for  t'other   was  a  lye; is   no  more   thy 

wife  : as  I'll  go  home  with  thee,  and  fatisfy 

thee  immediately,  my  dear  friend. 

Gom.  I  mail  not  put  you  to  that  trouble  ;  no  not  fa 
much  as  a  fingle  vifit ;  notfo  much  as  an  embaffy  by  a 
civil  old  woman, nor  aferenade  ofT--LvinckkJum  T<wincle~ 
dum  under  my  windows  :  Nay,  I  will  advife  you,  out 
of  tendernefs  to  your  perfon,  that  you  walk  not  near 
yon  corner-houfe  by  night ;  for  to  my  certain  know- 
ledge there  are  blunderbufles  planted  in  every  loop-hole, 
that  go  oft'conftantly  of  their  own  accord  at  the  fqueak- 
iog  of  a  fiddle  and  the  thrumming  of  a  guittar. 

Lor, 
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Lor.  Art  theu  fo  obftinate  ?  Then  I  denounce  open 
war  againft  thee :  I'll  demolim  thy  citadel  by  force ;  or, 
at  leaf,  I'll  bring  my  whole  regiment  upon  thee  :  my 
thoullmd  red  locufts,  that  mall  devour  thee  in  free 
quarter. — Fare  well,  wrought  night-cap.  [Exit  Lorenzo. 

Com.  Farewell,  buff!  free  quarter  for  a  regiment  of 
red-coat  locufts  r  I  hope  to  fee  'em  all  in  the  Red  Sea 
firil ! — But  oh,  this  Jezabel of  mine,  I'll  get  a  phyfi- 
cian  that  mail  prefcribe  her  an  ounce  of  camphire  every 
morning  for  her  breakfaft,  to  abate  incontinency.  She 
mail  never  peep  abroad,  no7not  to  church  for  confef- 
fion  !  and  for  never  going,  me  (hall  be  condemn'd  for 
a  heretick.  She  {hall  have  ilripes  by  "Troy-weight,  and 
fuftenance  by  drachms  and  fcruples  :  Nay,  I'll  have  a 
falling  almanack  printed  on  purpofe  tor  her  ufc,  in 
which 

No  carnival  nor  Chrijlmas  (hall  appear, 

But  Lents  and  Ember-weeks  mall  fill  the  year. 

[Exit  Gomez. 


A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

'SCENE,    The   Queen's  Antechamler. 

'  Alphonfo  and  Pedro. 
Alpb.  TT  7  HEN  favv  you  my  Lorenzo? 

V  V     Ped.  I  had  a  glimpfe  of  him ;  but  hft 
«  mot  by  me 

Like  a  young  hound  upon  a  burning  fcent : 
He's  gone  a  harlot  hunting. 
'  Alph.  His  foreign  breeding  might  have  taught 

'  him  better. 

'  Ped.  'Tis  that  has  taught  him  this. 
What  learn  our  youth  abroad,  but  to  refine 
The  homely  vices  of  their  native  land  ? 
Give  me  an  honeft  home-fpun  country  clown 
Of  our  own  growth  ;  his  dullne£s  is  but  plain, 

'  Bus 
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Bat  theirs  embroider'd  j  they  are  fent  out  fool?, 

And  come  back  fops. 

'  Alpk.   You  know  what  reafrns  urg'd  me  ; 

Bat  now  I  have  accomplifli'd  my  defigns, 

I  fliou'd  be  glad  he  knew  'em. — His  wild  riots 

Diilurb  my  ibul ;  but  they  would  fit  more  cloic, 

Did  not  the  threaten'd  downfall  of  our  houfe, 

In  Twrifjnonn ',  o'erwhelm  my  private  ills. 

Enter  Ber.  attended,   and  ivb/pering  iuitb  a  courtier, 

'  ajide. 

'  Bert.  I  wou'd  not   have  her  think  he  dar'd  to 
'  love  her ; 

*  If  he  prefume  to  own  it,  fiie'j  fo  proud, 

*  He  tempts  his  certain  ruin. 

'  Alph.  to   Pid.    Mark  how  difdainfully  he  throws 
'  his  eyes  on  us. 

*  Our  old  irnprifcn'd  king  wore  no  fuch  looks. 

'  Ped.  O,  wou'd  the  general  fhake  off"  his  dotage  to 
(  th'  ufurping  queen, 

*  And  re-inthrone  good  venerable  SancM, 

'  I'll  undertake,  mould  Bertran  found  his  trumpets, 
'  And  Torrifr.iond  but  whittle  through  his  fingers, 
'  He  draws  his  army  off. 
'  Alpb.  I  told  him  fo ; 

*  But  had  an  anfwer  louder  tharr  a  ftorm. 

'  Ped.  Now  plague  and  pox  on  his  fmock- loyalty  ; 
'  I  hate  to  fee  a  brave  bold  fellow  fotted, 
'  Made  four  and  fenfelefs,  turn'd  to  whey  by  love  ; 
'  A  driveling  hero,  fit  for  a  romance. 
'   O,  here  he  comes :  \vhat  will  their  greeting  be  !' 
Enter  Torrifmond  attended,  Bertran  and  le  meet  ar..; 

Bert.  Make  way,  my  lords,. and  let  the  pageant  pafs. 

Tor.  I  make  my  way  where-e'er  I  fee  my  foe  : 
But  you,  my  lord,  are  good  at  a  retreat. 
I  have  no  Moors  behind  me. 

Bert.  Death  and  hell ! 
Dare  to  fpeak  thus  when  you  come  out  again. 

Tor.  Dare  to  provoke  me  thus,  iufuliing  man. 
Eater  Terefa. 

fer.  My  lords,  you  are  too  loud  fo  near  die  queen  ^ 

You, 
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You,  Torrifmond,  have  much  oftended  her. 
"*Tis  her  command  you  initantly  appear, 
To  anfwer  your  demeanour  to  the  prince. 

[Exit  Terefa  j  Bertran  with  his  company  follow  her* 

Tor.   O  Pedro,  0  Alphonfo,  pity  me  ! 
A  grove  of  pikes, 

Whofe  polilh'd  fteel  from  far  fevcrely  fliines, 
Are  not  Ib  dreadful  as  this  beauteous  queen. 

Alpb.  Call  up  your  courage  timely  to  your  aid, 
And,  like  a  lion  prefs'd  upon  the  toils, 
Leap  on  your  hunters.     Speak  your  aftions  boldly. 
There  is  a  time  when  modeit  virtue  is 
Allow'd  to  praife  itfelf. 

Ped.  Heart,  you  were  hot  enough,  too  hot,  but  now  ; 
Your  fury  then  boil'd  upsvard  to  a  foam  : 
But  fince  this  me/Tage  came,  you  (ink  and  fettle, 
As  if  cold  water  had  been  pour'd  up^on  you. 

Tor.  Alas,  thou  know'ft  not  what  it  Is  to  love  ! 
When  we  behold  an  angel,  not  to  fear, 
Is  to  be  impudent : — No,  I'm  refolv'd, 
Like  a  led  victim,  to  my  death  I'll  go, 
And,  dying,  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  the  blow.  [Exettat. 
The  SCENE  draws,   and  flews  the   Queen  fating  in 

flats;  Bertrany?£#<zVtfg-  next  her  ;  then  Tcreia,  &c. 
She  rifes,  ana  comes  to  the  front. 

Qu.  Leonora  to  Bert.}    I  blame   not  you,  my  lord; 

my  father's  will, 

Your  own  deferts,  and  all  my  peoples  voice, 
Have  plac'd  you  in  the  view  of  fov'rcign  power. 
But  L  would  learn  the  caufe,  why  Torrifmoiid, 
Within  my  pa'ace  waila,  within  my  hearing, 
Almoft  within  my  fight,  affronts  a  prince 
Who  fhortly  {hall  command  him. 

Bert.  He  thinks  you  owe  him  more  than  you  can  pay, 
And  looks  as  he  were  lord  of  human  kind. 
Enter   Torrifmond,    Alphonfo,    Pedro.     Torrifmond 

boivs  /o--w,  then  looks  earneftly  on  the  Queen,  and  k^eps 

at  diftance. 

Terefa.  Madam,  the  general.  »       ••<• 

Qu.  Let  me  view  him  well. 

My 
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My  father  fent  him  early  to  the  frontiers. 

I  have  not  often  feen  him  ;  if  I  did, 

He  pafs'd  unmark'd  by  my  unheeding  eyes. 

But  where's  the  fiercenefs,  the  difdainful  pride, 

The  haughty  port,  the  fiery  arrogance  ? 

By  all  thefe  marks,  this  is  not  fure  the  man. 

Bert.  Yet  this  is  he  who  fill'd  your  court  with  tumult, 
Whofe  fierce  demeanour,  and  whofe  infolence, 
The  patience  of  a  God  could  not  fupport. 

£)u.  Name  his  offence,  my  lord,  and  he  mall  have 
Immediate  punimment. 

Bert.  'Tis  of  fo  high  a  nature,  fhould  I  fpeak  it, 
That  my  prefumption  then  would  equal  his. 

Qu.  Some  one  among  you  fpeak. 

Ped.  \_Afide, ,]  Now  my  tongue  itches. 

<£«.  All  dumb !  On  your  allegiance,  Torn/men/, 
By  all  your  hopes,  I  do  command  you,  fpeak, 

Tor.  {Kneeling.'}  O  feek  not  to  convince  me  of  a  crime 
Which  I  can  ne'er  repent,  nor  can  you  pardon  ; 
Or,  if  you  needs  will  know  it,  think,  oh  think, 
That  he  who  thus  commanded  dares  to  fpeak, 
Unlefs  commanded,  would  have  dy'd  in  filence. 
But  you  adjur'd  me,  madam,  by  my  hopes  ! 
Hopes  I  have  none,  for  I  am  ail  defpair ; 
Friends  1  have  none,  for  friendfhip  follows  favour  ; 
Defert  I've  none,  for  what  I  did  was  duty  : 
Oh  that  it  were  !  that  it  were  duty  all ! 

£>u.  Why  do  you  paufe  ?  proceed. 

Tor.  As  one  condemn'd  to  leap  a  precipice, 
Who  fees  before  his  eyes  the  depth  below, 
Stops  fhort  and  looks  about  for  fome  kind  flirub 

To  break  his  dreadful  fall ; fo  I : 

But  whither  am  I  going  ?  If  to  death, 

He  looks  fo  lovely  fweet  in  beauty's  pomp, 

He  draws  me  to  his  dart. 1  dare  no  more. 

Bert.  He's  mad  beyond  the  cure  of  Hellebore. 
Whips,  darknefs,  dungeons  for  this  infolence. 

Tor.  Mad  as  I  am,  yet  I  know  when  to  bear.-— - 

£>u.  You're  both  too  bold.    You,  Tarri/mcnd,  with- 
draw; 

I'll 
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I'll  teach  you  all  what's  owing  to  your  queen. 

For  you,  my  lord- 

The  prieft  to-morrow  was  to  join  our  hands  ; 

I'll  try  if  I  can  live  a  day  without  you. 

So  both  of  you  depart,  and  live  in  peace. 

Alpb*  Who  knows  which  way  me  points  ? 
Doubling  and  turning  like  an  hunted  hare. 
Find  out  the  meaning  of  her  mind  who  can. 

Ped.  Who  ever  found   a  woman's  ?  backward  and 

forward. 

The  whole  fex  in  every  word.  In  my  conference,  when 
fhe  was  getting,  her  mother  was  thinking  of  a  riddle. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Queen  and  Terefa. 
<£a.  Hafte,  my  Terefa,  hafte,  and  call  him  back. 
Ter.  Whom,  madam  ?  $>u.  Him.  Ter.  Prince  Bertran  ? 
Qu .   Torrifmond ; 
There  is  no  other  he. 

«  Ter.  [Aftde.~\  A  rifing  fun, 
'  Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd.'  [Exit  Terefa. 

£>u.  A  change  fo  fwift  what  heart  did  ever  feel ! 
It  rufh'd  upon  me  like  a  mighty  ftream, 
And  bore  me  in  a  moment  far  from  more. 
I've  lov'd  away  myfelf ;  in  one  fhort  hour 
Already  am  I  gone  an  age  of  paffion. 
Was  it  his  youth,  his  valour,  or  fuccefs  ? 
Thefe  might  perhaps  be  found  in  other  men. 
'Twas  that  refpeft,  that  awful  homage  paid  me  ; 
That  fearful  love  which  trembled  in  his  eyes, 
And  with  a  filent  earthquake  fhook  his  foul. 
But,  when  he  fpoke,  what  tender  words  he  faid ! 
So  foftly,  that,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  fnow,  ; 

They  melted  as  they  fell.* 

Enter  Terefa  with  Torrifmond. 
Ter.  He  waits  your  pleafure. 
<gu.  'Tis  well ;  retire — O  Heav'ns,  that  I  muft  fpeak 
So  diftant  from  my  heart  \_Afide. 

fo  Tor.}   How  now!  What  boldnefs   brings  you 

back  again  ? 

Tor.  I  heard  'twas  your  command. 
£>«.  A  fond  miftake, 

To 
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To  credit  fo  unlikely  a  command. 

And  you  return  full  of  the  fame  preemption, 

T'  affront  me  with  your  love  ? 

Tor.  If  'tis  preemption  for  a  wretch  condemn'd 
To  throw  himferf  beneath  his  judge's  feet : 
A  boldnefs  more  than  this  I  never  knew ; 
Or,  if  I  did,  'twas  only  to  your  foes. 

£>u.  You  would  infmuate  your  part  fervices, 
And  thofe,  I  grant,  were  great ;  but  you  confefs 
A  fault  committed  fmce,  that  cancels  all. 

Tor.  And  who  could  dare  to  difaxew  his  crime, 
When  that  for  which  he  is  aceus'd  and  feiz'd, 
He  bears  about  him  flill !   My  eyes  confefs  it ; 
My  every  aftion  (peaks  my  heart  aloud. 
But,  oh,  the  madhefs  of  my  high  attempt 
-Speaks  louder  yet !  and  all  together  cry, 
J  love  and  1  defpair. 
~~~-%H.  Have  you  not  heard, 
-My  .father,  with  his  dying  voice,  bequeath'd 
My  crown  and  me  to.£ertran  ?  And  dare  you, 
A  private  man,  prefume  to  love  a  queen  ? 

Tor.  That,  that's  the  wound  !  I  fee  you  fet  fo  high, 
As  no  defert  or  fervices  can  reach, 
Good  Heav'ns,  why  gave  you  me  a  monarch's  foul, 
And  crufted  it  with  bafe  Plebeian  clay  ? 
Why  gave  you  me  defires  of  fuch  extent, 
And  fuch  a  fpan  to  grafp  'em  ?  Sure  my  lot 
By  fome  o'er-hafty  angel  was  mifplac'd 

In  Fate's  eternal  volume  ! But  I  rave, 

And,  like  a  giddy  bird  in  dead  of  night, 
Fly  round  the  fire  that  fcorches  me  to  death. 

<gu.  Yes,   "-Icrnfmond,  you've  not  fo  ill  deferv'd, 
But  I  may  give  you  counfel  for  your  cure. 

Tor.  \  cannot,  nay  I  wifli  not  to  be  cur'd. 

%•  [4^-3  Nor  I,  Heav'n  knows! 

Tcr.  There  is  a  pleafure  fure 
In  being  mad,  which  none  but  madmen  know  i 
Let  me  indulge  it;  let  me  gaze  for  ever! 
And,  fmce  you  are  too  greit  to  be  belov'd, 
Be  greater,  greater  yet,  ;.nJ  be  adord. 
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£>u.  Thefe  are  the  words  which  I  muft  only  hear 
From  Bertram's  mouth  ;  they  mould  difpleafe  irom  yoa  : 
1  fay  they  mould;  but  women  are  fo  vain 
To  like  the  love,  though  they  defpife  the  lover. 
Yet,  that  I  may  not  fend  you  from  my  fight 
In  abfolute  defpair Ijaity  you. 

Tor.  Am  I  then  pity'd  !  I  have  liv'd  enough  ! 
Death,  take  me  in  this  moment  of  my  joy  : 
But  when  my  foul  is  plung'd  in  long  oblivion, 
Spare  this  one  thought,  let  me  remember  pity ; 
And  fo  deceiv'd,  think  all  my  life  was  bkfs'd. 

<gu.  What  if  I  add  a  little  to  my  alms  ? 
If  that  would  help,  I  could  call  in  a  tear 
To  your  misfortunes. 

Tor.  A  tear  !   you  have  o'erbid  all  my  paft  fufferings. 
And  all  my  future  too  ! 

Qu.  Were  I  no  queen—— 
Or  you  of  royal  blood 

Tor.  What  have  I  loft  by  my  fore-father's  fault  1 
Why  was  not  I  the  twentieth  by  defcent 
From  a  long  reftive  race  of  droning  kings.? 
Love  !  what  a  poor  omnipotence  halt  thou, 
When  gold  and  titles  buy  taes  ? 

Qu.  \Sighi. ~\  Oh,  my  torture  ! 

Tor.  Might  I  prefume,  but,  oh,  I  dare  not  hope 
That  figh  was  added  to  your  alms  for  me! 

Qu.  1  give  you  leave  to  guefs,  and  not  forbid  you 
To  make  the  beft  conftrudion  for  your  love. 
Be  fecrct  and  difcreet ;  thefe  fairy  favours 
Are  loft  when  not  cbnceal'd  ;— p*oxcke,not  .Bertran — 
Retire  :  I  muft  no  more  but  this— Hope,    Tirrijvisnd, 

[Exit. 

Tor.  She  bids  me  hope  ;   O  Heav'ns ;   me  pities  me  ! 
And  pity  fkill  foreruns  approaching  love, 
As  lightning  does  the  thunder  !  Tune  your  harps, 
Ye  angels,  to  that  found  ;  and  thou,  my  heart, 
Make  room  to  entertain  thy  flowing  joy, 
Hence  all  my  griefs  and  every  anxious  care : 
One  word,  and  one  kind  glance,  can  cure  defpair.  [Exit. 

B  SCENE, 
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SCENE,     J.     Chamber. 
A  table  and  *ujine  Jet  out. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  This  may  hit,  'tis  more  than  barely  pofllble? 
for  fryars  have  free  admittance  into  every  houfe. 
This  Jacobin,  whom  I  have  fent  to,  is  her  confefibr  ; 
and  who  can  fufpeft  a  man  of  fuch  reverence  for  a 
pimp  r  I'll  try  for  once :  I'll  bribe  him  high ;  for  com- 
monly none  love  money  better  than  they  who  have 
made  a  vow  of  poverty. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser<u.  There's  a  huge,  fat,  religious  gentleman 
coming  up,  Sir  ;  he  fays  he's  but  a  fryar,  but  he's  big 
enough  to  be  a  pope ;  his  gills  are  as  rofy  as  a  turkey 
cock's ;  his  great  belly  walks  in  flate  before  him  like 
an  harbinger ;  and  his  gouty  legs  come  limping  after 
it :  never  Was  fuch  a  tun  of  devotion  feen. 

Lor.  Bring  him  in,  and  vaniih.  [Exit. 

Enter  Father  Dominick. 

Lor.  Welcome,  father! 

Dem.  Peace  be  here  :  I  thought  I  had  been  fent  for 
to  a  dying  man  ;  to  have  fitted  him  for  another  world. 

Lor.  No,  faith,  father,  I  was  never  for  taking  fuch 
long  journies.  Repofe  yourfelf,  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
if  thofe  fpinole  legs  of  yours  will  carry  you  to  the  next 
chair. 

Dom.  I  am  old,  I  am  in£rm,  I  muft  confefs,  with 
fafting. 

Lor.  'Tis  align  by  your  wan  complexion,  and  your 
thin  jowls,  father,  come, to  our  better  acquain- 
tance :  here's  a  fovereign  remedy  for  old  age  and 
for  row.  [Drinks. 

Dom.  The  looks  of  it  are  indeed  alluring:  I'll  do 
you  reafon.  [Drinks, 

Lor.  Is  it  to  your  palate,  father? 

Dom.  Second  thoughts,  they  fay,  arebeft:  I'll  con- 
fider  of  it  once  again.  [Drinks. 

It  has  a  moft  delicious  flavour  with  it. 
Gad  forgive  me,  I  have  forgotten  to  drink  ycur  health, , 

fon, 
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Ton,  I  am  not  us'd  to  be  fo  unmannerly.   {Drinks again. 

Lor.  No,  I'll  be  fworn  by  what  I  fee  of  you,  you 

are  not. To  the  bottom, 1  warrant  him  a  true 

church-man. Now,  father,  to  our  bufmefs,  'tis 

Agreeable  to  your  calling ;  I  intend  to  do  an  aft  of 
charity. 

Dom.  And  I  love  to  hear  of  charity;  'tis  a  com- 
fortable fubjeft. 

Lor.  Being  in  the  late  battle,  in  great  hazard  of  my- 
•life,  I  recommended  my  perfon  to  good  St.  Dominick. 

Dam.  You  cou'd  not  have  pitch'd  upon  a  betler : 
he's  a  fure  card:  I  never  knew  him  fail  his  votaries. 

Lor.  Troth  I  e'en  made  bold  to  ftrike  up  a  bargain 
with  him,  that  if  I  fcap'd  with  life  and  plunder,  I 
•wou'd  prefent  fome  brother  of  hts  order  with  part  of 
•the  booty  taken  from  the  infidels,  to  be  employ'd  in 
charitable  ufes. 

Dom.  There  you  hit  himc  St.  Dominick  lores  chanty 
exceedingly:  that  argument  never  fails  with  him. 

Lor.  The  fpoils  were  mighty ;  and  I  {corn  to  wrong 
him  of  a  farthing.  To  make  fhort  my  ftory ;  I  en- 
quir'd  among  the  Jacobins  for  an  almoner,  and  the 
general  fame  has  pointed  out  your  reverence  as  th« 
worthieft  man : — here  are  fifty  good  pieces  in  this  purfe. 

Dom.  How,  fifty  pieces?  'tis  too  much,  too  much 
in  confcience, 

Lor.  Here,  take  'em,  father. 

Dom.  No,  in  troth,  I  dare  not:  do  not  tempt  me  to 
break  my  vow  of  poverty. 

•Lor.  If  you  are  modeft,  I  muft  force  you :  for  I  am 
ilrongeft. 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  compel  me,  there's  no  contend- 
ing; but  will  you  fet  your  lirength  again  ft  a  decrepit, 
poor,  old  man  ?  \T"akes  the  purfe. 

As  I  faid,  'tis  too  great  a  bounty  ?  but  St.  Dominick 
ihall  owe  you  another  fcape  :  I'll  put  him  in  mind  of 
you. 

Lor.  If  you  pleafe,  father,  we  will  not  trouble  him 

'till  the  next  battle.     But  you  may  do  me  a  greater 

kindnefs,  by  conveying  my  prayers  to  a  female  faint. 

B  ^  Dt*. 
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Dem.  A  female  faint !  good  now,  good  now,  hov 
your  devotions  jump  with  mine  !  I  always  lov'd  the  fe 
male  faints. 

Lor.  I  mean  a  female,  mortal,  married-woman  faint 
Look  upon  the  fuperfcription  cf  this  note ;  you  knov 
Don  Gomez  his  wife.  [Gives  him  a  letter 

Dom.  Who,  Donna  El-yira  ?  I  think  I  have  form 
reafon  :  I  am  her  ghoftly  father. 
.  Lor.  I  have  fome  bufmefs  of  importance  with  her 
which  I  have  communicated  in   this  paper;  but  he; 
hufb-ind  is  fo  horribly  given  to  be  jealous 

Data.  Ho,  jealous  ?  he's  the  very  quinteiience  o 
jealoufy :  he  keeps  no  male  creature  in  his  houfe  :  anc 
from  abroad  he  lets  no  man  come  near  her. 

Lor.   Excepting  yea,  father. 

Dom.  Me,  I  grant  you :  I  am  her  director  and  hei 
guide  in  fpiritual  affairs.  But  he  has  his  humours  will 
me  too:  for  t'other  day,  he  call'd  me  falfe  apoftle. 

Lor.  Did  he  fo  ?  that  reflects  upon  you  all  ;  on  mj 
word,  father,  that  touches  your  copy-hold.  If  yo; 
wcu'd  do  a  meritorious  atlion,  you  might  revenge  th< 
church's  quarrel. My  letter  father. 

Dam.  Weil,  fo  far  as  a  letter,  I  will  take  upon  me 
for  what  can  I  refufe  to  a  man  fo  charitably  given  ? 

Lor.  If  you  bring  an  r.nfwer  back,  that  purfe  in  you 
hand  has  a  twin-bother,  as  like  him  as  ever  he  car 
look  :  there  are  fifty  pieces  lie  dormant  in  it,  for  mor< 
chanties. 

Dom.  That  muft  rot  be:  not  a  farthing  mere,  upoi 

my  prieithood. But  what  may  be  the  purport  anc 

meaning  of  this  letter ;  that  I  confefs  a  little  trouble: 
me. 

Lor.  No  harm,  I  warrant  you. 

Dom.  Well,  you  are  a  charitable  man  ;  and  I'll  tak< 
your  \-/ord :  my  comfort  is,  I  know  not  the  contents 
and  fo  far  I  am  blameieis.  But  an  anfwer  you  fhaL 
have :  though  not  for  the  fake  of  your  fifty  pieces  more 
I  have  fvvorn  not  to  take  them,  they  mall  not  be  atlo 
gedier  fifty : — your  miflrefs — forgive  me  that  I  fhoulc 
call  her  your  miilrefs,  I  meant  £foira,  lives  but  ai 

texi 
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next  door:  I'll  vifit  her  immediately:  but -not  a  word 

more  of  the  nine  and  forty  pieces. 

Lor.  Nay,  I'll  wait  on  you  down  flairs. Fifty 

pounds  for  the  poftage  of  a  letter !  to  fend  by  the  church 
is  certainly  the  deareft  road  in  chriftendom.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE         4  Chamber. 

Enter  Gomez  and  Elvira. 

Gam.  Hencefoith  I  banifh  flefh  and  wine  :  I'll  have 
none  ftirring  within  thefe  walls  thefe  twelve  months. 

El*v.  I  care  not;  the  fooner  I  am  flarv'd,  the  fooner 
I  am  rid  of  wedlock.  I  (hall  learn  the  knack  to  faft  a 
days  ;  you  have  us'd  me  to  failing  nights  already. 

Gom.  How  the  gipfey  anfwers  me !  Oh,  'tis  a  moft 
notorious  hilding. 

Elv.  [Crying]  But  was  ever  poor  innocent  creature 
fo  hardly  dealt  with,  for  a  little  harmlefs  chat  ? 

Gam.  *  Oh,  the  impudence  of  this  wicked  fex  !' 
Lafcivious  dialogues  are  innocent  chat  with  you  ! 

Elv.  Was  it  fuch  a  crime  to  enquire  how  the  batrfe 
pafs'd  > 

Gom.  But  that  was  not  the  bufinefs,  gentlewoman  ; 
you  were  not  afking  news  of  a  battle  pafs'd;  you  were 
engaging  for  a  fkirmim  that  was  to  come. 

jSkt.  An  honeil  woman  wou'd  be  glad  to  hear,  that 
her  honour  was  fafe,  and  her  enemies  were  fiain. 

Gom.  [In  her  ionz\  And  to  afk,  if  he  were  wounded 
in  your  defence  ;  and,  in  cafe  he  were,  to  offer  your- 
felf  to  be  his  furgeon ; — then,  you  did  not  defcribe 
your  hu/band  to  him,  for  a  covetous,  jealous,  rich,  old 
huncks. 

El<v.  No,  I  need  not :  he  defcribes  himfelf  fuffi- 
ciently :  but,  in  what  dream  did  I  do  this  ? 

Gom.  You  walk'd  in  your  fleep,  with  your  eyes  broad 
open,  at  noon-day;  and  dreamt  you  were  talking  to 
the  forefaid  purpofe  with  one  colonel  Hernando 

El-v.  Who,  dear  hufband,  who  ? 

Gom.  What  the  devil  have  I  faid  ?  You  wou'd  have 
farther  information,  wou'd  you  ? 

B  3  Elv. 
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Eh.  No,  but  my  dear,  little,  old  man,  tell  me  now; 
that  I  may  avoid  him  for  your  fake. 

Gom.  Get  you  up  into  your  chamber,  cockatrice ; 
and  there  immure  yourfelf:  be  confin'd,  I  fay,  during* 
our  royal  pleafure :  But,  firft,  down  on  your  marrow- 
bones, upon  your  allegiance,  and  make  an  acknow- 
ledgement of  your  offences  j  for  I  will  have  ample  fa- 
tisfaclion.  [Pulls  L-er  down. 

Eli),  I  have  done  you  no  injury,  and  therefore  I'll 
rr::>.ke  you  no  fubmiffion  :  But  I'll  complain  to 'my 
ghoftly  father. 

.Gom.  Ay;  there's  your 'remedy :  When  you  receive 
condign  punifhment,  you  run  with  open  mouth  to  .your 
confelibr  ;  that  parcel  of  holy  guts  and  garbage :  he 
inuft  chuckle  you  and  moan  you :  but  I'll  rid  my  hands 
of  his  ghoftly  authority  one  day,  [Enter  Dominick.-j 

and  make  him  know  he's  the  fon  of  a \_fees  him^\ 

•So  ; No  fooner  conjure,  but  the  devil's  .in  the 

circle." 

Dem.   Son  of  what,  Don  Gomez? 

Gom.  Why,  a  fon  of  a  church  :  I  hope  there's  no 
harm  in  that,  father  ? 

Dom.  I -will  lay  up  .your -words  for  you  till  time  fhall 
ferve  :  and  to-morrow  I  enjoin  you  to  raft,  .for  penance. 

Gom.  [sj/tJe.]  There's  no  harm  in  that;  me  fhall 
.faft  too  :  fading  faves  money. 

Dom.  [to  Elvira.']  What  was  the  reafon  that  I  found 
you  upon  your  knees,  in  that  unfeemly  pofture  ? 

Gom.  [Afede.~\  O  horrible!  to  find  a  woman  upon 
her  knees,  he  fays,  is  an  unfeemly  pofture;  there's  a 
prieft  for  you ! 

El*v.  [to  Dom.]  I  wifh,  father,  you  wou'd  give  me 
an  opportunity  of  entertaining  you  in  private:  I  have 
fomewhat  upon  my  fpirits  that  preffes  me  exceedingly. 

Dom.  \_AJide.  ]  This  goes  well :  Gomez,  ftand  you  at 
a  diftance, — farther  yet, — ftand  out  of  car-mot, — I 
have  fomewhat  to  fay  to  your  wife  in  private. 

Gom.  [AJlde.~\  Was  ever  man  thus  prieft-ridden  ? 
would  the  fteeple  of  his  church  were  in  his  belly :  1 
am  fure  there's  room  for  it. 

£.h. 
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Elv.  I  am  afham'd  to  acknowledge  my  infirmities  ; 
but  you  have  been  always  an  indulgent  father;  and 
therefore  I  will  venture,  to, — and  yet  I  dare  not. — 

Dom.  Nayr  if  you  are  bafhful ;  if  you  keep  your 
wound  from  the  knowledge  of  your  furgeon — 

E!-v.  You  know  my  hufband  is  a  man  in  years;  but 
he's  my  hufband,  and  therefore  I  mall  be  fiJent:  bur 
his  humours  are  more  intolerable  than  his  age:  he's 
grown  fo  froward,  fo  covetous,  and  fo  jealous,  that  he 
has  turn'd  my  heart  quite  from  him  ;  and,  if  J.durftcon- 
fefs  it,  has  forc'd  me  to  caft  my  afte&ions  on  another 
man. 

Dom.  Good : hold,  hold ;  I  meant  abominable : 

——Pray  Heaven  this  be  my  colonel.  \_Afide. 

Eh.  I  have  feen  this  man,  father;  and  have  encou- 
rag'd  his  addrefles :  he's  a  young  gentleman,  a  foldier, 
of  a  moft  winning  carriage;  and  what  his  courtfhip 
may  produce  at  laft,  I  know  not ;  but  I  am  afraid  of 
my  own  frailty, 

Dom.  [JJtde.]  'Tishe  for  certain: — me  has  fav'd  the 
credit  of  my  function,  by  fpeaking  firfl;  now  I  muft 
take  gravity  upon  me. 

Gom.  [Jfide.]  This  whifpering  bodes  me  no  good 
for  certain  ;  but  he  has  me  fo  plaguily  under  the  lam, 
that  I  dare  not  interrupt  him. 

Dom.  Daughter,  daughter,  do  you  remember  your 
matrimonial  vow? 

Eli).  Yes,  to  my  forrow,  father,  I  do  remember  it : 
a  miferable  woman  it  has  made  me  :  but  you  know, 
father,  a  marriage  vow  is  but  a  thing  of  courfe,  which, 
all  women  take,  when  they  wou'd  get  a  hufband. 

Dom.  A  vow  is  a  very  folemn  thing :  and  'tis  good 
to  keep  it:.'  but,  notwithftanding,.  it  may  be 

broken,  upon  fome  occafions. Have  you  ftriverx 

with  all  your  might  againft  this  frailty? 

Elv.  Yes,  I  have  ftriven :  but  I  found  it  was  againfl 
the  ftream.  Love,,  you  know,  father,  is  a  great  vow- 
maker  :  but  he's  a  greater  vow  breaker. 

Dom.  'Tis  your  duty  to  ftrive  always :  but  notwith- 
ftanding,  when  we  have  done  our  utmoft,  it  extenuates 
the  fin. 

B  4  Com. 
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Gom.  I  can  hold  no  longer Now,  gentlewoman.; 

you  are  confefling  your  enormities  ;  I  know  it,  by  that- 
hypocritical,  down-cafl  look  :  enjoin  her  to  fit  bare 
upon  a  bed  of  nettles,  father  ;  you  can  do  no  lefs  in 
conscience. 

Dom.  Hold  your  peace  ;  are  you  growing  malnpert  i 
will  you  force  n:e  to  make  ufe  of  my  authority  ?  your 
wife's  a  well-difpcs'd  and  a  virtuous  lady ;  I  fay 
it,  in  irerbo  facertictts. 

El'-u.  I  know  not  what  to  do,  father;  I  find  myfelf 
in  a  moft  defperate  condition  ;  and  fo  is  the  colonel 
ibr  love  of  me. 

Dom-  The  colonel,  fay  you  !  1  wifh  it  be  not  the  fame 
young  gentleman  I  know  :  'tis  a  gallant  young  man,  I 
anuft  confefs,  worthy  of  any  lady's  love  in  chriften- 
dom  :  in  a  lawful  way,  I  mean  :  of  fuch  a  charming 
behaviour,  fo  bewitching  to  a  woman's  eye  ;  and  fur- 
thermore, fo  charitably  given  ;  by  all  good  tokens,  this 
muft  be  my  colonel  Hernanao. 

El<v.  Ay,  and  my  colonel  too,  father :  I  am  over- 
joy'd ;  and  are  you  then  acquainted  with  him  ? 

Dent,  Acquainted  with  him  !  why,  he  haunts  me  up 
and  down  :  and;  1  am  afraid,  it  is  for  love  of  you :  for 
he  prefs'd  a  letter  upon  me,  within  this  hour,  to  deliver 
to  you  :  I  confefs,  I  receiv'd  it,  left  he  fhould  fend  it 
by  fame  other  ;  but  with  full  refolution  never  to  put 
it  info  your  hands. 

EI--U.  Oh,  dear  father,  let  me  have  it,  or  I  mail  die. 

Gom.  WhifpermgfUll!  A  pox  of  your  clofe  commit- 
tee !  I'll  liflen,  I'm  refolv'd  :  [Steals  nearer. 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  are  obftinately  bent  to  fee  it, — 
ufe  your  difcretion,  but  for  my  part,  I  warn  my  hands 

on't. What  makes  you  lift'ning  there  ?  get  farther 

off,  I  preach  not  to  thee,  thou  wicked  eves-dropper. 

El<v.  I'll  kneel  down,  father,  as  if  I  were  taking  ab~ 
folution,  if  you'll  but  pleafe  to  ftand  before  me. 

Dom.  At  you  psril  be  it  then.  I  have  told  you  the  ill 
confequences  ;  &  Izberanji  animam  meam. — Your  re- 
putation is  in  danger,  to  fay  nothing  of  your  foul.  Not-. 
withftanding,  when  the  fpirkual  means  have  been  ap- 

ply'd 
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ply'd,  and  fail :  in  that  cafe,  the  carnal  may  be  us'd.— 
You  are  a  tender  child,  you  are ;  and  muft  not  be  put 
into  defpair  :  you  heart  is  as  foft  and  melting  as  your 
hand..  .  He.ftrokes  her  face  ;  takes  her  by  the  hand ; 
and  gives  the  letter. 

Gom.  Hold,  holdi  father,  you  go 'beyond  your  com- 
miffion  :  Palming  is  always  held  foul  play  amongft 
gamefters. 

Dom.  Thus  good  intentions  are  mifconftrued  by 
wicked  men  :  you  will  never  be  warn'd  'till  you  are 
excommunicated. 

Gom.  [Jfide.]  Ah,  devil  on  him  :  there's  his  hold  • 
if  there  were  no  more  in.  excommunication  "than  the 
church's  cenfare,  a  wife  man  would  lick  his  con- 
fcience  whole  with  a  wet  finger  :  but,  if  I  am  excom- 
municate, I  am  outlaw'd  ;  and  then  there's  no  calling 
in  my  money. 

EI-V.  [Rifing]  I  have  read  the  note,  father,  and  will 
fend  him  an  anfwer  immediately  ;  for  I  know  his  lodg- 
ing by  his  letter. 

Dom.  I  underftand  it  not,  for  my  part ;  but  I  \virn, 
your  intentions  be  honeft.  Remember,  that  adultery, 
though  it  be  a  filent  fin,  yet  it  is  a  crying  fin  alfo.  Ne- 
verthelcis,  if  you  believe  abfolately  he  will  die,  unkfs 
you  pity  him,  to  f.ive  a  man's  life  is  a  point  of  cha- 
rity ;  and  aftions  of  chnrity  do  alleviate,  as  I  may  fay, 
and  take  off  from  the  mortality  of  the  fin.  Farewel, 

daughter Gomez,  cherim  your  virtuous  wife;  and 

thereupon-Igive  you  my  benediction.  [Going, 

Gom.  Stay;  I'll  conduft  you  to  the  door, that  I 

may  be  fure  you  fteal  nothing.by  the  way. ff^Ms 

wear  not  their  long  fleeves  for  nothing. O,  'tis  a 

Judas  Ifcariot  [Ex  if  after  the  Fryur. 

Ei-v.  This  Fryar  is  a  comfortable  man  !  He  will  un- 
derftand  nothing  of  the  bufinefs-;  and  yet  does  it  alL- 

Pray,  ivi<ves,  and  'virgins,  at  yau  time  of  need, 

F.or  a  true  guide,  cfmy  good  fathers  breed.          Exit: 

ACT. 
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A  C  T    HJ.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 
Scene,  the  ftreet. 

Enter  Lorenzo  /»  a  Fryar's  habit,  following  Dominick 
Lor.  T?  Ather  Dominick,  father  Dominick  ;  Why  in  fuch 
I/    hafte,  man  ? 

/)««.  It  fhou'd  feem  a  brother  of  our  order. 
Lor.  No,  faith,  I  am  only  you  brother  in  iniquity : 
my  holinefs,  like  yours,  is  mere  outiide. 

Dem.  What !  my  noble  colonel  in  raetamorphofis  t" 
on  what  occafion  are  you  transform'd  ? 

Lor.  Love;  almighty  love;  that  which  turn'd  Jupi- 
ter into  a  town-bull,  has  transform'd  me  into  a  Fryar  : 
I  have  had  a  letter  from  Elvira,  in  anfwer  to  that  I 
&nt  by  you. 

Dom.  You  fee  I  have  deliver'd  my  mefTage  faithfully  j 
I  am  a  Fryar  of  honour  where  I  am  engag'd. 

Lor.  O,  I  underitand  your  hint :  the  other  fifty  pieces 
are  ready  to  be  condemn'd  to  charity. 

Dom.   But  this  habit,  fon,  this  habit  ! 

Lor.  'Tis  a  habit,  that  in  all  ages  has  been  friendly  to 
fornication  :  you  have  begun  the  defign  in  this  cloath- 
ing,  and  I'll  try  to  accomplifh  it.  The  hufband  is  ab- 
feiit ;  that  evil  counfellor  is  remov'd  ;  and  the  fovereign 
L>  gracioufly  difpos'd  to  hear  my  grievances. 

Dem.  Go  to  ;  go  to  ;  I  find  good  counfel  is  but  thrown 
away  upon  you  :  Fare  you  well,  fare  you  well,  fon  lr 
ah 

Lor.  How  !  will  you  turn  recreant  at  the  laft  caft  ? 
you  muft  along  to  countenance  my  undertaking  :  We 
are  at  the  door,  man. 

Dom.  Well,  I  have  thought  on't,  and  I  will  not  go. 

Lor.  You  may  Hay,  father  ;  hut  no  fifty  pounds  with- 
out it  ;  that  was  only  promis'd  in  the  bond  :  But  the 
condition  of  this  obligation  is  fuch,  that  if  the  above- 
named  father,  father  Dominick,  do  not  well  and  faith- 
fully 
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fully  perform 

Dom.  Now  I  better  think  on't,  I  will  bear  you  com- 
pany ;  for  the  reverence  of  my  prefencemay  be  a  curb 
to  your  exorbitancies. 

Lor.  Lead  up  your  myrmidon  and  enter.         [Exeunt* 

Enter  Elvira,  in  her  chamber. 

El-v.  He'll  come,  that's  certain  ;  young  appetites  are 
(harp,  and  feldom  need  twice  bidding  to  fuch  a  ban- 
quet— Well,  ;'f  I  prove  frail,  as  I  hope  I  (hall  not  till 
I  have  compais'd  my  deiign,  never  woman  had  fuch  a 
hufband  to  provoke  her,  fuch  a  lover  to  allure  her,  or 
fuch  a  confeflbr  to  abfolve  her.  '  Of  what  am  I  afraid 
•  thenrnotmyconfcience,  that's  fafe  enough;  my  ghoft- 
'  ly  father  has  given  it  a  dofe  of  church-opium  to  lull 
'  it ;  well,  for  foothingfin,  I'll  fay  that  for  him,  he's  a 
*•  chaplain  for  any  court  of  chriftendom.' 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Dominick, 
O,  Father  Dominuk,  what  news  ?  How,  acompranion 
with  you  !   What  game  have   you  in  hand,  that  you 
hunt  in  couples  ? 

Lor.  [Lifting  up  his  hood~\  I'll  (hew  you  that  im- 
mediately. 

E/<v.  O,  my  love  ! 
Lor.  My  life  ! 

El<v.   My  foul  !  [They  embrace. 

Dtm.  I  am  taken  on  the  fudden  with  a  grievous 
fwimming  in  my  head,  and  fuch  a  mill  before  my 
eyes,  that  I  can  neither  hear  nor  fee. 

El-j.  Stay,  and  I'll  fetch  you  fome  comfortable  water. 
Dom.  No,  no  ;  nothing  but  the  open  air  will  do  me 
good.     I'll  take  a  turn  in  your  garden,  but  remember 
that  1  truft  you  both,  and  do  not  wrong  my  good  opi- 
nion of  you.  [Exit  Dominick. 
E/v.   This  is  certainly  the  duft  of  gold  which  you 
have  thrown  in  the  good  man's  eyes,  that  on  the  fudiiert 
he  cannot  fee;  for  my  mindmifgiveE  me,  this  ficknefs 
of  his  is  but  apocryphal  ! 

Lor.  'Tis  no  qualm  of  confcience  Pll  be  fworn.  You 
fee,  madam,  'tis  irtereft  governs  all  the  world  :  Ke 
preaches  againft  fin  ;  why  r  becaufe  fo  much  more  is  bid- 
den for  his  filengj. 
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Alv.  And  fo  much  for  the  fryar. 

Lor.  Oh,  tliofe  eyes  of  yours  reproach  me  juftly,  that 
I  ueglecl  the  fubjecl:  which  brought  me  hither. 

El-j.  Do  you  confider  the  hazard  I  have  run  to  fee 
you  here  ?  if  you  do,  methinks  it  fhou'd  inform  you, 
that  I  love  not  at  a  common  rate. 

~Lor.  Nay,  if  you  talk  ofconfidering,  let  us  confider 
why  we  are  alone.  Do  you  think  the  fryar  left  us  to- 
gether to  tell  beads  ?  Love  is  a  kind  of  penurious  god, 
very  niggardly  of  his  opportunities ;  he  muft  be  watch'd 
like  a  hard-hearted  treafurer,  for  he  bolts  out  on  the 
fudden,  and  if  you  take  him  not  in  the  nick,  he 
vanifhes  in  a  twinkling. 

Elv.  Why  do  you  make  fuch  hafte  to  have  done  lov- 
ing me?  '  You  men  are  all  like  watches,  wound  up  for 

•  (hiking    twelve  immediately  ;  but   after  you  are  ia- 
'  tisfied   the   very   next  that  follows,  is  the  folitary 
'  found  of  fingle  one. 

*  Lor.  How,  madam  !  do  you  invite  me  to  a  feaft, 
'  and  then  preach  abstinence  ? 

.  El<v.  No,  I  invite  you  to  a  feaft  where  the  difhes  are 
'  ferv'd  up  in  order  :  You  are  for  making  a  hafty  meal, 

•  and  for  chopping  up  your  entertainmentjike  a  hungry 

•  clown.  Trui:  my  management,  good  colonel,  and  call 
'  not  for  your  deiert  too  loon  :'  believe  me,  that  which 
comes  laft,  as  it  is  thefweeteft,  fo  it  cloys  the  fooneit. 

Lor.  I  perceive,  madam,  by  your  holding  me  at  this 
diftance,  that  there  is  fomewhat  you  expedt  from  me  : 
What  am  I  to  undertake  or  fufier  ere  1  can  be  happy  : 

Elv.  I  rauft  firft  be  fatisned  that  you  Icve  me. 

Lor.  By  all  that's  holy,  by  thefe  dear  eyes. 

Et-v.  Spare  your  oaths  and  proteilations  ;  I  know 
you  gallants  of  the  time  have  a  mint  at  ycur  tongue's. 
i.-ni;  to  coin  them. 

L ir.  You  know  you  cannot  marry  me  ;  but,  by 
i$fr  if  you  were  in  a  condition 

El<v.  Then  you  would  not  be  fo  prodigal  of  your 
promifes,  but  have  the  fear  of  matrimony  before  your 
eyes.  In  few  words,  if  you  iove  me,  as  you  profefs, 
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deliver  me  from  this  bondage,  take  me  cut  of  Egypt, 
and  I'll  wander  with  you  as  far  as  earth,  and  feas,  and 
love  can  carry  us. 

Lor.  I  never  was  out  at  a  mad  frolick,  though  this  is 
the  maddeft  I  ever  undertook.  Have  with  you,  lady 
mine,  I  take  you  at  your  word  ;  and  if  you  are  for  a 
merry  jaunt,  I'll  try  for  once  who  can  foot  it  farther! : 
There  are  hedges  in  fummer,  and  barns  in  winter  to 
be  found  :  I  with  my  knapfack,  and  you  with  your  bot- 
tle at  your  back  :  We'll  leave  honour  to  madmen,  and. 
riches  to  knaves;  and  travel  till  we  come  to  the  ridge 
of  the  world,  and  then  drop  together  into  the  next. 

El<v .   Give  me  your    hand,  and  ftrike  a  bargain. 

[He  takes  her  hand  and  kijj'es  it. 

Lor.  In  fign  and  token  whereof  the  parties  inter- 
changeably and  fo  forth When  mould  I  be  weary 

of  fealing  upon  this  foft  wax  ? 

El<u.  O  heavens  !  I  hear  my  hufband's  voice. 
Enter  Gomez. 

Gom.  Where  are  you,  gentlewoman  ?  there's  fome- 
thing  in  the  wind  I'm  fure,  becaufe  your  woman  would 
have  run  up  ftairs  before  me  ;  but  I  have  fecur'd  her 

below  with  a  gag  in  her  chaps Now,  in  the  de-, 

vil's  name,  what  makes  this  fryar  here  again  ?  I  do 
not  like  thefe  frequent  conjunctions  of  the  flelh  and 
ipirit ;  they  are  boding. 

El-Tj.  Go  hence,  good  father  ;  my  hufband  you  fee 
is  in  an  ill  humour,  and  I  would  not  have  you  witr\efs 
of  his  follv.  [Lorenzo  going. 

Gom.  [Running  to  the  door. "\  By  your  reverence's  fa- 
vour hold  a  little,  I  muft  examine  you  fomething  better 
before  you  go.  Hey-day  I  who  have  we  here  :  Father 
Domini<k  is  fhrunk  in  the  wetting  two  yards  and  a  half 
•about  the  belly.  What  are  become  of  thofe  two  tim- 
ber-logs, that  he  us'd  to  wear  for  legs,  that  ftood  ftrut- 
ting  like  the  two  black  polls  before  a  door  ?  I  am  afraid 
ibme  bad  body  has  been  fetting  him  over  a  fire  in  a 
great  cauldron,  and  boil'd  him  down  half  the  quantity 
for  a  receipt.  This  is  no  Father  Dominick,  no  huge 
over-grown  abby-lubber;  this  is  but  a  diminutive  fuck- 
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ing  fiyar  :  '  As  fure  as  a  gun  now,  father  Domimck  has 
*•  been  fpawning  the  young  {lender  antichrilt.'     [tion  ! 

El*v.  \_AJi  Je.~\  He  will  be  found  out,  there's  no  preven- 

Gom.  Why  does  he  not  fpeak  ?  What !  is  the  fryar 
pofl'efs'd  with  a  dumb  devil  ?  if  he  be,  I  mall  make 
bold  to  conjure  him. 

El<v.  He's  but  a  novice  In  his  order,  and  isenjoin'd 
filence  for  a  penance. 

Gom.  A  novice,  quoth-a;  you  would  make  a  novice 
ef  me  too  if  you  could  :  But  what  is  his  bufinefs  here -.*• 
anfwer  me  that,  gentlewoman,  anfwer  me  that. 

El-v.  What  mould  it  be,  but  to  give  me  fome  fpiri- 
tual  inftruftions  ?. 

Gom.  Very  good ;  and  youarelike  to  edify  much  from 
a  dumb  preacher.  This  will  not  pafs  ;  I  muft  examine 
the  contertts  of  him  a  little  clofer:  O  thou  confeflbr  ! 
confefswho  thou  art,  or  thou  art  no  fryar  of  this  world. 
[He  comes  to  Lorenzo,  nvboftruggles  nvitk  him  :  bis  habit 
flies  open,  and  djfco*uers  ajkvord  :  Gomez  ft  arts  back, 
As  I  live,  this  is  a  manifeft  member  of  the  church  mi- 
litant. 

Lor.  [AJMe,  ]  I  am  difcover'd ;  now  impudence  be  my 
refuge. — Yes,  faith  'tis  I,  honeft  Gomez  ;  thou  feelt 
I  ufe  thee  like  a  friend  :  this  is  a  familiar  vifit. 

Gom.  What  !  colonel  Hernando  turn'd  fryar  !  who 
could  have  fufpefted  you  for  fo  much  godlinefs  ? 

Lor.  E'en  as  thou  feeft,  I  make  bold  here. 

Gom.  A  very  frank  manner  of  proceeding  ;  but  I  do 
not  wonder  at  your  vifit,  after  fo  friendly  an  invitation- 
as  I  made  you.  Marry  I  hope  you  will  excufe  the 
blunderbufTes  for  not  being  in  readinefs  to  faluteyou  ; 
but  let  me  know  your  hour,  and  all  mail  be  mended 
another  time. 

Lor.  Hang  it,  I  hate  fuch  ripping  up  old  unkind- 
nefs  :  I  was  upon  the  frolick  this  evening,  and  came 
to  vifit  thee  in  mafquerade. 

Gom.  Very  likely;  and  not  finding  me  at  home,  you 
were  forc'd  to  toy  away  an  hour  with  my  wife,  or  fo. 
Lor.  Right;  thou  fpeak'ft  my  very  foul. 
Gom.  Why  am  not  I  a  friend  then  to  help  you  out  ? 

you. 
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you  would  have  been  fumbling  half  an  hour  for  this 

excufe But,  as  I  remember,  you  promis'd  toftorm 

my  citadel,  and  bring  your  regiment  of  red  locufts 
upon  me  for  free  quarter:  I  find,  colonel,,  by  your  ha. 
bit,  there  are  black  locufts  in  the  world  as  well  as  red. 

Elv.  [Afide\  When  comes  my  mare  of  the  reckon- 
ing to  be  call'd  for  ? 

Lor.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  thou  art  the  honefteft, 
kind  man  ;  I  was  refolv'd  I  would  not  go  out  of  thy 
houfe  till  I  had  feen  thee. 

Gom.  No,  in-myconfcience,.  ifl  had  ftaid  abroad  till 
midnight.  But,  colonel,  you  and  I  mail  talk  in  ano- 
ther tone  hereafter;  I  mean,  in  cold  friendlhip,  at  a. 
bar  before  a  judge,  by  the  way  of  plantiffand  defen- 
dant. Your  excufes  want  fome  grains  to  make  'em- 
current  :.  hum  and  ha  will  not  do  the  bulinefs  >  •  •, 
There's  a  modeft  lady  of  your  acquaintance,  (he  has 
fo  much  grace  to  make  none  at  all,  but  filently  to  con- 
fefs  the  power  of  dame  nature  wor king  in  her  body  to 
youthful  appetite. 

Elv.  How  he  got  in  I  know  not,  unlefs  it  were  by- 
virtue  of  his  habit. 

Gom.  Ay,  ay,  the  virtues  of  that  habit  are  known 
abundantly. 

El<v.  I  could  not  hinder  his  entrance,  for  he  tookme- 
unprovided. 

Gom.  Torefift  him. 

Elv.  I'm  fure  he  has  not  been  here  above  a  quarter 
of  an  hour. 

Gom.  And  a  quarter  of  that  time  would  have  ferv'A 
thy  turn  :  O  thou  epitome  of  thy  virtuous  fex  !  ma- 
dam Meflolina  the  fecond,  retire  to  thy  apartment  :  I 
have  an  affignation  there  to  make  with  thee. 

Elv.  I  am  all  obedience [Exit  Elvira. 

Lor.  I  find,  Gomez,  you  are  not  the  man  I  thought 
you  :  We  may  meet  before  we  come  to  the-  bar,  we 
may,  and  our  differences  may  be  decided  by  other 
weapons  than  by  lawyers  tongues.  In  the  mean  time 
no  ill  treatment  of  your  wife,  as  you  hope  to  die  a 
natural  death,  and  go  to  hell  in  you  bed.  Bilbo  is 

the 
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the  word,  remember  that  and  tremble — [He's  going  out. 
Enter  Dominick. 

Dom.  Where  is  this  naughty  couple  ?  where  are  you, 
in  the  name  of  goodnefs  ?  my  mind  mifgave  me,  and 
I  durft  truft  you  no  longer  with  yourfelves  :  here  will 
be  fine  work,  I'm  afraid,  at  your  next  confeffion. 

Lor.  [Afide.1  The  devil  is  punftual,  I  fee  ;  he  has 
paid  me  the  fhame  he  ow'd  me  :  and  now  the  fryar 
is  coming  in  for  his  part  too. 

Dom.  [Seeing  Gom.]  Blefs  my  eyes !  what  do  I  fee  ? 

Com.  Why,  you  fee  a  cuckold  of  this  honeft  gentle- 
man's making ;  I  thank  him  for  his  pains.  • 

Dom.  I  confefs  I  am  aflonifh'd  ! 

Gom.  What,  at  a  cuckoldom  of  your  own  contri- 
vance !  your  head-piece  and  his  limbs  have  done  my 
bufinefs.— — Nay,  do  not  look  fo  Itrangely  :  remem- 
ber your  own  words,  here  will  be  fine  work  at  your 
next  confeflion.  What  naughty  couple  were  they 
whom  you  durit  not  truft  together  any  longer  ?  when 
the  hypocritical  rogue  had  trufted  'em  a  full  quarter 
of  an  hour;  and,  by  the  way,  horns  will  fprout  in 
lefs  time  than  mumrooms. 

Dom.  Beware  how  you  accufe  one  of  my  order  upon 
light  fufpicions.  The  naughty  couple  that  I  meant, 
were  your  wife  and  you,  whom  I  left  together  with 
great  animofities  on  both  fides.  Now  that  was  the  oc- 
cafion,  mark  me,  Gomez,  that  I  thought  it  convenient  to 
return  again,  and  not  to  truft  your  enraged  fpirits  too 
long  together.  You  might  have  broken  out  into  re- 
vilings  and  matrimonial  warfare,  which  are  fins ;  and 
new  fins  make  work  for  new  confeffions. 

Lor.  [Afide.~\  Wrell  faid,  i'faith,  fryar ;  thouart  come 
off  thyfeif,  but  poor  I  am  left  in  limbo. 

Gom.  Angle  in  fome  other  ford,  good  father,  you 
fhall  catch  no  gudgeons  here.  Look  upon  the  prifoner 
at  the  bar,  Fryar,  and  inform  the  court  what  you  know 
concerning  him  ;  he  is  arraign'd  here  by  the  name  of 
Colonel  Hernando. 

Dom.  What  colonel  do  you  mean,  Gomez?  I  fee  no 
man  but  a  reverend  brother  of  our  order,  whofe  pro- 

fefiion 
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fc£5ori  I  he-near,  but  whofe  perfon  I  know  not,  as  I 
hope  for  Paradife. 

Com.  No, you  are  notacquainted  withhim, the  more'* 
the  pity;  you  do  not  know  him,  under  this  difguife, 
for  the  greateft  cuckold-maker  in  all  Spain, 
.  Dom.  O  impudence  !  O  rogue  !  O  villain  !  nay,  i£ 
he  be  fuch  a  man,  my  righteous  fpirit  rifes  at  him  L 
Does  he  put  on  holy  garments  for  a  cover- mame  of 
lewdnefs .? 

Gem.  Yes,  and  he's  in  the  right  on't,  father:  whea 
a  Twinging  fin  is  to  be  committed,  nothing  will  cover. 
it  fo  clcfe  as  a  fryar's  hood ;  for  there  the  devil  plays 
at  bo-peep, -puts  out  his  horns  to  do  a  mifchief,  and 
then  fhrinks  'em  back  for  fafety,  like  a  fnail  into  her 
ihell. 

Lor.  \_Ajide. ~\  It's  beft  marching  cff  while  I  can  re- 
treat with  honour.  There's  no  trufling  this  fryar's 
confcience  ;  he  has  renounc'd  me  already  more  heartily 
than  e'er  he  did  the  devil,  and  is  in  a  fair  way  to  pro- 
fecute  me  for  putting  on  thefe  holy  robes.  '  This  is 
'  the  old  church-trick  ;  the  clergy  is  ever  at  the  bottom 
'  of  the  plot,  but  they  are  wife  enough  to  flip  their 
'  own  necks  out  of  the  collar,  and  leave  the  laity  to 
'  be  fairly  hang'd  for  it '  [£*•//.  Lorenzo. 

Gom.  Follow  your  leader,  Fryar ;  your  colonel  is 
troop'd  off,  but  he  had  not  gone  fo  eafily,  if  I  durft  have 
trufted  you  in  the  houfe  behind  him.  Gather  up  your 
gouty  legs,  I  fay,  and  rid  my  houfe  of  that  huge  body 
of  divinity. . 

Dam.  1  expeft  feme  judgment  fhou'd  fall  upon  you 
for  your  want  of  reverence  to  your  fpiritual  director'  r 
flander,  covetoufnefs,  and  jealoufy  will  weigh  thee- 
do\v  n . 

Gem.  Put  pride,  hypocrify,  and  gluttony  into  your 
fcale,  father,  and  you  mall  weigh  agairft  me :  nay,  if 
(ins  come  to  be  divided  once,  the  clergy  .puts  in  .for 
nine  parts,  and  fcarce  leaves  the  laity  a  tythe. 

Dem.  How  clar'ft  thou  reproach  the  tribe  cf  Lewi  ? 

Com.  Many,  beoaufe  you  make  us  lav-men  cf  die 
tribe  of  IJJachar.  You  make  aifes  of  us,  to  bear  your 

burdens  r 
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burdens :  when  we  are  young,  you  put  paniers  upon  us- 
with  your  church-difcipline  ;  and  when  we  are  growi> 
•p,  you  load  us  with  a  wife  :  after  th&t,  you  procure 
for  other  men,  and  then  you  load  our  wives  too.  A 
fine  phrafe  you  have  amongft  you  to  draw  us  into  mar- 
liage,  you  call  it  fettling  of  a  man  ;  juft  as  when  a 
fellow  has  got  a  found  knock  upon  the  head,  they  fay 
he's  fettled  :  marriage  is  a  fettling  blow  indeed.  They 
fay  every  thing  in  the  world  is  good  for  lomething,  aa 
a  toad,  to  fuck  up  the  venom  of  the  earth  ;  but  I  never 
knew  what  a  fryar  was  good  for,  till  your  pimping 
Aow'd  me. 

Dom.  Thou  (halt  anfwer  for  this,  thou  flanderer ; 
thy  offences  be  upon  thy  head. 

Gom.  I  believe  there  are  fome  offences  there  of  your 
planting.  [Exit  Dom. 

Lord,  Lord,  that  men  mould  have  fenfe  enough  to  fet 
foares  in  their  warrens  to  catch  pol-cats  and  foxes,, 
and  yet 

Want  nvif  a  prieft-trap  at  their  doer  to  lay, 

For  holy  vermin  that  in  boufes  prey.  [Ex.  Goffl. 

S  C  E-.N  -E,    a  Palace. 
Queen  and  Terefa. 

Trr-  You  are  not  what  you  were  fince  yefterday  ; 
Your  food  forfakes  you*  and  your  needful  reft  : 
You  pine,,  you  languifh,  love  to  be  alone  : 
Think  much,  fpeak  little,  and,  in  fpeaking,  figh.- 
When  you  fee  Yorrifmond,  you  are  unquiet  ; 
But  when  you  fee  him  not,  you  are  in  pain. 

£?u.  O  let  them  never  love,  who  never  try'd  I 
They  brought  a  paper  to  me  to  be  fign'd  ; 
Thinking  on  him,  I  quite  forgot  my  name,. 
And  writ,  for  Leonora,  Torrifmond. 
4  I  went  to  bed,  and  to  myielf  J  thought 
"•  That  I  wou'd  think  on  Torrifmond  no  more  .- 
4  Then  fhut  my  eyes,  but  cou'd  not  {hut  out  him. 
*•  I  turn'd,  and  try'd  each  corner  of  my  bed, 

'  To' 
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*  To  find  if  fleep  were  there,  but  fleep  was  loft. 
'   Fev'rifh,  for  want  of  reft,  I  ?ofe,  and  walk'd, 

*  And,  by  the  moon-fhine,  to  the  windows  went; 

*  There,  thinking  to  exclude  him  from  my  thoughts,.' 
I  caft  my  eyes  upon  the  neighbouring  fields, 

And,  ere  I  was  aware,  figh'd  to  myfelf, 

There  fought  my  Torrifmond. 

Ter.  What  hinders  you  to  take  the  man  you  love  I 

The  people  will  be  glad,  the  foldiers  fhout, 

And  Bert  ran,  tho'  repining,  will  be  aw'd. 
'  ^u.  I  fear  to  try  new  love, 
As  boys  to  venture  on  the  unknown  ice, 
That  crackles  underneath  'em  while  they  Hide. 
Oh,  how  mail  I  defcribe  this  growing  ill ! 
Betwixt  my  doubt  and  love,  methinks  I  ftand 
Faltring,  like  one  that  waits  an  ague  fit  3 
And  yet,  wou'd  this  were  all  ! 
'  Ter.  What  fear  you  more  ? 
f  Qu.  I  am  afham'd  to  fay,  'tis  but  a  fancy. 
At  break  of  day,  when  dreams,  they  fay,  are  true,, 
A  drowsy  flumber,  rather  than  a  fleep, 
Seiz'd  on  my  fenfes,  with  long  v/atching  worn* 
Methought  I  flood  on  a  wide  river's  bank, 
Which  I  muft  needs  o'erpafs,  but  knew  not  how  ^ 
When,  on  a  fudden,   Torrijmond  appear'd, 
Gave  me  his  hand,  and  led  me  lightly  o'er, 
Leaping  and  bounding  on  the  billows  heads, 
'Till  fafely  we  had  reach'd  the  farther  more,  ['fcape.. 
'  Tor.  This  dreanxportends  fome  ill  which  you  (hall 
Wou'd  you  fee  fairer  vifions  ?  take  this  night 
Your  TorrifmonJ  within  your  arms  to  fleep  ; 
And,  to  that  end,  invent  fome  apt  pretence 
To  break  with  Bertran.     'Twou'd  be  better  yet,. 
Could  you  provoke  him  to  give  you  th'  occafion,. 
And  then  to  throw  him  off.' 

Enter  Bertran  at  a  diflance. 
Qu.  My  ftars  have  fent  him  ; 

For,  fee  he  comes  ;  how  gloomily  he  looks ! 

If  he,  as  I  fufpecl,  have  found  my  love, 

His  jealoufy  will  furnifti  him  with  furv, 

And 
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And  me  with  means  to  part. 

Bert.-[Jfu!e.\  Shall  I  upbraid  her?  (hall  I  call  her 
If  flic  be  falfe,  'tis  what  fhe  moft  defires.  [falfe  : 

My  genius  whifpers  me,  be  cautious,  Bertran  ! 
Thou  walk'Jt  as  on  a  narrow  mountain's  neck, 
A  dreadful  height,  with  fcanty  room  to  tread. 

<$u.  What  bus'nefs  have  you  at  the  court,  my  lord  ? 

Bert.  What  bus'nefs,  madam  ? 

Qu.  Yes,  my  lord,  what  bus'nefs  ? 
'Tis  fomewhat  fure  of  weighty  confequence, 
That  brings  you  here  fo often,  and  unfent  for.   [enough 

Bert.  [Ajide.~\  'Tis  what  I  fear'd  ;  her  words  £re  cold 

To  freeze  a  man  to  death. May  I  prefume 

To  fpeak,  and  to  complain  ? 

3>u.  They  who  complain  to  princes  think  'em  tame : 

*  What  bull  dares  bellow,  cr  what  fheep  dares  bleat 

*  Within  the  lion's  den  ?' 

Bert.  Yet  men  are  fuffer'd  to  put  Heav'n  in  mind 
Of  promis'd  bleffings,  for  they  then  are  debts,      [give ; 

$>u.  My  lord,  Heav'n  knows  its  own  time  when  to 
But  you,  it  feems,  charge  me  with  breach  of  faith. 

Bert.  I  hope  I  need  not,  madam  : 
But  as  when  men  in  ficknefs  lingring  lie, 
They  count  the  tedious  hours  by  months  and  years ; 
So  every  day  deferr'd  to  dying  lovers, 
Is  a  whole  age  of  pain. 

£>u.  What  if  I  ne'er  confent  to  make  you  mine  ? 
My  father's  promife  ties  me  not  to  time  ; 
And  bonds  without  a  date  they  fay  are  void. 

Bert.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  believe  you  bound : 
Love  is  the  frceft  motion  of  our  minds ; 
O  could  you  fee  into  my  fecret  foul, 
There  you  might  read  your  own  dominion  doubled, 
Beth  as  a  queen  and  miftrefs.     If  you  leave  me, 
Know  I  can  die,  bat  dare  not  be  difpleas'd. 

£>u.  Sure  you  affect  ftupidity,  my  lord, 
Or  give  me  caufe  to  think,  that  when  you  loft 
Three  battles  to  the  Moors,  you  coldly  flood 
As  unconcern'd  as  now. 

ttcrt.  I  did  my  befl; 

.     Fate 
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Fate  war  not  in  my  power. 

Qu.  And  with  the  like  tame  gravity  you  faw 
A  raw  young  warrior  take  your  baffled  work, 
And  end  it  at  a  blow. 

Bert.  I  humhly  take  my  leave,  but  thty  who  blaft 
Your  good  opinion  of  me,  may  have  caufe 
To  know  I  am  no  coward.  [He  is  going. 

£)u.   Bertrun,  flay ; 

Afidz.~\  This  may  produce  fome  difmal  confequence 
To  him  whom  dearer  than  my  life  I  love. 

To  bi>n.~\  Have  I  not  manag'd  my  contrivance  well, 
To  try  your  love,  and  make  you  doubt  of  mine  ? 

Bert.  Then  was  it  but  a  trial  ? 
Methinks  I  ftart  as  from  fome  dreadful  dream, 
And  often  aik  myfelf  if  yet  I  wake. 

Ajide.~}  This  turn's  too  quick  to  be  without  defign  ; 
I'll  found  the  bottom  oft,  ere  I  believe. 

<•?#.  I  find  your  love,  and  wou'd  reward  it  too, 
But  anxious  fears  follicit  my  weak  breait. 
I  fear  my  people's  faith  : 

That  hct-mouth'd  beaft  that  bears  againfl  the  curb, 
Hard  to  be  broken  even  by  lawful  kings, 
But  harder  by  ufurpers. 

Judge  then,  my  lord,  with  all  thefc  cares  oppreft, 
If  I  can  think  of  love. 

Bert.  Believe  me,  madam, 
Thefe  jealoufies,  however  large  they  fpread, 
Have  but  one  root,  the  old  imprifon'd  king  ; 
Whofe  lenity  firft  pleas'd  the  gaping  crowd  : 
But  when  long  try'd,  and  found  fupinely  good, 
Like  j£fofs  log,  they  leapt  upon  his  back. 
Your  father  knew  'em  well ;  and  when  he  mounted, 
He  rein'd-'em  ftrongly,  and  he  fpurr'd  them  hard; 
And,  but  he  durft  not  do  it  all  at  once, 
He  had  not  left  alive  this  patient  faint, 
This  anvil  of  affronts,  '  bu.t  fent  him  hence 
'  To  hold  a  peaceful  branch  of  palm  above, 
'  And  hymn  it  in  the  quire.' 

Qu.  You've  hit  upon  the  very  firing,  which  touch'd, 
Echoes  the  found,  and  jars  within  my  foul ;  -  . 

There 
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There  lies  my  grief. 

Bert.  So  long  as  there's  a  head, 
Thither  will  all  the  mounting  fpirits  fly  ; 
Lop  that  but  off,  and  then 

^u.  My  virtue  Ihrinks  from  fuch  an  horrid  aft, 

Bert.  This  'tis  to  have  a  virtue  out  of  feafon. 
'  Mercy  is  good,  a  very  good  dull  virtue  ; 
"But  kings  miilake  its  timing,  and  are  mild 
•  When  manly  courage  bids  'em  be  fevere.' 
Better  be  cruel  once,  than  anxious  ever. 
Remove  this  threatning  danger  from  your  crown, 
And  then  fecurely  take  the  man  you  love. 

$u.  [Walking  afide.]  Ha  !  let  me  think  of  that :  the 

man  I  love  ? 

'Tis  true,  this  murder  is  the  only  means 
That  can  fecure  my  throne  to  Torrifmond. 
Nay  more,  this  execution  done  by  Bertran, 
Makes  him  the  objeft  of  the  people's  hate. 

Jtert.  \_Afide. ~\  The  more  me  thinks,  'twill  work  the 
ftronger  in  her. 

j9«.  \Afide. ]  How  eloquent  is  mifchief  to  perfuadel 
Few  are  fo  wicked  as  to  take  delight 
In  crimes  unprofitable,  nor  do  I : 
If  then  I  break  divine  and  human  laws, 
No  bribe  but  lave  cou'd  gain  fo  bad  a  caufc, 

Bert.  You  anfwer  nothing  ! 

QH.  'Tis  of  deep  concernment, 
And  I  a  woman  ignorant  and  weak : 
I  leave  it  all  to  you  ;  think  what  you  do, 
You  do  for  him  I  love. 

Bert.  [4fite.]  For  him  fhe  loves  ? 
She  nam'd  not  me ;  that  may  be  Torr;fmcndr 
Whom  fhe  has  thrice  in  private  feen  this  day ; 
Then  I  am  finely  caught  in  my  own  fnare. 

I'll  think  again Madam  it  mall  be  done  ; 

And  mine  be  all  the  blame.  [Ex.  Bertram 

Qu.  O,  that  it  were  !  I  wou'd  not  do  this  crime, 
And  yet,  like  Heaven,  permit  it  to  be  done. 
"  The  priefthood  grofly  cheat  us  with  free-will  : 
"  Will  to  do  what,  but  what  Heaven  firft  decreed  ? 

«  Our 
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Our-adlions  then  are  neither  good  nor  ill, 
Since  from  eternal  caufes  they  proceed  : 
Our  paffions,  fear  and  anger,  love  and  hate, 
Mere  fenfelefs  engines  that  are  mov'd  by  fate  ; 
Like  (hips  on  ftormy  feas  without  a  guide, 
Toil  by  the  winds,  are  driven  by  the  tide.' 

Enter  Torrifmond, 
Tor.  Am  I  not  rudely  bold,  and  prefs  too  often 

Into  your  prefence,  madam?  If  I  am 

Qu.  No  more,  left  1  fhou'd  chide  you  for  your  flay  : 
Where  have  you  been,  and  how  cou'd  you  fuppoie 
That  I  cou'd  live  thefe  two  long  hours  without  you? 
Tor.   O,  words  to  charm  an  angel  froRi  his  orb  I 
Welcome,  as  kindly  mowers  to  long-parch'd  earth  I 
But  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  difmal  place, 
Where  joy  ne'er  enters,  which  the  fun  ne'er  chears, 
Bound  in  with  darknefs,  over-fpread  with  damps  ; 
Where  I  have  feen  (if  I  could  fay  I  faw) 
The  good  old  king,  mp.jeftick  in  his  bonds, 
And  'midft  his  griefs  moft  venerably  great : 
By  a  dim  winking  lamp,  which  feebly  broke 
The  gloomy  vapours,  he  lay  itretch'd  along 
Upon  th'  unwholefome  earth,  his  eyes  fix'd  upward ; 
And  ever  and  anon  a  filent  tear 
.Stole  down  and  trickled  from  his  hoary  beard. 

£>u.  O  Heaven,  what  have  I  done  \  my  gentle  love, 
Here  end  thy  fad  difccurfe,  and  for  my  fake 
Caft  off  thefe  fearful  melancholy  thoughts. 

Tor.  My  heart  is  wither'd  at  that  piteous  fight, 
As  early  blofToms  are  with  eaftern  blafts  : 
He  fent  for  me,  an-d  while  I  rais'd  my  head, 
He  threw  his  aged  arms  about  my  neck  ; 
And,  feeing  that  I  wept,  he  prefs'd  me  clofe  : 
So,  leaning  cheek  to  cheek,  and  eyes  to  eyes, 
We  mingled  tears  in  a  dumb  fcene  of  forrow. 
£>u.  Forbear;  you  know  not  hovvyou  wound  my  foul. 
Tor.  Can  you  have  grief,  and  not  have  pity  too  ? 
He  told  me  when  my  father  did  return, 
He. had  a  wondVous  fecret  to  difclofe  : 
He  ki/s'd  me,  blefs.'d  me,  nay,  he  calPd  me  fon  ; 

He 
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He  prais'd  my  courage  ;  pray'd  for  my  fuccefs  : 
He  was  fo  true  a  father  to  his  country, 
To  thank  me,  for  defending  ev'n  his  foes, 
Becauie  they  were  his  fubjects. 

Vu.  If  they  be  ;  then  v/hat  am  I  ? 

fir.  The  fovereign  of  my  foul,  my  earthly  Heaven. 

Qu.  And  not  your  queen  ? 

Tor.  You  are  fo  beautiful, 
So  wond'rous  fair,  you  juftify  rebellion  ; 
And  if  that  faultlefs  face  couid  make  no  fin, 
But  Heaven,  with  looking  on  it,  mufl  forgive. 

~^u.  The  king  muft  die,  he  muft,  my  Torrifmend. 
Though  pity  foftly  plead  within  my  foul, 
Yet  he  muft  die,  that  I  may  make  you  great, 
And  give  a  crown  in  dowry  with  my  love. 

Tor.  Perifh  that  crown— on  any  head  but  yours  ; — 

0,  recolltft  your  thoughts  ! 

Shake  not  his  hour-glafs,  when  his  hafly  fand 

Is  ebbing  to  the  laft : 

A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer, 

And  nature  drops  him  down  without  your  fin  ; 

Like  mellow  fruit  without  a  winter  florin-. 

4J«.   '  Let  me  but  do  this  one  injuiUce  more  :' 
His  doom  is  paft  ;  and,  for  your  fake,  he  dies. 

Tor.  Wou'd  you,  for  me,  have  done  fo  ill  an  aft, 
And  will  net  do  a  good  one  ? 

Now,  by  your  joys  on  earth,  your  hopes  in  Heaven, 
O  fpare  this  great,  this  gocd,  this  aged  king  ; 
And  fpare  your  foul  the  crime  ! 

Qu.  The  crime's  not  mine  ; 

'Twas  firft  propos'd,  and  muft  be  done,  by  Bert  ran,  ' 
Fed  with  falfe  hopes  to  gain  my  crown  and  me  : 

1,  to  enhance  his  ruin,  gave  no  leave  ; 

But  barely  bade  him  think,  and  then  refolve. 

Tor.  In  not  forbidding,  you  command  the  crime  ; 
Think,  timely  think,  on  the  laft  dreadful  day ; 
How  will  you  tremble,  there  to  ftand  expos'd, 
And  foremoft  in  the  rank  of  guilty  ghofts, 
That  muft  be  doom'd  for  murder  ?  think  on  murder : 
That  troop  is  plac'd  apart  from  common  crimes, 

The 
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The  damn'd  themfelves  ftart  wide,  and  fhun  that  band, 
As  far  more  black,  and  more  forlorn  than  they. 
^u.  'Tis  terrible,  it  lhakes,  it  ftaggers  me  ; 

*  I  knew  this  truth,  but  I  repell'd  that  thought; 
'  Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  ftate ; 

*  And,  when  the  moft  obdurate  fwear  they  do  not, 

*  Their  trembling  hearts  belye  their  boafting  tongues.' 

Enter  Terefa. 

Send  fpeedily  to  Bertran  ;  charge  him  ftriftly 
Not  te  proceed,  but  wait  my  further  pleafure. 

Ter.  Madam,  he  fends  to  tell  you,  'tis  perform'd. 

[Exlu 

Tor.  Ten  thoufand  plagues confume  him,  furies  drag 
Fiends  tear  him:  blaftedbethe  arm  that  ftruck,   [him, 
The  tongue  that  order'd ; — only  (he  be  fpar'd, 
That  hindered  not  the  deed.     O,  where  was  then 
The  power  that  guards  the  facred  lives  of  kings  ? 
Why  flept  the  lightning  and  the  thunder-bolts, 
Or  bent  their  idle  rage  on  fields  and  trees, 
When  vengeance  call'd  'em  here  ? 

<j>u.  Sleep  that  thought  too, 
'Tis  done,  and  fince  'tis  done,  'tis  paft  recall  j 
And  fmce  'tis  paft  recall,  muft  be  forgotten. 

Tor.  O,  never,  never,  fhall  it  be  forgotten. 
High  heaven  will  not  forget  it,  after-ages 
Shall  with  a  fearful  curfe  remember  ours  ^ 
And  blood  fhali  never  leave  the  nation  more ! 

'  S>u.  His  body  fr.all  be  royally  interr'd, 

*  And  the  laft  funeral -pomps  adorn  his  herfe  ; 

*  I  will  myfeif,   (as  I  have  caufe  too  juft) 
4  Be  the  chief  mourner  at  his  obfequies  : 
'  And  yearly  fix  on  the  revolving  day 

*  The  folemn  mark  of  mourning,  to  atone, 
4  And  expiaie  my  offences. 

*  Tor.  Nothing  can, 

'  But  bloody  vengeance  on  that  traitor's  head, 
'  Which,  dear  departed  fpirit,  here  I  vow.' 

£>u.  Here  end  our  forrows,  and  begin  our  joys: 
"  Love  calls,  my  Torrijmond ';  though  hate  has  rag'd; 

*  And  rul'd  the  dav,  yet  love  will  rule  the  night. 

C  *  The 
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'  The  fpiteful  liars  have  filed  their  venom  down, 

'  'And  now  the  peaceful  planets  take  their  turn. 

'  This  deed  ofJlertrau's  hasremov'd  all  fearj, 

*  And  giv'n  me  juit  occafion  to  refufe  him.' 

What  hinders  no»v,  but  that  the  holy  prieit 

In  iecret  join  our  mutual  vows  ? — '  and  then 

'  This  night,  this  happy  night,  is  yours  and  mine.' 

Tor.  Be  Hill  my  forrows,  and  be  loud  my  joys. 
Fly  to  the  utmoft  circles  of  the  fea, 
Thou  furious  tern  pelt,  that  hath  tofs'd  my  mind, 

And  leave  no  thought,  but  Leonora  there. 

What's  this  I  feel  a  boding  in  my  foul  r 
As  if  this  day  were  fatal ;  be  it  ib  ; 
Fate  mail  but  have  the  leavings  of  my  love  :        • 
My  joys  are  gloomy,  but  withal  are  great ; 
The  lion,  though  he  fees  the  toils  are  fet, 
Yet  pinch'd  with  raging  hunger,  fcow'rs  away, 
Hunts  in  the  face  of"  danger  all  the  day ; 
At  night,  with  fullen  pieaiure,  grumbles  o'er 
prey.  \_Exeut 


sr  his  [ 
xeunt.  J 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE,    before   Gomez'j  door. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Dominick,  and  two  foldiers  at  a 
diftan^e. 

Dom.  T  'LL  not  wag  an  ace  farther  :  The  whole  world 
JL  fiiall  not  bribe  me  to  it  ;  for  my  confcience 
will  digeii  theie.groii  enormities  no  longer. 

Lor.  How,  thy  confcience  not  digeft  'em  \  There's 
ne'er  a  Fryar  in  Spain  can  fliew  a  confcience,  that 
comes  near  it  far  d;gdtion;  it  digefted  pimping,  when 

fent  the?  with  my  letter  :  and  it  digefted  perjury, 
when  thou  fwor'ft  thou  did'ft  not  know  me  :  I'm  fuse  it 
has  digeltel  me  fifty  pound  of  as  hard  gold  as  is  in  all 
Barlay ;  lYythee,  why  fiwuld'ft  thou  difcourage  for- 
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nication,  when  thou  knowelt  thou  loveft  a  fweet  young 
girl  ? 

Dam.  Away,    away  ;  I  do   not   love  'em  ; — phafo  ; 

n0j — [/pits.]  I  do  not  love  a  pretty  girl you  are  fa 

waggifh  ; •  \Jpit*  again* 

Lor.  Why  thy  mouth  waters  at  the  very  mention  of 
them. 

Dom.  You  take  a  mighty  pleafure  in  defamation, 
colonel ;  but  I  wonder  what  you  find  in  running  reft- 
lefs  up  and  down,  breaking  your  brains,  emptying 
your  purfe,  and  wearing  out  your  body,  with  hunting 
-after  unlawful  game. 

Lor.  Why  there's  the  fatisfaclion  on't. 
Dom.  This  incontinency  may  proceed  to  adultery, 
•and  adultery  to  murder,  and  murder  to  hanging  ;  and 
there's  the  fatisfaclion  on't. 

Lor.  I'll  not  hang  alone,  Fryar ;  I'm  refolv'd  to 
peach  thee  before  thy  fuperiors,  for  what  thou  haft 
done  already. 

Dom.  I  am  refolv'd  to  forfwear  it  if  you  do  :  Let  ma 
advife  you  better,  colonel,  than  to  accufe  a  church- 
man to  a  church-man  :  in  the  common  caufe  we  are 
all  of  a  piece  ;  we  hang  together, 

Lor.  \_dfide.~\  If  you  don't,  it  were  no  matter  if  you 
did. 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  peaching,  I'll  peach  firft, 
and  fee  whofe  oath  will  be  believ'd  ;  I'll  trounce  you  for 
offering  to  corrupt  my  honefty,  and  bribe  my  confci- 
ence  :  you  ihail  be  iummon'd  by  an  holt  of  paritors  ; 
you  ihail  be  fentenc'd  in  the  fpiritual  court ;  you  mall 
be  excommunicated  ;  you  ihail  be  out-law'd ;— — 

and 

[Here  Lorenzo  takes  a  purfo,  and  plays  ivith  it, 
and  at  lajl,  lets  the  purfe  full  chinking  on  the 
ground  ;  ivlnch  the  Fryar  eyes. 

In  another  tcne.~\  I  fay,  a  man  might  do  this  now, 
if  he  were  maliciqufly  difpos'd,  and  had  a  mind  to 
bring  matters  to  extremity ;  but,  considering,  tliat 
you  are  my  friend,  a  perfon  of  honour,  and  a  worthy 
good  charitable  man,  I  wou'd  rather  die  a  thouuiud 
deaths  than  difoblige  you. 

C  2  [Lorenzo 
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[Lorenzo  takes  up  tbepurfe,  and  pours  it  into  tit 
Fryar's  JIee<ve. 

Nay,  good  fir ;  nay,  dear  colonel ;  O  Lord,  fir, 
what  are  you  doing  now  !  I  profefs  this  muft  not  be  : 
without  this  I  wou'd  have  ferv'd  you  to  the  utterraoft  ; 
pray  command  me  :  a  jealous,  foul-mouth'd  rogue 
this  Gomez  is  :  I  faw  how  he  us'd  you,  and  you  mark'd 
how  he  us'd  me  too  :  O  he's  a  bitter  man  ;  but  we'll 
join  our  forces  ;  ah,  mail  we,  colonel ;  we'll  be  re- 
veng'd  on  him  with  a  witnefs. 

Lor.  But  how  fhall  I  fend  her  word  to  be  ready  at 
the  door,  (for  I  muft  reveal  it  in  confeffion  to  you,) 
that  I  mean  to  carry  her  away  this  evening,  by  the 
help  of  thefe  two  foldiers  ?  I  know  Gomez  fufpe&s  you, 
and  you  will  hardly  gain  admittance. 

Dom.  Let  me  alone  ;  I  fear  him  not ;  I  am  arm'd 
with  the  authority  of  mv  cloathing  ;  yonder  I  fee  him 
keeping  centry  at  his  door :  '  have  you  never  feen  a 

*  citizen,  in  a  cold  morning,  clapping  his  fides,  and 

*  walking  forward  and  backward,  a  mighty  pace  be- 
'  fore  his  mop  ?  but  I'll  gain  the  pafs,  in  fpite  of  his 
'  fufpicion  ;'  (land  you  afide,  and  do  but  mark  how 
J  accoft  him. 

Lor.  If  he  meet  with  a  repulfe,  we  muft  throw  off 
the  fox's  (kin,  and  put  on  the  lion's  :  come,  gentle- 
men, you'll  ftand  by  me. 

Sold.  Do  not  doubt  us,  colonel. 

[They  retire  all  three  to  a  corner  of  tie  ft  age,  Do- 
minick  gees  to  the  doer  inhere  Gomez  ftands. 

Dom.  Good  even,  Gomez,  how  does  your  wife  ? 

Com.  Juft  as  you'd  have  her,  thinking  on  nothing, 
but_  her  dear  colonel,  and  confpiring  cuckoldom 
againft  me. 

Dem.  I  dare  fay,  you  wrong  her,  me  is  employing 
her  thoughts  how  to  cure  you  of  your  jealoufy. 

Gom.  Yes,  by  certainty. 

Dom.  By  your  leave,  Gomez  ;  I  have  fome  fpiritual 
ftdvice  to  impart  to  hej-  on  that  fubjed. 

Com.  You  may  fpare  your  inftru&ions,  if  you  plenfe, 
father,  ftie  has  no  further  need  of  them. 
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Dom.  How,  no  need  of  them  !  do  you  fpeak  in  riddles? 

Gom.  Since  you  will  have  me  fpeak  plainer;  fhe  has7 
profited  fo  well  already  by  your  counfel,  that  fhe  can 
fay  her  leflbn,  without  your  teaching :  do  you  under- 
hand me  now  ? 

Dom.  I  muft  not  negleft  my  duty,  for  all  that ;  once 
again,  Gomez,  by  your  leave. 

Gom.  She's  a  little  indifpos'd  at  prefent,  and  it  will 
not  be  convenient  to  difturb  her. 

[Dominick  offers  to  go  by  him,  tut  t'other  ft ands 
before  htm. 

Dom.  Indifpos'd,  fay  you?  O,  it  is  upon  thofe  oc- 
cafions  that  a  confeflbr  is  moft  necefTary;  I  think,  it 
was  my  good  angel  that  fent  me  hither  fo  opportunely. 

Gom.  Ay,  whofe  good  angels  fent  you  hither,  that 
you  beft  know,  father. 

Dom.  A  word  or  two  of  devotion  will  do  her  no 
harm,  I'm  fure. 

Gom.  A  little  fleep  will  do  her  more  good,  I'm  fure  : 
You  know  fhe  difburden'd  her  confcience  but  this 
morning  to  you. 

Dom.  But,  if  fhe  be  ill  this  afternoon,  fhe  may  have 
new  occafion  to  confefs. 

Gom.  Indeed  as  you  order  matters  with  the  colonel, 
fhe  may  have  occafion  of  confeffingherfelf  every  hour. 

Dom.  Pray  how  long  has  fhe  been  fick  ? 

Gom.  Lord,  you  will  force  a  man  to  fpeak ;  why  ever 
fince  your  laft  defeat. 

Dom.  This  can  be  but  fome  light  indifpofition,  it 
will  not  laft,  and  I  may  fee  her. 

Dom.  How,  not  laft!  I  fay,  it  will  laft,  and  it  fhalJ 
laft ;  fhe  fhall  be  fick  thefe  feven  or  eight  days,  and 
perhaps  longer,  as  I  fee  occafion :  what ;  I  know  the 
mind  of  her  ficknefs,  a  little  better  than  you  do. 

Dom.  I  find  then,  I  muft  bring  a  doftor. 

Gom,  And  he'll  bring  an  apothecary,  with  a  charge- 
able long  bill  of  dna's :  thofe  of  my  family  have  the 
grace  to  die  cheaper :  in  a  word,  Sir  Dominick,  we  un- 
derftand  one  another's  bufmefs  here  :•  I  am  refolv'd  to 
Hand  like  the  Swift  of  my  own  family,  to  defend  the 
C  3  entrance  j 
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entrance;  you  may  mumble  over  your  pater  nofters, 
if  you  pleafe,  and  try  if  you  can  make  my  doors  fly 
open,  and  batter  down  my  walls,  with  bell.,  book  and 
candle;  bjut  I  am  not  of  opinion,  that  you  are  holy 
enough  to  commit  miracles. 

Dom.  Men  of  my  order  are  not  to  be  treated  after 
this  manner. 

Dom.  I  would  treat  the  pope  and  his  cardinals  in 
the  fame  manner,  if  they  offer'd  to  fee  my  wife,  with- 
out my  leave. 

Dem.  I  excommunicate  thee  from  the  church,  if 
thou  dofl  not  open,  there's  promulgation  coming  out. 

Dom.  And  I  excommunicate  you  from  my  wife,  if 
you  go  to  that ;  there's  promulgation  for  promulgation, 
and  bull  for  bull ;  and  fo  I  leave  you  to  recreate  your 

felf  with  the  end  of  an  old  fong and  forroiu  ca>/:e 

to  the  old  fry  ar.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Soldiers. 

Lor,  I  will  not  afk  you  your  fucccefs ;  for  I  overheard 
part  of  it,  and  faw  the  conclufion  ;  1  find  we  are  now 
put  upon  our  Lift  trump ;  the  fox  is  earth'd,  but  I  {hall 
iend  my  two  terriers  in  after  him. 

Sold.  I  warrant  you,  colonel,  we'll  unkennel  him. 

Lor.  And  make  what  hafte  you  can,  to  bring  out  the, 
lady:  What  fay  you,  father?  Burglary  is  but  a  venial 
iln  among  the  fokliers. 

Dom.  rfhall  ab'folve  them,  becaufe  he  is  an  enemy 

of  the  church There  is  a  proverb,  I  confefs,  which 

fays,  that  dead  men  tell  no  tales ;  but  let  your  fol- 
diers  apply  it  at  their  own  perils. 

Lcr.  What,  take  away  a  man's  wife,  and  kill  him. 
too!  The  wickednefs  of  this  old  villain  ftartles  me, 
'  and  gives  me  a  twinge  for  my  own  fin,  though  it 
*  comes  far  fhort  of  his  :'  hark  you,  foldiers,  be  fure 
you  ufe  as  little  violence  to  him  as  pcfiibte. 

Dom.  Hold,  a  little,  1  have  thought  better  how  to 
fecure  him,  with  lefs  danger  to  us. 

Lcr.  O  miracle,  the  fryar  is  grown  confcientious ! 

Dom.  The  old  king  you  know  is  juft  murder'd,  and 
the  perfons  that  did  it  arc  unknown  ;  let  the  foldiers 

feize- 
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felze  him  for  one  of  the  afTaffinates,  and  let  me  alone 
to  accufe  him  afterwards. 

l.cr.  I  cry  thee  mercy  with  all  my  heart,  for  fuf- 
pedting  a  fryar  of  the  leafr  good-nature ;  what,  wou'd 
you  accufe  him  wrongfully? 

Dom.  I  mufl  confefs,  'tis  wrongful  quoad  hoc,  as  to 
the  facl  itfelf ;  but  'tis  rightful  quoad  hunc,  as  to  this 
heretical  rogue,  whom  we  mufl  difpatch  :  he  has  rail'd 
againil  the  church,  which  is  a  fouler  crime  than  the 
murder  of  a  thoufand  kings;  Omne  majus  continet  in  fe 
minus  :  He  that  is  an  enemy  to  the  church,  is  an  ene- 
my unto  Heaven  ;  and  he  that  is  an  enemy  to  Heaven, 
wou'd  have  kill'd  the  king  if  he  had  been  in  the  circum- 
ilances  of  doing  it ;  fo  it  is  not  wrongful  to  accufe  him. 

Lor.  I  never  knew  a  church-man,  if  he  were  per- 
fonally  offended,  but  he  wou'd  bring  in  Heaven  by 
hook  or  crook  into  his  quarrel.  Soldiers,  do  as  you 
were  firil  order'd.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Bom.  What  was't  you  order'd  'em  ?  Are  you  fure  it's 
fafj,  and  not  fcandalous  ? 

Lor.  Somewhat  near  your  own  defign,  bat  not  al- 
together fo  mifchievous;  the  people  are  infinitely  dif- 
contented,  as  they  have  reafon;  and  mutinies  there 
are,  or  will  be,  againft  the  queen  ;  now  I  am  content 
to  put  him  thus  far  into  the  plot;  that  "he  mould  be 
fecur'd  as  a  traitor;  but  he  mail  only  be  prifoner  at 
the  foldiers  quarters ;  and  when  I  am  out  of  reach,  he 
ftiall  be  releas'd. 

Dom.  And  what  will  become  of  me  then  ?  for  when 
he  is  free,  he  will  infallibly  accufe  me. 

Lor.  Why  then,  father,  you  mufl  have  recourfe  to 
your  infallible  church-remedies,  lye  impudently,  and 
fvvear  devoutly,  and,  as  you  told  me  but  now,  let  him 
try  whofe  oath  will  be  firfl  believ'd.  Retire,  I  hear 
'em  coming.  [They  withdraw •. 

Enter  the  Soldiers  with  Gomez  ftruggling  on  thoir  Backs. 

Gom.  Help,  good  Chriflians,  help  neighbours;  my 
houfe  is  broken  open  by  force,  and  I  am  ravifh'd,  and 
am  like  to  be  aflaflinated.  What  do  you  mean,  villains  ? 
will  you  carry  me  away  like  a  pedlar's  pack  upon  your 
backs  ?  will  you  murder  a  man  in  plain  day-light. 

C.  4  lftSo/</;Vr. 
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i  ft  Soldier.  No ;  but  we'll  fecure  you  for  a  traitor, 
^nd  for  being  in  a  plot  againft  the  ftate. 

Gem. '  Who,  I  in-  a  plot  \  O  Lord !  O  Lord  !  I  never 
durft  be  in  a  plot :  Why,  how  can  you  in  confcience 
fufpeft  a  rich  citizen  of  fo  much  wit  as  to  make  a  plot*- 
ter  ?  There  are  none  but  poor  rogues,  and  thofe  that 
can't  live  without  it,  that  are  in  plots. 

zd  Soldier.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him. 

Gem.  O  my  gold  !  my  wife !  my  wife  !  my  gold ! 
As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd  now,  I  know  no  more  of  the  plot 
than  they  that  made  it.  \%"hty  carry  him  off,  and  exeunt, 

Lcr.  Thus  far  have  we  fail'd  with  a  merry  gale,  now 
v.e  have  the  Cape  of  good  Hope  in  fight ;  the  trade- 
wind  is  our  own,  if  we  can  but  double  it.  \Helooksout. 

dftdt'}  Ah,  my  father  and  Pedro  ftand  at  the  corner 
of  the  ttreet  with  company,  there's  no  ftirring  'till  they 
are  pail ! 

Enter  Elvira  'with  a  Cajket. 

El<u.  Am  I  come  at  laft  into  your  arms  ? 

Lcr.  Fear  nothing;  the  adventure's  ended,  and  the 
knight  may  carry  off  the  lady  fafely. 

Elv.  I'm  fo  overjoy'd,  I  can  fcarce  believe  I  am  at 
liberty ;  '  but  ftand  panting,  like  a  bird  that  has  often 
*  beaten  her  wings  in  vain  againft  her  cage,  and  at 
'  laft  dares  hardly  venture  out,  tho'  fhe  fees  it  open'. 

Dem.  Lofe  no  time,  but  make  hafte  while  the  way 
is  free  for  you;  and  thereupon  I  give  you  my  bene- 
diction. » 

Lcr.  'Tis  not  fo  free  as  you  fuppofe ;  for  there's  an 
old  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  that  blocks  up  the 
paflage  at  the  corner  of  the  ftreet. 

Dem.  What  have  you  gotten  there  under  your  arm, 
daughter  ?  fomewhat,  I  hope,  that  will  bear  your  char- 
ges in  your  pilgrimage. 

Lor.  The  fryar  has  an  hawk's  eye  to  gold  and  jewels. 

EI--V.  Here's  that  will  make  you  dance  without  a  fid- 
dle, and  provide  a  better  entertainment  for  us  than 
hedges  in  fummer  and  barns  in  winter.  Here's  the. 
\eryheart,  and  foul,  and  life-blood  of  Gomez ;  pawns 
in  abundance,  old  gold  of  widows,  and  new  gold  of 

prodi- 
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prodigals  ;  and  pearls  and  diamonds  of  court 

till  the  next  bribe  helps  their  hufbands  to  redeem  'em. 

Dom.  They  are  the  fpoils  of  the  wicked,  and  the 
church  endows  you  with  'em. 

Lor.  And,  faith,  we'll  drink  the  church's  health 
out  of  them.  But  all  this  while  I  fland  on  thorns; 
pr'ythee,  dear,  look  out,  and  fee  if  the  coaft  be  free 
for  our  efcape  ;  for  I  dare  not  peep  for  fear  of  being 
known. 

[Elvira  goes  to  look,  and  Gomez  comes  running  in  upon' 
her:   She  jhrieks  out* 

Com.  Thanks  to  my  ftars,  I  have  recover'd  my  own; 
territories  -  What  do  I  fee  !  I'm  ruin'd  !  I'm  un- 
done !  I'm  betray'd  ! 

'  Dom.  \_Afale.~\  What  a  hopeful  enterprize  is  here1 
'  fpoil'd! 

Gom.  O,  colonel,  are  you  there?  and  you,  fryar? 
nay,  then  I  find  how  the  world  goes. 

Lor.  Chear  up,  man,  thou  art  out  of  jeopardy  ;  I 
heard  thee  crying  out  juft  now,  and  came  running  in 
full  fpeed  with  the  wings  of  an  eagle  and  the  feet  of 
a  tyger  to  thy  refcue. 

Gom.  Ay,  you  are  always  at  hand,  to  do  me  a  cour- 
tefy  with  your  eagle's  feet  and  your  tyger's  wings  j. 
and,  what,  were  you  here  for,  fryar  ? 

Dom.  To  interpofe  my  fpiritual  authority  in  your 
behalf. 

Gom.  And  why  did  you  fhriek  out,  gentlewoman?-' 

E/-V.  'Twas  for  joy  at  your  return. 

Gom.  And  that  caiket  under  your  arm,  for  what. 
end  and  purpofe  ? 

El-v.  Only  to  preserve  it  from  the  thieves. 

Gom.  And  you  came  running  out  of  doors—  —• 

El-v.  Only  to  meet  you,  fweet  hufband. 

Gom.  A  fine  evidence  fum'd  up  among  you:  thank 
you  heartily;  you  are  all  my  friends.  The  colonel 
was  walking  by  accidentally,  and  hearing  my  voice,. 
came  into  fave  me;  the  fryar,  who  was  hobbling  the 
{ame  way  too,  accidentally  again,  and  not  knowing 
of  the  colonel,  I  warrant  you  he  comes  in  to  pray  for 
C  5,  me  3, 
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me ;  and  my  faithful  wife  runs  out  of  doors  to  meet  me 
with  all  my  jewels  under  her  arm,  and  fhrieks  out  for 
joy  at  my  return.  B.it  if  my  father-in-law  had  not 
met  your  foidiers,  colonel,  and  deliver'd  me  in  the 
nick,  I  fhould  neither  have  found  a  friend  nor  a  fryar ' 
here,  and  might  have  fhriek'd  out  for  joy  myfelf  for 
the  lofs  of  my  jewels  and  my  wife. 

Dem..  Art  thou  an  infidel :  Wilt  thou  not  believe  us  ? 

Gem.  Such  church-men  as  you  wou'd  make  any  man 
an  infidel :  get  you  into  your  kennel,  gentlewoman  ! 
I  fnall  thank  you  within  doors  for  your  iafecuftody  of 
my  jewels,  and  your  own[He  thrujis  bis  'wife  off  the  flags. 

[Exit  Elvira. 

As  for  you,  colonel  Huff-cap,  we  mail  try  before  a 
civil  magistrate  who's  the  greatcft  plotter  of  us  two,  i 
againil  the  Hate,  or  you  againft  the  petticoat. 

Lor.  Nay,  if  you  will  complain,  you  (hall  for  fome- 
thing.  [Beats  him. 

Com.  Murder  !  murder  !  I  give  up  the  gnoit !  I  am 
deilroy'd!  help!  murder!  murder! 

Dom.  Away,  colonel,  let  us  fly  for  our  lives :  the 
neighbours  are  coming  out  with  forks,  and  f.re-mo- 
vels,  and  ipits,  and  other  domeiiick  v/eapons ;  the 
militia  of  a  whole  alley  is  rah'd  againft  us. 

Lor.  This  is  but  the  intereft  of  my  debt,  mailer  ufurer, 
the  principal  fhall  be  paid  you  at  our  next  meeting. 

Dom.  Ah,  if  your  foidiers  had  but  difpatch'd  him, 
his  tongue  had  been  laid  afleep,  colonel;  bat  this 

comes  cf  not  following  good  counfel ;  ah 

[Exeunt  Lor.  and  Fryar  federally. 

Gom.  I'll  be  reveng'd  of  him  if  I  dare ;  but  he's  fuch 
a  terrible  fellow,  that  my  mind  mifgives  me;  I  fhall 
tremble  when  I  have  him  before  the  judge :  all  my  mis- 
fortunes come  together:  I  have  been  robb'daadcuckold- 
ed,  and  raviih'd,  and  beaten  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour ; 
my  pcor  limbs  fmart,  and  ray  poor  head  achs :  ay,  do, 
do,  fmart  limb,  ach  head,  and  fprout  horns;  but  I'll 
be  hang'd  before  I'll  pity  you  :  you  muft  needs  be  mar- 
ried, muil  ye?  there^s  for  that,  [beats  Lis  c-i(,v  read}  and 
to  a  fine,  young,  mediih  lady,  mull  ye:  Lire's  for  that 

too; 
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too  ;  and,  at  threefcore,  you  old,  doting  cuckold,  take 

that  remembrance a  fine  time  of  day  for  a  man  to 

be  bound  'prentice,  when  he  is  pad  ufing  his  trade :  to 
fee  up  an  equipage  of  noife,  when  he  has  moil  need  of 
quiet ;  inftead  of  her  being  under  covert-baron  to  be 
under  covert-femme  myfelf ;  to  have  my  body  difabled, 
and  my  head  fortified  ;  and  laftly,  to  be  crowded  into  a 
narrow  box  with  a  fhrill  treble, 

'That  with  one  Haft,  through  the 'whole  houfe  does  bound-, 
And  fir  ft  taught  fpeaking-trumpets  how  to  found. 

[Exit. 
SCENE     II.     The  Court. 

Enter  Raymond,  Alphonfo,  and  Pedro. 

Raym.   Are  thefe,  are  thefe,  ye  powers,  the  promis'd 
With  which  I  flatter'd  my  long,  tedious  abfence,   [joys', 
To  find,  at  my  return,  my  mafter  murder' d  ? 
O,  that  I  cou'd  but  weep,  to  vent  my  pafiion  ! 
But  this  dry  forrow  burns  up  all  my  tears.  • 

Alph.  Mourn  inward,  brother;  'tis  obferv'd  at  court, 
Who  weeps,  and  who  wears  black ;  and  your  return 
Will  fix  all  eyes  on  every  aft  of  yours, 
To  lee  how  you  refent  king  Sancho's  death. 

Raym.  What  generous  man  can  live  with  that  con- 
Upon  his  foul,  to  bear,  much  lefs  to  flatter          [ftraint 
A  court  like  this  !  can  I  foothe  tyranny  ! 
Seem  pleas'd,  to  fee  my  royal  mafter  murder'd, 
His  crown  ufurp'd,  a  diitaff  in  a  throne, 
A  council  made,  of  fuch  as  dare  not  fpeak, 
And  could  not,  if  they  durft ;  whence  honeft  men 
Baniih  themfelves,  for  fhame  of  being  there  r 
A  government,  that,  knowing  not  true  wifdom,         » 
Is  fcorn'd  abroad,  and  lives  on  tricks  at  ho.ne  } 

Alph.  Virtue  muft  be  thrown  oir,  'tis  a  coarfe  garment 
Too  heavy  for  the  fun-dune  of  a  court. 

Raym.  Well  then,  I  will  diffemhle  for  an  end 
So  great,  fo  pious,  as  a  juil  revenge  : 
You'll  join  with  rne  ? 

Alfh.  No  honeit  man  but  mult. 

Ptd. 
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Fed.  Wjjat  title  has  this  queen  but  lawlefs  force  ?• 

And  force  mull  pull  her  down. 

Jlpb.  Truth  is,  I  pity  Leonora's  cafe  ; 

Forc'd,  for  her  fafety,  to  commit  a  crime 

Which  molt  her  foul  abhors. 

Raym.  All  fhe  has  done,  or  e'er  can  do,  of  good, 

This  one  black  deed  has  damn'd. 

Fed.  You'll  hardly  join  your  fon  to  our  defign. 

Raym.  Your  reafon  for't  ? 

Fed.  I  want  time  to  unriddle  it : 

Put  on  your  t'other  face  ;  the  queen  approaches. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Bertran,  aud  Attendants. 
Raym.  And  that  accurfed  Bertran 

Stalks  clofe  behind  her,  like  a  witch's  fiend, 

Prefiing  to  be  employ'd  ;  ftand,  and  obferve  them. 
Queen  to  Bertran.}  Bury'd  in  private,  and  fo  fuddenly  V 

It  croiTes  my  defign,  which  was  to  allow 

The  rites  of  funeral  fitting  his  degree, 

With  all  the  pomp  of  mourning. 
Bert.  It  was  not  fafe  : 

Objefts  of  pity,  when  the  caufe  is  new, 

Woald  work  too  fiercely  on  the  giddy  crowd  : 

Had  Ctsfar's  body  never  been  expos'd, 

Brutus  had  gain'd  his  caufe. 
$>u.  Then,  was  he  lov'd  ? 

Bert.  O,  never  man  fo  much,  for  faint-like  goodnefs* 
'  Ped.  [djide.]  Had  bad  men  fear'd  him  but  as  good 

•  He  had  not  yet  been  fainted.  [men  lov'dhim, 

'  0>u.  I  wonder  how  the  people  bear  his  death. 
'  Bert.  Some  difcontents  there  are ;  fome  idle  mur- 

'  murs.     ' 

'  Fed.  How,  idle  murmurs  !  let  me  plainly  fpeak  : 
The  doors  are  all  (hut  up  ;  the  wealthier  fort, 
With  arms  a-crofs,  and  hats  upon  their  eyes, 
Walk  to  and  fro  before  their  fiient  mops : 
Whole  droves  of  lenders  crowd  the  bankers  door?, 
To  call  in  money ;  thofe  who  have  none,  mark 
Where  money  goes  ;  for  when  they  rife,  'tis  plunder: 
The  rabble  gather  round  the  man  of  news, 
And  liften  wuh  their  mouths  j 

1  Some 
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*  Some  tell,  fome  hear,  fome  judge  of  rjews,  feme 

'  make  It  r 

•  And  he  who  lies  moft  loud,  is  moft  believ'd.* 
^a.  This  may  be  dangerous. 

Raym.  [Afide.]  Pray  Heaven  it  may. 

Bert.  If  one  of  you  muft  fall ; 
Self-prefervation  is  the  firil  of  laws  r 
And  if,  when  fubjects  are  opprefs'd  by  kings, 
They  juftify  rebellion  by  that  law  : 
As  well  may  monarchs  turn  the  edge  of  right 
To  cut  for  them,  when  felf-defence  requires  it- 

Qu.  You  place  fuch  arbitrary  power  in  kings, 
That  I  much  fear,  if  I  mould  make  you  one, 
You'll  make  yourfelf  a  tyrant  j  let:  thefe  know 
By  what  authority  you  did  this  aft. 

Bert.  Youmuchfurprizeme  to  demand  that  queftion  r 
But,  fince  truth  mult  be  told,  'twas  by  your  own. 

£>u.  Produce  it ;  or,  by  Heaven,  your  head  fhall  an- 
The  forfeit  of  your  tongue.  [fwer 

Raym.  [4/ide.]  Brave  mifchief  towards. 

Bert.  You  bade  me. 

<gu.  When,  and  where  ? 

Bert.  No,  I  confels,  you  bade  me  not  in  words,, 
The  dial  fpoke  not,  but  it  made  fhrew'd  figns, 
And  pointed  full  upon  the  ftroke  of  murder  : 
Yet  this  you  faid, 

You  were  a  woman  ignorant  and  weaJc, 
So  left  it  to  my  care. 

%.  What,  if  I  faid, 
I  was  a  woman  ignorant  and  weak, 
Were  you  to  take  th'  advantage  of  my  fex, 
And  play  the  devil  to  tempt 'me?  '  You  contriv'd, 

You  urg'd,  you  drove  me  headlong  to  your  toils  y 

And  if,  much  tir'd,  and  frighten'd  more,  Ipaus'd  ? 

Were  you  to  make  my  doubts  your  own  commifiion  ? 

'  Bert.  This  'tis  to  ferve  a  prince  too  faithfully  ; 

Who,  free  from  laws  himfelf,  will  have  that  done, 

Which,  not  perform'd,  brings  us  to  fure  difgrace  ; 

And,  if  perform'd,  to  ruin. 

*  £>u.  This  'tis  to  counfcl  things  that  are  unjuft  r 

*  Firft 


62        THE     SPANISH    F  R  Y  A  R. 

Firft,  to  debauch  a  king  to  break  his  laws, 

(Which  are  his  fafety)  and  then  feek  protection 

From  him  you  have  endanger'd;  but,  juft  Heaven, 

Where  fins  are  judg'd,  will  damn  the  tempting  devi!3 

More  deep  than  thofe  he  tempted.' 

Bert.   If  princes  not  protect  their  miniflers, 
What  man  will  dare  to  fer\e  them  ? 

£>u.  None  v.ill  dare 

To  ferve  them  ill,  when  they  are  left  to  laws; 
But,  when  a  counfellor,  to  fave  himfelf, 
Would  lay  mifcarriages  upon  his  prince, 
Expofing  him  to  publick  rage  and  hate, 
O,  'tis  an  aft  as  infamoufly  bafe, 
As,  mould  a  common  foldier  fculk  behind, 
And  thruft  his  general  in  the  front  of  war  : 
It  mews,  he  only  ferv'd  himfelf  before, 
And  had  no  fenfe  of  honour,  country,  king; 
But  center 'd  on  himfelf;  and  us'd  his  matter, 
As  guardians  do  their  wards,  with  fnews  of  care, 
But  with  intent  to  fell  the  publick  fafety, 
And  pocket  up  his  prince. 

Ptd.   [Jfide.']  Well  faid,  i'faith  ? 
This  fpeech  is  e'en  too  good  for  an  ufurper. 

Bert.  I  fee  for  whom  I  muft  be  facrific'd  ; 
And  had  I  pot  been  fotted  with  my  zeal, 
I  might  have  found  it  fooner. 

4Ja.  From  my  fight  ! 

The  prince  who  bears  an  infolence  like  this, 
Is  fuch  an  image  of  the  powers  above, 
As  is  the  ilatute  of  the  thundring  God, 
Whofe  bolts  the  boys  may  play  with. 

Bert.  Unreveng'd 

I  will  not  fall,  nor  fmgle.  [Exit  cum  Juts. 

Queen  to  Raymond,  who  kijjes  her  band. 

Qu.  Welcome,  welcome : 
I  faw  you  not  before  :  one  honeit  lord 
Is  hid  with  eafe  among  a  crowd  of  courtiers  : 
How  can  I  be  too  grateful  to  the  father 
Of  fuch  a  fon  as  Terr  if  mo  nd  ? 

Raym.  His  actions  were  but  dutv. 
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Qi.  Yet,  my  lord, 

All  hsve  not  paid  that  debt,  like  noble  Torrifmcnd. 
You  hear,  how  Bert  ran  brands  me  with  a  crime, 
Of  which,  your  fon  can  witnefs,  I  am  free; 
I  fent  to  ftop  the  murder,  but  too  late  ; 
'  For  crimes  are  fwift,  but  penitence  is  flow,' 
The  bloody  Sertran,  diligent  in  ill, 
Flew  to  prevent  the  foft  returns  of  pity. 

Rajm.  O  curfed  hafte,  of  making  lure  a  fin  ! 
Can  you  forgive  the  traitor  ? 

Qu.   Never,  never ; 

'Tis  written  here  in  characters  fo  deep, 
That  feven  years  hence  ('till  then  mould  I  not  meet 
And  in  the  temple  then,  I'll  drag  him  thence,       [him) 
Ev'n  from  the  holy  altar  to  the  block.       [me,  jullice, 

Raym.  \_AJlds.~\  She's  fir'd,  as  1  would  with. her  :  aid 
As  all  my  ends  are  thine,  to  gain  this  point; 
And  ruin  both  at  once  : — It  wounds  indeed,       [To  ben 
To  bear  affronts,  too  great  to  be  forgiven, 
And  not  have  power  to  punifh  :  yet  one  way 
There  is  to  ruin  Bertran. 

$>u.  O,  there's  none  ; 

'  Except  an  hoft  from  Heaven  can  make  fuch  hafle 
'  To  faye  my  crown,  as  he  will  do  to  feize  it  :' 
You  faw,  he  came  furrounded  with  his  friends, 
And  knew  befides,  our  army  was  remov'd 
To  quarters  too  remote  for  fudden  ufe. 

Rajm.  Yet  you  may  give  commiffion 
To  fome  bold  man,  whofe  loyalty  you  truft, 
And  let  him  raife  the  train-bands  of  the  city. 

Qu.  Grofs  feeders,  lion-talkers,  lamb-like  lighters.  ' 

Raym.  You  do  not  know  the  virtues  of  your  city, 
What  puihing  force  they  have  :  fome  popular  chief, 
More  noify  than  the  reft,   but  cries  halloo, 
And  in  a  trice,  the  bellowing  herd  come  out ; 
The  gates  are  barr'd,  the  ways  are  barricado'd, 
And  one  and<?//'s  the  word  ;  true  cocks  o'th'  game, 
That  never  aflc,  for  what,  or  whom,  they  £ght ; 
Bat  turn  'em  out,  and  mew  'em  but  a  foe, 
Cry  liberty,  and  thac's  a  caufe  of  quarrel. 
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&u.  There  may  be  danger,  in  that  boift'rous  rout ; 
Who  knows,  when  fires  are  kindled  for  my  foes, 
But  fome  new  blaft  of  wind  may  turn  thofe  flames 
Againft  my  palace-walls? 

Raym.  But  ftill  their  chief 
Muft  be  fome  one,  whofe  loyalty  you  truft. 

Qu.  And  who  more  proper  for  that  truft  than  you, 
Whofe  interefts,  though  unknown  to  you,  are  mine  ,? 
Alpbonfa  Pedro,  hafte  to  raife  the  rabble, 
He  mall  appear  to  head  'em. 

Raym\Afede  to  Alphonfo  and  Pedro}  Firft  feize  Eertrant 
And  then  infmuate  to  them,  that  I  bring 
Their  lawful  prince  to  place  upon  the  throne. 

Alph.  Our  lawful  prince  I 

Raym.  Fear  not :  I  can  produce  him. 

'  Ped.  to  Alpk.  Now  we  want  your  fon  Lorenzo  :  what 
'  a  mighty  faction 

*  Would  he  make  for  us  of  the  city  wives, 

*  With,  O,  dear  hufband,  my  fweet  honey  hufband, 

*  Wo'n't  you  be  for  the  colonel  r  if  you  love  me, 

*  Be  for  the  colon  el?  O,  he's  the  fineft  man  !      [Exit.* 
Raym.  [Afede.~\  So,  now  we  have  a  plot  behind  the 

She  thinks,  me's  in  the  depth  of  my  defign,          [pl°£  > 
And  that  its  all  for  her ;  but  time  mall  mow, 
She  only  lives  to  help  me  ruin  others, 
And  laft,  to  fall  herfelf. 

£>u.  Now,  to  you  Raymond:  can  you  guefs  no  reafon 
Why  I  repofe  fuch  confidence  in  you  ? 
You  needs  muft  think, 

There's  fome  more  powerful  caufe  than  loyalty  : 
Will  you  not  fpeak,  to  fave  a  lady's  bluftv  ? 
Muft  I  inform  you,  'tis  for  Tcrrifmond, 
That  all  this  grace  is  mown  ? 

Raym.  [Afede.~\  By  all  the  powers,  worfe,  worfe  than 
what  I  fear'd. 

£>u.  And  yet,  what  need  I  blufh  at  fuch  a  choice  ? 
I  love  a  man  whom  I  am  proud  to  love, 
And  am  well  pleas'd  my  inclination  gives 
What  gratitude  would  force.     '  O  pardon  me ; 
'  I  ne'er  was  covetous  of  wealth  before  i 

'  Yet 
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*  Yet  think  fo  vaft  a  treafure  as  your  fon, 

*  Too  great  for  any  private  man's  pofleffion  ; 

*  And  him  too  rich  a  jewel  to  be  fet 

*  In  vulgar  metal,  or  for  vulgar  ufe. 

'  Raym.  Arm  me  with  patience,  Heaven  ! 
'  Qu.   How,  patience,  Raymond? 

*  What  exercife  of  patience  have  you  here  ? 

'  What  find  you  in  my  crown  to  be  contemn'd  ? 

'  Or  in  my  perfon  loith'd  ?  Have  I,  a  queen, 

'  Part  by  my  fellow-rulers  of  the  world, 

'  Whofe  vying  crowns  lays  glittering  in  my  way, 

*  As  if  the  world  were  pav'd  with  diadems  ' 

'  Have  I  refus'd  their  blood,  to  mix  with  yours, 

'  And  raife  new  kings  from  fo  obfcure  a  race, 

*  Fate  fcarce  knew  where  to  find  them  when  I  call'd  ? 
'  Have  I  heap'd  on  my  perfon,  crown  and  ftate, 

'  To  load  the  fcale,  and  weigh'd  myfelf  with  earth,     • 

'  For  you  to  fpurn  the  balance  ? 

'  Raym.  Bate  the  laft,  and  'tis  what  I  would  fay  ; 

'  Can  I,  can  any  loyal  fubjeft,  fee 

'  With  patience  fuch  a  ftoop  from  fovereignty, 

'  An  ocean  ponr'd  upon  a  narrow  brook? 

'  My  zeal  for  you  muft  lay  the  father  by, 

'  And  plead  my  country's  caufe  againft  my  fbn.        .\ 

'  What  though  his  heart  be  great,  his  adions  gallant, 

'  He  wants  a  crown  to  poife  againft  a  crown, 

'  Birth  to  match  birth,  and  power  to  balance  power. 

'  £>u.  All  thefe  I  have,  and  thefe  I  can  beftow  ; 

'  But  he  brings  worth  and  virtue  to  my  bed ; 

'  And  virtue  is  the  wealth  which  tyrants  want : 

'  J  ftand  in  need  of  one  whofe  glories  may  , 

*  Redeem  my  crimes,  ally  me  to  his  fame, 
'  Difpel  the  factions  of  my  foes  on  earth, 

*  Difarm  the  juftice  of  the  powers  above.' 
Raym.  The  people  never  will  endure  this  choke. 
%.  If  I  endure  it,  what  imports  it  you  ? 

Go  raife  the  minifters  of  my  revenge, 

Guide  with  your  breath  this  whirling  tempeft  round,]    • 

And  fee  its  fury  fall  where  I  defign ; 

*  At  laft  a  time  for  juft  revenge  is  given  ; 

'  Revenge* 
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Revenge,  the  darling  attribute  of  Heav'n  : 

But  man,  unlike  his  maker,  bears  too  long  ; 

Still  more  expos'd,  the  more  he  pardons  wrong  ; 

Great  in  forgiving,  and  in  fuftcring  brave  ; 

To  be  a  faint,  he  makes  himfelf  a  flave.'   [Ex.  Queei:* 

Raym.  [joins.]  Marriage  withTorri/mond  J  it  mult  not 
By  Heaven,  it  mult  not  be ;  orr  if  it  be,  [bex 

Law,  juftice,  honour  bid  farewel  to  earth, 
For  Heaven  leaves  all  to  tyrants. 

Enter  Torrifmond.  ixho  kneels  to  him. 

Tor.  O,  ever  welcome,  fir, 
But  doubly  now  !  You  come  in  fhch  a  time, 
As  if  propitious  Fortune  took  a  care, 
To  fwell  my  tide  of  joys  to  their  full  height, 
And  leave  me  nothing  farther  to  defire. 

Raym.  I  hope  I  come  in  time,  if  not  to  make, 
At  leait,  to.fave  your  fortune  and  your  honour: 
Take  heed  you  fteer  your  veffel  right,  my  fon  ;., 
This  calm  of  Heaven,  this  mermaid's  melody,. 
Into  an  ifn,Teen  whirl-pool  draws  you  faft, 
And  in  a  moment  finks  you. 

Tor.  Fortune  cannot, 

And  fate  can  fcarce  ;  I've  made  the  port  already,. 
And  laugh  fecurely  at  the  lazy  florm 
That  wanted  wings  to  reach  me  in  the  deep. 
Your  pardon,  fir  ;  my  duty  calls  me  hence; 
I  go  to  find  my  queen,  my  earthly  goddefs, 
To  whom  I  owe  my  hopes,  my  life,  my  love. 

Raym.  You  owe  her  more  perhaps  than  you  imagine  j 
Stay,  I  command  you  flay,  and  hear  me  firft. 
This  hour's  the  very  cri/is  of  your  fate, 
Your  good  or  ill,,  your  infamy  or  fame, 
And  all  the  colour  of  your  life  depends 
On  this  important  now. 

Tor.  I  fee  no  danger  ; 
The  city,  army,  court  efpoufe  my  caufe, 
And,  more  than  all,  the  queen  with  publick  favour 
Indulges  my  pretenfions  to  her  love. 

'  Raym.  Nay,  if  pofleffing  her  can  make  you  happy, 
1  'Tis  granted,  nothing  hinders  your  defign. 

'  Tar. 
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'  Tor.  If  me  can  make  me  blefl  ?  fhe  only  can  : 
Empire,  and  wealth,  and  all  file  brings  bcfide, 
Art  but  the  train  and  trappings  of  her  love  : 
The  fweeteft,  kindeft,  trueil;  of  her  fex, 
In  whole  pofieffion  years  roul  round  on  years, 
And  joys  in  circles  meet  new  joys  again  : 
Rifles,  embraces,  languiihhig,  and  death 
Still  from  each  other  to  each  other  move, 
To  crown  the  various  feafons  of  our  love  ^ 
And  doubt  you  if  fuch  love  can  make  me  happy  ? 
1  Raym.  Yes,  for  I  think  you  love  your  honour  more» 
'  Tor.  And  what  can  (hock  my  honour  in  a  queen  ? 
'  Raym.  A  tyrant,  an  ufurper  ? 
*  Tor.  Grant  me  be. 

When  from  the  conqueror  we  hold  our  lives, 
We  yield  ourfelves  his  fubjefts  from  that  hour  : 
For  mutual  benefits  make  mutual  ties. 
4  Raym.  "Why  can  you  think  I  owe  a  thief  my  life,, 
Becaufe  he  took  it  not  by  lawlefs  force  ? 
What  if  "he  did  not  all  the  ill  he  cou'd  ?  ^ 
Am  I  oblig'd  by  that  t'afiift  his  rapines, 
And  to  maintain  his  murders  I 
'  Tor.  Not  to  maintain,  but  bear 'em  unreveng'dj 
Kings  titles  commonly  begin  by  force, 
Which  time  wears  off,  and  meliows  into  right : 
So  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyranny, 
Is  ripen'd  in  the  next  to  true  fucceffion : 
She's  in  pofFeffion. 
'  Raym.  So  difeafes  are : 
Shou'd  not  a  lingring  fever  be  remov'd, 
Becaufe  it  long  has  rag'd  within  mv  blood  ? 
Do  I  rebel  when  I  wou'd  thruft  it  out  ? 
What,  mall  I  think  the  world  was  made  for  oaet 
And  men  are  born  for  kings,  as  beafts  for  men, 
Not  for  prote&ion,  but  to  be  devour'd  ? 
Mark  thofe  who  dote  on  arbitrary  power, 
And  you  mall  find  'em  either  hot-brain'd  youth, 
Or  needy  bankrupts,  fervile  in  their  greatnefs, 
And  Haves  to  fome,  to  lord  it  o'er  the  reft. 
O  bafenefs,  to  Support  a  tyrant  throne, 

*  And 
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'  And  crufh  your  free-born  brethren  of  the  wojrld  I 

•  Nay,  to  become  a  part  of  ufurpation  ; 

*  T'  efpoufe  the  tyrant's  perfon  and  her  crimes, 
'  And  on  a  tyrant  get  a  race  of  tyrants, 

To  be  your  country's  curfe  in  after-ages. 

'  Tor.  I  fee  no  crime  in  her  whom  J  adore, 
'  Or  if  I  do,  her  beauty  makes  it  none  : 

*  Look  on  me  as  a  man  abandon'd  o'er 

•  To  an  eternal  lethargy  of  love  ; 

•  To  pull,  and  pinch,  and  wound  me,  cannot  cure, 

*  And  but  difturb  the  quiet  of  my  death.' 
Raym.  O  virtue!  virtue!  what  art  thou  become, 

That  man  mould  leave  thee  for  that  toy  a  woman, 

'  Made  from  the  drofs  and  refufe  of  a  man  ? 

'  Heaven  took  him  fleeping  when  he  made  her  too  ; 

'  Had  man  been  waking,  he  had  ne'er  confented.' 

Now,  fon,  fuppofe 

Some  brave  confpiracy  were  ready  form'd 

To  punifh  tyrants,  and  redeem  the  land, 

Cou'd  you  fo  far  bely  your  country's  hope, 

As  not  to  head  the  party  ? 

Tar.  How  cou'd  my  hand  rebel  againft  my  heart .' 
Raym.  How  cou'd  your  heart  rebel  againft  your  rea- 
Tor.  No  honour  bids  me  fight  againft  myfelf ;     [fon  ? 
The  royal  family  is  all  extinft, 
And  me  who  reigns  beftows  her  crown  on  me  : 
So  muft  I  be  ungrateful  to  the  living, 
To  be  but  vainly  pious  to  the  dead, 
While  you  defraud  your  offspring  of  their  fate. 

Raym.  Mark  who  defraud  their  offspring,  you  or  1 1 
For  know  there  yet  furvives  the  lawful  heir 
Of  S anchors  blood,  whom  when  I  mail  produce, 
I  reft  aflur'd  to  fee  you  pale  with  fear, 
And  trembling  at  his  name.  ,[bfe  : 

Tor.  He  muft  be  more  than  man  who  makes  me  treni- 
I  dare  him  to  the  field  with  all  the  odds 
Of  juftice  on  his  fide,  againft  my  tyrant : 
Produce  your  lawful  prince,  and  you  fhall  fee 
How  brave  a  rebel  love  has  made  your  fon. 

Read  that :  'tis  with  the  royal  fignet  fign'd. 

Arid 
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And  given  me  by  the  king,  when  time  ihou'd  ferve 
To  be  perus'd  by  you. 

Tor.  reads.]  I  the  king, 
My  youngejl  and  alone  fur<vi<vingfon, 
Reported  dead  t'efcape  rebellious  rage, 
'Till  happier  times  Jh  all  call  bis  courage  forth 
To  break  my  fetters,  or  revenge  my  fate  t 
I  'will  that  Raymond  educate  as  his, 

And  call  him  Torrifmond 

If  I  am  he,  that  fon,  that  Torrifmond, 

The  world  contains  not  fo  forlorn  a  wretch  ! 

Let  never  man  believe  he  can  be  happy  ! 

For  when  I  thought  my  fortune  moft  fecure, 

One  fatal  moment  tears  me  from  my  joys  : 

And  when  two  hearts  were  join'd  by  mutual  love, 

The  fword  of  juftice  cuts  upon  the  knot, 

And  fevers  them  for  ever. 

Raym.  True,  it  muft. 

Tor.  O  cruel  man,  to  tell  me  that  it  muft ! 
If  you  have  any  pity  in  your  breaft, 
Redeem  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  fate, 
And  plunge  me  in  my  firft  obfcurity : 
The  fecret  is  alone  between  us  two  , 
And  though  you  wou'd  not  hide  me  from  myfelf, 
O  yet  be  kind,  conceal  me  from  the  world, 
And  be  my  father  ftill.  [plain. 

Raym.  Your  lot's  too  glorious,  and  the  proof's  too 
Now,  in  the  name  of  honour,  fir,  I  beg  you 
(Since  I  muft  ufc  authority  no  more) 
On  thefe  old  knees  I  beg  you,  ere  I  die, 
That  I  may  fee  your  father's  death  reveng'd. 

"Tor.  Why,  'tis  the  only  bus'nefs  of  my  life  j 
My  order's  iflu'd  to  recall  the  army, 
And  Bertrams  death  refolv'd.  [der  ! 

Raym.  And  not  the  queen's  ?  O,  fhe's  the  chief  offen- 
Sha'l  jufdce  turn  her  edge  within  your  hand  ? 
No,  if  ihe  fcape,  you  are  yourfelf  the  tyrant, 
And  murderer  of  your  father. 

Tor.  Cruel  fates, 
To  what  have  you  referv'd  me  ? 

Raym.  Why  that  figh  ? 

Tor. 
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Tor.  Since  you  muft  know,  (but  break,  O  break,  rny 
Before  I  tell  my  fatal  ilory  out,)  [heart, 

Th'  ufurper  of  my  throne,  my  houfe's  ruin, 
The  murderer  of  my  father,  is  my  wife  L 

Raym.  O  horror  \  horror!  after  this  alliance 
Let  tygers  match  with  hinds,  and  wolves  with  fheep, 
And  every  creature  couple  with  his  foe. 
How  vainly  mandefigns,  when  heav'n  oppofes  ! 
I  bred  you  up  to  arms,  rais'd  you  to  power, 
Permitted  you  to  fight  for  this  ufurper, 
Indeed  to  fave  a  crown,  not  hers,  but  yours, 
All  to  make  fure  the  vengeance  df  this  day, 
Which  even  this  day  has  ruin'd — One  more  qufdon 
Let  me  but  afk,  and  I  have  done  fur  ever : 
Do  you  yet  love  the  caufe  of  all  your  woes, 
Or  is  ihe  grown  (as  fure  fhe  ought  to  be) 
Wore  odious  to  your  fight  than  toads  and  adders  ? 

"Tor.  O  there's  the  utmoft  malice  of  my  fate, 
That  I  am  bound  to  hate,  and  born  to  love  ! 

Raym.  No  more — farewel,  my  much  lamented  king ! 
'   \_AJule\  I  dare  not  trull  him  with  himfelffo  far, 
'  To  own  him  to  the  people  as  their  king, 
'  Before  their  rage  has  fimm'd  my  defigns 
*  On  Bertran  and  the  queen,  but  in  defpight 
'  Ev'n  of  himfclf  I'll  fave  him.'  [Exit  Raymond, 

Tor.  'Tis  but  a  moment  fince  I  have  been  king, 
And  weary  on't  already  ;  I'm  a  lover, 
And  lov'd,  pcjfiefs ;  yet  all  thefe  make  me  wretched  ; 
And  heav'n  has  giv'n  me  bleffings  foracurfe. 
With  what  a  load  of  vengeance  am  I  preit, 
Yet  never,  never,  can  i  hope  for  relt ; 
1'or  when  my  heavy  burden  I  remove, 
The  w'eight  falls  down,  and  cruihes  her  I  love.      [£rv 


A  C  T     V.         S  C  E  N  E     I. 
Scene,    A  bed  chamber. 
Enter  Torrifmond.  '  . 

Tor.  T     Ove,  juftice,  nature,  pity,  and  revenge, 
,1  ^  Have  kindled  up  a  wild-fire  in  my  breaft, 

And 
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And  I  am  all  a  civil-war  within  ! 

Enter  Queen  and  Terefa  at  a  dijtance. 
My  Leonora  there  ! 

Mine  L  is  ihe  mine  ?  my  father's  murderer  mine  ? 
Oh  !   that  1  could,  with  honour,  love  her  more, 
Or  hate  her  lefs,  with  reafon  !  See  fhe  weeps  ; 
Thinks  me  unkind,  or  falfe,  and  knows  not  why 
I  thus  eilrange  m.y  per/bn  from  her  bed ! 
Shall  I  not  tell  her  r  no  :   'twill  break  her  heart : 
.She'll  knowtoo  foon  her  own  and  my  misfortunes.   [Ex. 
£>u.  He's  gone,  and  I  am  loll  ;  did'ft  thou  not  fes 
His  fullen  eyes?  how  glcomily  they  gkuic'd  : 
He  look'd  not  like  the  Torrifmond  I  lov'd  :  [proceeds  ?  • 
'  Per.  Can  you  not  guefs  from  whence  this  change 
'  Qu.  No  :  cheVs  the  grief,  Terefa  :  O,  Fere/a  ! 
'  Fain  wonld  I  tell  thee  what  I  feel  within, 
'  But  fhame  and  modeily  have  ty'd  my  tongue  ! 
'  Yet,  I  will  tell,  that  thou  may'ft  weep  with  me, 
'  Ho\v  dear,  how  Tweet  his  firft  embraces  were  ? 
«  With  what  a  zeal  he  join'd  his  lips  to  mine  ! 

*  And  fuck'd  my  breath  at  every  word  I  fpoke, 
'  As  if  he  drew  his  infpiratlon  thence  : 

*  While  both  our  fouls  came  upward  to  cur  mouths, 

*  As  neighbouring  monarchs  at  their  borders  meet  : 

'  I  thought :  Oh,  no  ;  'tis  falfe  :  I  could  not  think  : 

*  'Twas  neither  life  nor  death,  but  both'  in  one. 

*  TV. Then  fure his tranfportswere  notlefs  thanyours. 
'  £>u.  More,  more!  for  by  the  high  hung,  tapers  light 

*  .1  cou'ddifcern  his  cheeks  were  glGv.ing'rcd, 

*  His  very  eye-balls  trembled  with  his  love, 

'  And  fparkled  through  their  cafemerits  humid  fires  : 
'  He  figh'd,  and  kifs'd,  breath'd  fhort,  andwou'd  have 
'But  was  too  fierce  to  throw  away  the  time';  [fpoke, 
«  All  hecou'd  fay  was  love  and  Leonora. 

1  Ter.  How  then  can  you  fafpeft  him  loft  fo  foon  ? 

'  Qu.  Lail  night  he  flew  not  with  a  bridegroom's  haite, 
'  Which  eagerly  prevents  th'  appointed  hour  ; 

*  I  told  the  clocks,  and  watch  'd  the  wafting  jight, 
'  And  lillncd  to  each  foftly-treading  ftep, 

*  In  hope  'twas  he  :  but  ttiil  it  was  not  he.' 

At 
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*  At  laft  he  came,  but  with  fuch  alter'd  looks, 

'  So  wild,  fo  ghaftly,  as  if  fome  ghoft  had  met  him  ; 

*  All  pale,  and  fpeechlefs,  he  furvey'd  me  round  1 
'  Then,  with  a  groan,  he  threw  himfelf  in  bed, 

'  But  far  from  me,  as  far  as  he  cou'd  move, 

«  And  figh'd,  tofs'd,  and  turn'd,  but  ftill  from  me. 

'  Ter.  What,  all  the  night  ? 

•  £>u.  Ev'n  all  the  live-long  night. 
«  At  laft  (for,  bluming,  I  muft  tell  thee  all,) 
'  I  prefs'd  his  hand,  and  laid  me  by  his  fide  ; 
«  He  pull'd  it  back,  as  if  he  touch'd  a  ferpent, 

*  With  that  I  burft  into  a  flood  of  tears, 

«  And  afk'd  him  how  I  had  offended  him  ? 

'  He  anfwer'd  nothing  but  with  fighs  and  groans, 

'  So  reftlefs  paft  the  night :  and  at  the  dawn 

*  Leapt  from  the  bed,  and  vanilh'd. 
'  Ter.  Sighs  and  groans, 

'  Palenefs  and  trembling,  all  are  figns  of  love  ; 

*  He  only  fears  to  make  you  mare  his  forrows. 

'  Qu.  I  wifh  'twere  fo :  but  love  ftill  doubts  the  worft ; 
4  My  heavy  heart,  the  prophetefs  of  woes, 
"*  Forebodes  fome  ill  at  hand  :  To  footh  my  fadnefs, 

*  Sing  me  the  fong,  which  poor  Olympia  made, 
«  When  falfe  Birno  left  her. 

'  A     SONG. 

fre-vel,  ungrateful  traitor, 
Fareivel  my  perjurd 'Jkvain  ; 
'  Let  newer  injur* d  creature 

*  Believe  a  man  again, 
'  The  pleafure  of  poQeffing 
'  Surfaces  all  ex fr  effing , 

*  But  'tis  too  Jbcrt  a  bleffingj 

'  And  love  too  long  a  pain. 
1-L. 

*  "Tis  eafy  to  deceive  us, 

'  In  pity  of  your  pain  ; 

*  But  nuhen  ive  love  you  leave  us 
'  To  rail  at  you  in  vain. 

'  Before  iue  have  defcrfd  if, 

*  T&ere  if  no  blifi  bejide  it  ; 

«  Then 
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*  But  Jbe  that  once  has  try*d  it, 

'  Will  new sr  lo<ue  again. 

III. 

c  The  pajfion  you  pretended) 
'  Was  only  to  obtain  ; 

*  Sut  ivhen  the  charm  is  ended, 

'  The  charmer  you  difdain. 
'  Your  lo-~ue  by  our's  -iue  meafure, 

*  'Till  <we  have  loft  our  treafure  ; 

*  Sut  dying  is  a  pleafure, 

*  When  living  is  a  painS 

Re-enter  Torrifmond. 

Tor.  Still  (he  is  here,  and  ftill  I  cannot  fpeak  ; 
But  wander  like  fome  difcontented  ghoft, 
That  oft  appears,  but  is  forbid  to  talk.  [Going  again, 

£>u.  O,  'Torrifmond,  if  yourefolve  my  death, 
You  need  no  more,  but  to  go  hence  again  ; 
Will  you  not  fpeak  ? 

Tor.  I  cannot. 

%u.  Speak  !  oh,  fpeak  ! 
Your  anger  wou'd  be  kinder  than  your  filence. 

«  Tor.  Oh! 

'  Qu.  Do  notfigh,  or  tell  me  why  you  figh. 

'  Tor.  Why  do  I  live,  ye  powers  ? 

'  Qu.  Why  do  I  live,  to  hear  you  fpeak  that  word  ? 

*  Some  black-mouth'd  villain  has  defam'd  my  virtue.' 
'  Tor.  No!  no!  pray  let  me  go. 

•'  £>u.   [Kneeling}  You  fhall  not  go  : 

*  By  all  the  plealures  cf  oar  nuptial  bed, 

'  If  ever  I  was  lov'd,  though  now  I'm  not, 

*  By  thefe  true  tears,  which  from  my  wounded  heart 

*  Bleed  at  my  eyes — » 

<  Tor.  Rile.  , 

'  Qu.  I  will  never  rife, 
'  I  cannot  chufe  a  better  place  to  die. 

'  Tor.  Oh  !  I  wcu'd  fpeak,  but  cannot,    [me  not  1 

'  ^u.  [Rijtng}  Guilt  keeps  you  filent  then  ;  you  love 
«  What  have  I  done  ?  ye  powr'rs,  what  have  I  done  ? 

*  To  fee  my  youth,  my  beauty,  and  my  love, 

D  No 
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No  fooner  gain'd,  but  flighted  and  betray'd  : 
And  like  a  rofe  juft  gather'd  from  the  ftalk, 
But  only  fmelt  and  cheaply  thrown  afide, 
To  wither  on  the  ground.  [paffion. 

'  Ter.  For  heav'n's  fake,  madam,  moderate  your 
'  Qu.  Why  nam'ft  thou  heav'n  ?  there  is  no  heav'n  fer 
Defpair,death,  hell,havefeiz'dmytortur'dfoul:  [me. 
When  I  had  rais'd  his  groveling  'fate  from  ground, 
To  pow'r  and  love,  to  empire  and  to  me  ; 
When  each  embrace  was  dearer  than  the  firft  ; 
Then,  then  to  be  contemn'd  ;  then,  then  thrown  off; 
It  calls  me  old,  and  wither'd,  and  deform'd  [fome  ? 
And  loathfcme  :  Oh  !  what  woman  can  bear  loath-* 
The  turtle  flies  not  from  his  billing  mate  : 
He  bills  the  clofer  ;  but  ungrateful  man, 
Bafe  barbarous  man,  the  more  we  raife  our  love, 
The  more  we  pall,  and  cool,  and  kill  his  ardour. 
Racks,  poifon,  daggers,  rid  me  of  my  life  ; 
J\nd  any  death  is  welcome.' 

Tor.  Be  witnefs  all  ye  pow'rs  that  know  my  heart ; 
I  would  have  kept  the  fatal  fecret  hid, 
But  me  has  conquer'd,  to  her  ruin  conquer'd  : 
Here,  take  this  paper,  read  our  deftinies ; 

*  Yet  do  not ;   but  in  kindnefs  to  yourfelf, 

*  Be  ignorantly  fafe. 

'  £>u>  No !  give  it  me, 

*  Even  though  it  be  the  fentence  of  my  death  :        [us. 

'  7cr.  Then  fee  how  much  unhappy,  love  has  made 

*  O  Leonora  !  Oh  ! 

*  We  two  were  born  when  fullen  planets  reign'dj 
'  When  each  the  other's  influence  oppos'd,  - 

*  And  drew  the  itarsto  factions  at  oar  birth* 
'  Oh!  better,  better  had  it' been  for  us, 

*  That  we  had  never  feen,  or  never  lov'd, 

*  Qu.  There  is  no  faith  in  heav'n,  if  heav'n  fays  fb,; 

*  You  dare  not  give  it. 

'  Tor.  As  unwillingly, 

*  As  I  \vould  reach  out  opium  to  a  friend 

*  Who  lay  in  torture,and  defir'dto  die.'  \_Gi<vesthefaper. 
But  now  you  have  it,  fpare  my  fipht  the  pain 

or 
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Of  feeing  what  a  world  of  tears  it  cofts  you. 
Go,  filently  enjoy  your  part  of  grief, 
And  fhare  the  fad  inheritance  with  me. 

$>y.  I  have  a  thirily  fever  in  my  foul, 
Give  me  but  prefent  eafe,  and  let  me  die. 

[Exeunt  Queen  ^»^Terefa. 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord  ;  the  city-bands  are  up, 
Drums  beating,  colours  flying,  Ihouts  confus'd ; 
All  cluft'ring  in  aheap,  like  fwarming  hives, 
And  rifing  in  a  moment. 

Tor.  With  defign 

To  punifh  Bert  ran,  and  revenge  the  king, 
'Twas  order'd  fo. 

Lor.  Then  you're  betray'd,  my  lord. 
'Tis  true,  they  block  the  caftle  kept  by  Bertratt, 
But  now  they  cry,  down  with  the  palace,  fire  it, 
Pull  out  th'  ufurping  queen. 

Tor.  The  queen,  Lorenzo  !  duril  they  name  the  queen? 

Lor.  If  railing  and  reproaching  be  to  name  her. 

Tor.  O  facrilege  !  fay  quickly  who  commands 
This  vile  blafpheming  rout  ? 

Lor.  I'm  loth  to  tell  you, 
But  both  our  fathers  thruft  'em  headlong  on, 
And  bear  down  all  before  'em. 

Tor.  Death  and  hell ! 
Somewhat  muft  be  refolv'd,  and  fpeedily. 
How  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lorenzo  !  dar'ft  thou  be 
A  friend,  and  once  forget  thou  art  a  fon, 
To  help  me  fave  the  queen  ? 

Lor.  [AJide\  Let  me  confider  : 
Bear  arms  againft  my  father  ?  he  begat  me  ; 
That's  true  ;  but  for  whofe  fake  did  he  beget  me  ? 
For  his  own,  fure  enough  :  for  me  he  knew  not. 
Oh  !  but  fays  confcience  :  Fly  in  nature's  face  f 
But  how,  if  nature  fly  in  my  face  fird  ? 
Then  nature's  the,aggreflbr  :  Let  her  look  to't— — 

He  gave  me  life,  and  he  may  take  it  back  : 

No,  that's  boy's  play,  fay  I. 

'TJS  policy  for  fon  and  father  to  take  different  fides : 

D  z  for 
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For  then,  lands  and  tenements  commit  no  treafon. 

To  Tor.]  Sir,  upon  mature  confideration,  I  have 
found  my  father  to  be  little  better  than  a  rebel,  and 
therefore,  I'll  do  my  beft  to  fecure  him,  for  your  fake  : 
in  hope,  you  may  fecure  him  hereafter  for  my  fake. 

.Tor.  Put  on  thy  utmoft  fpeetf  to  head  die  troops, 
Which  every  moment  I  expedt  t'arrive  :     * 
Proclaim  me,  as  I  am,  the  lawful  king  : 
1  need  rot  caution  thee  for  Raymond's  life, 
Though  I  no  more  muft  call  him  father  now. 

*  Lor.  \_Afide. ~\  How  !  not  call  him  father  ?  I  fee  pre- 
ferment ahers  a  man  itrangely,  this  may  ferve  me  for 
a  ufeof  inftruftion,  to  call  off  my  father  when  I  am 
great.       Methought  too,  he  call'd  himfelf  the  law- 
lui  kine,  intimating  fweetly,    that   he  knows  what's 
wh.it  w^th  our  fovereign  lady  :   Well,  if  I  rout  my  fa- 
ther, as  I  hope  in  Heaven  I  mail,  I  am  in  a  fair  way 
to  be  a  prince  of  the  blood.     Farewel,  general ;  I'll 
bring  up  ihofe  that  (hall  try  what  mettle  there  is  in 
crar.ge-tawny.  [Exit. 

Tor.    \At  the  door.]    Hafte   there,   command   the 
guards  be  all  drawn  up 

Before  the  palace  gate By  Heaven,  I'll  face 

This  tempeil,  and  deferve  the  name  of  king. 
O  Leoncra,  beauteous  in  thy  crimes, 
Never  were  hell  and  Heaven  fo  match'd  before  ! 
Look  upward,  fair,  but  as  thou  look'ft  on  me  ; 
Then  all  the  bleft  will  beg,  that  thou  may'ft  live, 
And  even  my  father's  ghoft  his  death  forgive. '  [Exit* 

'SCENE     the    Palace-Yard. 
'  Drums  and  trumpets  within. 

*  Enter  Raymond,  Alphonfo,  Pedro,  and  their  party. 

'  Raym.  Now,  valiant  citizens,  the  time  is  come, 
'  To  ftiow  our  courage,  and  your  loyalty  : 
'  You  have  a  prince  of  Sancbo's  royal  blood, 

*  The  darling  of  the  Heav'ns,  and  joy  of  earth  : 

'   V*  hen  he's  prcduc'd,  as  foon  he  mall,  among  you  ; 
'  Speak,  what  will  you  adventure  to  refeat  him 

*  Upon  his  father's  throne? 

'  Oma. 
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*  Omn.  Our  lives  and  fortunes. 
'  Raym.  What  then  remains  to  perfedl  our  fuccefs, 
'But  o'er  the  tyrant  guards  to  force  our  way  ? 
'  Omn.  Lead  on,  lead  on. 

'   [Drums  and  trumpets  on  the  other  Jide* 
'  Enter  Torrifmond  r.nd  his  party  :  as  they  are  going 

'  tofekt,  hefpeaks. 

'  'Tor.   [(To  his.~\  Hold,  hold  your  arms. 
'  Raym.  [To  his.}  Retire.   What  means  this  paufe  ? 
'  Ped.  Peace  :  nature  works  within  them. 

'  [Torr.  and  Raym.  go  apart. 
'  Tor.  How  comes  it,  good  old  man,  that  we  too  meet 
'  On  thefe  harfh  terms  !  thou  very  reverend  rebel  ? 
'  Thou  venerable  traitor,  in  whofe  face 
1  And  hoary  hairs  treafon  is  fanctified  : 
'  And  fin's  black  dye  feems  blanch'd  by  age  to  virtue. 

'  Raym.  What  treafon  is  it  to  redeem  my  king, 
'  And  to  reform  the  ftate  ? 

1  Tor.  Thai's  a  ftale  cheat : 
1  The  primitive  rebel,  Lucifer,  firft  us'd  it, 
And  was  the  firil  reformer  of  the  flues. 
'  Raym.   What,  if  1  fee  my  prince  miilake  a  poifon, 
Call  it  a  cordial :  am  I  theiv-a  traitor, 
Becaufe  I  hold  his  hand,  or  break  the  glafs  ? 
'  Tor  Howdar'ft  thou  ferve  thy'kiug  againft  hiswill  ? 
*  Raym.  Becaufe  'tis  then  the  only  time  to  ferve  him, 
'  Tor.  I  take  the  blame  of  all  upon  myfelf, 
Djfcharge  thy  »veight  on  me. 
'   Raym.   O,  never,  never  ! 
Why,  'tis  to  leave  a  fhip  tofs'd  in  a  tempeft 
Without  the  pilot's  care. 
'  Tor.  I'll  pnnijh'd  thee, 
By  Heav'n,  I  will,  as  I  wou'dpunifti  rebels, 
Thou  ftubborn  loyal  man. 
'  Raym.  Firll  let  me  fee 

Her  punifh'd  who  miHeads  you  from  your  fame. 
Then  burn  me,  hack  me,  hew  me  iivto  pieces, 
And  I  (hall  die  well  pleas'd. 

'  Tor.  Proclaim  my  title,  [malt  flill 

To  fave  U*'  cj"ufion  of  my  fubjedts  blood,  and  thou 

E>  3  '•  B« 
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«  Be  as  my  fofter-father  near  my  breaft, 
1  And  next  my  Leonora. 

'  Raym.  That  word  ftabs  me, 

*  You  lhall  be  ftill  plain  Torrifmond  with  me, 

*  Th'  abetter,  partner,  (if  you  like  that  name) 
'  The  hufband  of  a  tyrant,  but  no  king  ; 

'  Till  you  deferve  that  title  by  your  juftice. 

4  Tor.  Then,  farewell  pity,  I  will  be  obey'd. 
«  [To  the  people.  ~\  Hear,  you  miftaken  men,  whofeloy- 
4  Runs  headlong  into  treafon  :  fee  your  prince,  [alty 
'  In  me  behold  your  murder'd  Sancho's  fon  ; 
«  Difmifs  your  arms ;  and  I  forgive  your  crimes,  [loofe 

4  Raym.  Believe  him  not ;  he  raves  ;  his  words  are 

*  As  heaps  of  fand,  and  fcattering,  wide  from  fenfe. 

*  You  fee  he  knows  not  me,  his  natural  father  ; 
•But  aiming  to  poffefs  th'  ufurping  queen, 

*  So  high  he's  mounted  in  his  airy  hopes, 
4  That  now  the  wind  is  got  into  his  head, 
'  And  turns  his  brains  to  frenzy. 

'  Tor.  Hear  me  yet,  I  am  • 

'  Raym.  Fall  on,  and  hear  him  not : 

*  But  ipare  his  perfon  for  his  father's  fake. 

4  Fed.  Let  "me  come,  if  he  be  mad,  I  have  that 
4  {hall  cure  him,  there's  not  a  furgeon  in  all  Aragon 
4  has  fo  much  dexterity  as  I  have  at  breathing  of  the 

*  temple-vein. 

'  Ti er.~  My  right  for  me  ! 
4  Rajjti.   Our  liberty  for  us  ! 

'  Orr.n.  Liberty,  liberty !  [As  they  are  ready  tofght. 
4  Enter  Lorenzo  and  bis  party. 

*  Lcr.  On  forfeit  of  your  lives,  lay  down  your  .arms. 
4  Alpb.  How,  rebel,  art  thou  there  ? 

4  Lor.  Take  your  rebel  back  again,  father  mine. 
The  beaten  party  are  rebels  to  the  conquerors.  I 
have  been  at  hard-head  with  you  butting  citizens  ;  I 
have  routed  your  herd  ;  I  have  difperft  them  ;  and 
now  they  are  retreated  quietly,  from  their  extraor- 
dinary vocation  of  fighting  in  the  ftreets,  to  their 
ordinary  vocation  of  cozening  in  their  fhops. 

*  Tor.  [to  Raym.]  You  fee  'tis  vain  contending  with 
Acknowledge  what  I  am.  [the  truth. 

'  Raym, 
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*  Raym.  You  are  my  king :  wou'd  you  wou'd  be 
'  But  by  a  fatal  fondnefs,  you  betray        [your  own  ; 

*  Your  fame  and  glory  to  th'  ufurper's  bed  : 

*  Enjoy  the  fruits  of  blood  and  parricide. 

'  Take  your  own  crown  from  Leonora's  gift, 

*  And  hug  your  father's  murderer  in  your  arms.. 

'  Enter  Queen,  Terefa,  and  woman. 
1  Alpb,  No  more  :  behold  the  queen. 
:    *  Raym.  Behold  the  bafilifk  of  T'orrtfmond, 

*  That  kills  him  with  her  eyes.     I  will  fpeak  on, 

*  My  life  is  of  no  further  ufe  to  me  : 

'  I  would  have  chaffer'd  it  before  for  vengence  : 
'  Now  let  it  go  for  failing. 

*  Tor.  \_Afide. "\  My  heart  fmks  in  me  while  I  hear 
'  And  every  flack'd  fibre  drops  its  hold,     [him  fpeak, 
'  Like  nature  letting  down  the  fprings  of  life  : 

'  So  much  the  name  of  father  awes  me  IH11. 

*  Send  oft"  the  crowd :  for  you,  now  I  have  conquer'd, 
'  I  can  hear  with  honour  your  demands.     .     .     •  ,.  •   • 

'  Lor.  to  Alpb.  Now,  fir,  who  proves  the  traitor  ? 
'  My  confcience  is  true  to  me,  it  always  whifpers  right 
«  When  I  have  my  regiment  to  back  it. 

\Exeunt  omnes,  prater  Torr.  Raym.  tf#*/Leon. 

'  Tor.  O  Leonora,  what  can  love  do  more  ? 
'  I  have  oppos'd  your  ill  fate  to  the  utmtift  : 
'  Combated  Heav'n  and  earth  to  keep  you  mine  : 

*  And  yet  at  laft  that  tyrant,.  Juflice  !  oh 

'  £>u.  'Tis  paft,  'tis  paft  :  and  love  is  ours  no  more  : 
'  Yet  I  complain  net  of  the  powers  above  ; 

*  They  made  m'a  mifer's  feait  of  happinefs, 
'  And  cou'd  not  furnim  out  another  rneal. 

'  Now,  by  yon'  ftars,  by  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  men  ; 

'  By  all  my  foes  at  once  ;  I  iwear  my  Torrifmond, 

'  That  to  have  had  you  mine  for  one  fhort  day,. 

'  Has  cancel'd  half  my  mighty  Aim  of  woes  : 

*  Say  but  you  hate  me  not. 

'  Tor.  I  cannot  hate  you. 

'  Raym.   Can, you  not  ?  fay  that  once  more  ; 
.'  That  all  the  faints  may  witneis  it  againft  you. 

'  Qu.   Cruel  Raymond  ! 
'  Can  he  not  punifh  me,  but  hftmuft  hate  ? 

'  O!  'tis 
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*  O !  'tis  not  juftice,  but  a  brutal  rage. 

'  Which  hates  th'  offender's  perfon  with  his  crimes  i 

*  I  have  enough  to  overwhelm  one  woman, 
'  To  lofe  a  crown  and  lover  in  a  day : 

*  Let  pity  lend  a  tear  when  rigour  ftrikes. 

'  Raym.  Then,  then  you  mould  have  thought  of 

*  When  virtue,  majefty,  and  hoary  age  [tears  and  pity, 

*  Pleaded  for  Sancho's  life. 

'  Qu.  My  future  days  lhall  be  one  whole  contrition  : 

*  A  chapel  will  I  build  with  large  endowment, 
'  Where  every  day  an  hundred  aged  men 

*  Shall  all  hold  up  their  wither'd  hands  to  Heaven, 
'  To  pardon  Sancho's  death. 

'  Tar.  See,  Raymond,  fee  ;  me  makes  a  large  amends : 
'  Sancho  is  dead :   no  punifhment  of  her 
'  Can  raife  his  cold  ftiff  limbs  from  the  dark  grave; 
'  Nor  can  his  blefTed  foul  look  down  from  Heaven  ; 
'  Or  break  th'  eternal  fabbath  of  his  reft, 

*  To  fee,  with  joy,  her  miferies  on  earth. 

'  Raym.  Heaven  may  forgive  a  crime  to  penitence, 

*  For  Heaven  can  judge  if  penitence  be  true  ; 

'  B  ut  man  who  knows  not  hearts,  mould  make  examples : 

*  Which,  like  a  warning-piece,  muft  be  (hot  off, 
'  To  fright  the  reft  from  crimes. 

'  £>u.  Had  I  but  known  that  Sancbo  was  his  father, 
'  I  would  have  pour'd  a  deluge  of  my  blood 
4  To  fave  one  drop  of  his. 

'  Tor.  Mark  that,  inexorable  Raymond,  mark! 
'  'Twas  fatal  ignorance  that  caus'd  his  death. 

4  Raym.  What,  if  Ihe  did  not  know  he  was  your  father? 
'  She  knew  he  was- a  man,  thebeftofmen, 
«  Heaven's  image  double-ftamp'd,  as  man  and  king. 

'  £>u.  He  was,  he  was,  ev'n  more  than  you  can  fay, 

*  But  yet 

'  Raym.  But  yet  you  barbaroufly  murder'd  him. 
'  £>u.  He  will  not  hear  me  out ! 
'  Tor.  Was  ever  criminal  forbid  to  plead? 
'  Curb  your  ill-manner' d  zeal. 
4  Raym.  Sing  to  him,  Syren; 

*  For  I  lhall  flop  my  ears :  now  mince  the  fin, 

*  And  mollify  damnation  wich  a  phrafe ; 

'Say 
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'  Say  you  confented  not  to  Sandals  death, 

'  But  barely  not  forbade  it. 

'  ^a.  Hard-hearted  man,  I  yield  my  guilty  caafe  ; 

'  But  all  my  guilt  was  caus'd  by  too  much  love. 

'  Had  I,  for  jealoufy  of  empire,  fought 

'  Good  S  anchors  death,  Saucho  had  dy'd  before. 

1  'Twas  always  in  my  power  to  take  his  life : 

'  But  intereft  never  could  my  confcience  blind, 

'  'Till  love  had  call  a  mift  before  my  eyes; 

*  And  made  me  think  his  death  the  only  means 
-*  Which  could  fecure  my  throne  to  Torrifmend.' 

1  Tor.  Never  was  fatal  mifchief  meant  fo  kind, 
'  For  all  fhe  gave  has  taken  all  away. 

*  Malicious  pow'rs  !  is  this  to  be  reftor'd? 

'  'Tis  to  be  worfe  depos'd  than  Sancho  was. 

'  Raym.  Heaven  has  reftor'd  you,  you  depofeyourfelf: 

*  Oh  !  when  young  kings  begin  with  fcorn  of  juftic^» 
' .  They  make  an  omen  to  their  after  reign, 

'.And  blot  their  annals  in  the  foremoft  page. 

'  Tor.  No  more  j  left  you  be  made  the  firil  example, 

*  To  mow.  how  I  can  punim.' 
1  Raym.  Once  again : 

'  Let  her  be  made  your  father's  facrifice, 

*  And  after  make  me  hers. 
'  'Tor.  Condemn  a  wife  ! 

*  That  were  t'atone  for  parricide  with  murder ! 

*  Raym.  Then  let  her  be  divorc'd !  we'll  be  content 

*  With  that  poor  fcanty  juftice:  let  her  part,  [of  love. 

'  Tor.  Divorce  I  that's  worfe  than  death,  'tis  death 
'  3>u.  The  foul  and  body  part  not  with  fuch  pain, 
'  As  I  from  you:  but  yet  'tis  juft,  my  lord  : 
'  I  am  th'  accurft  of  Heaven,  die  hate  of  earth, 
'  Your  fubjeds  deteftation,  and  your  ruin  : 
' .  And  therefore  fix  this  doom  upon  myfelf.' 

*  Tor.  Heav'n  !  can  you  wifh  it  ?  to  be  mine  no  more? 
4  Qu.  Yes,  I  can  wifh  it,  as  the  deareil  proof, 

*  And  laft  that  I  can  make  you  of  my  love. 

*  To  leave  you  bleft,  I  would  be  more  accurft 

*  Than  death  can  make  me ;  for  death  ends  our  woes, 
«   And  the  kind  grave  fhuts  up  the  mournful  fcene  : 

'  But  I  would  live  without  you;  to  be  wretched  long: 

1  And 
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'  And  hoard  up  every  moment  of  my  life, 
'  To  lengthen  out  the  payment  oFmy  tears, 
«  Till  ev'n  fierce  Raymond,  at  the  laft  Iball  fay, 
'  Now  let  her  die  for  (he  has  griev'd  enough, 

*  for.  Hear  this,  hear  this,thou  tribune  of  the  people: 

*  Thou  zealous,  publick  blood-hound  hear,  and  melt. 
'  Raym.  [d/ide.~]  I  could  cry  now,   my  eyes  grow 

*  But  yet  my  heart  holds  out.  {Vomaniib, 

'  Qu.  Some  folitary  cloyfter  will  I  chufe, 
'  And  there  with  holy  virgins  live  immur'd  : 

*  Coarfe  my  attire,  and  ftort  (hall  be  my  fleep, 
'   Broke  by  the  melancholy  midnight-bell : 

'  Now,  Raymond,  now  be  fatisfy'dat  laft, 
'  Failing  and  tears,  and  penitence  and  prayer, 
'  Shall  do  dead  Sancho  juftice  every  hour. 
'  Raym.[jijide]}ly  your  leave,  manhood!  \Wiftikiityti 

*  'for.  He  weeps,  now  he  is  vanquiih'd. 

'  Raym.  No  !   'tis  a  fait  rheum  that  fcalds  my  eyes. 
'  Qu,  If  he  were  vanquiih'd,  I  am  ftill  unconquer'd* 

*  I'll  leave  you  in  the  height  of  all  my  love, 
'  Ev'n  when  my  heart  is  beating  out  its  way, 
'  And  ftruggles  to  you  molt. 

*  Farewel,  a  laft  farewell  my  dear,  dear  lord, 

*  Remember  me;  fpeak,  Raymond,  will  you  let  him ? 
'  Shall  he  remember  Leonora's  love, 

'  And  fhed  a  parting  tear  to  her  misfortunes  ? 

'  Raym.  \_Almoft  cry  ing. ~\  Yes,  yes,  he  mail;  pray  go. 

*  for.  Now,   by   my  foul,  flic  mall  not  go:  why 
'  Her  every  tear  is  worth  a  father's  life  ;       [Raymond t 
f  Come  to  my  arms,  come,  my  fair  penitent, 

*  Let  us  not  think  what  future  ills  may  fall, 

*  But  drink  deep  draughts  of  love,  and  lofe  'em  all. 

[Exit.   Tor.   *uuitb  the  queen. 
'  Raym.  No  matter  yet,  he  has  my  hook  within  him. 

*  Now  let  him  frifk  and  flounce,  and  run  and  roll, 
'  And  think  to  break  his  hold:   he  toils  in  vain. 

'  This  love,  the  bait  he  gorg'd  fo  greedily, 

'  Will  make  him  fick,  and  then  I  have  him  fure. 

'  Enter  Alphonfo  and  Pedro. 

'  Apb.  Brother,  there's  news  from  Bert  ran ;  he  defires 
'  Admittance  to  the  king,  and  cries  aloud, 

This 
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*  This  day  fhall  end  our  fears  of  civil  war : 

'  For  his  fafe  condudl  he  entreats  your  presence, 
'  And  begs  you  would  be  fpeedy. 
'  Raym.  Though  I  loath 

*  The  traitor's  fight,  I'll  go  :  attend  us  here.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Gomez,  Elvira,  Dominick,  'with  Officers  to 

make  the  ft  age  as  full  as  pojjible. 

Ped.  Why,  how  now,  Gomez;  what  mak'ft  thou 
here  with  a  whole  brcther-hood  of  city-bailiffs  ?  Why, 
thou  lookeft  like  Adam  in  Paradife,  with  his  guard  of 
beafts  about  him. 

Gom.  Ay,  and  a  man  had  need  of  them,  Don  Pedro  : 
for  here  are  the  two  old  feducers,  a  wife  and  a  priell, 
that's  Eve  and  the  ferpent,  at  my  elbow. 

Dom.  Take  notice  how  uncharitably  he  talks  of 
churchmen. 

G'om.  Indeed  you  are  a  char!  table  belfwagger:  my  wife 
cry'd  out  fire,  fire  ;  and  you  brought  out  your  church 
buckets,  and  call'd  for  engines  to  play  againic  it. 

Alph.  I  am  forry  you  are  come  hither  to  accufe  your 
wife,  her  education  has  been  virtuous,  her  nature  mild 
and  eafy. 

Gom.  Yes !  fhe's  eafy  with  a  vengeance,  tRere's  a 
certain  colonel  has  found  her  fo. 

Alph.  She  came  a  fpotlefs  virgin  to  your  bed. 

Gom.  And  fhe's  a  fpotlefs  virgin  ftill  for  me — fhe's  ne- 
ver the  worfe  for  my  wearing,  I'll  take  my  oath  on't : 
I  have  liv'd  with  her  with  all  the  innocence  of  a  man 
of  threefcore  ;  like  a  peaceable  bedfellow  as  I  am. — 

Eh>.  Indeed,  fir,  I  have  no  reafon  to  complain  (if 
him  for  diflurbing  of  my  fleep. 

Dom.  A  fine  commendation  you  havegi^enyourfelfj 
the  church  did  not  marry  you  for  that. 

Ped.  Come,  come,  your  grievances,  your  grievances. 

Dom.  Why  noble  fir,  I'll  tell  you. 

Gom.  Peace,  fryar!  and  let  me  fpeak  firft.  I  am 
the  plaintiff.  Sure  you  think  you  are  in  the  pulpit, 
where  you  preach  by  hours. 

Dom.  And  you  edify  by  minutes. 

Gom.  Where  you  make  dodlrines  for  the  people,  and 
ufes  and  applications  for  yourfelves, 

PeJ. 
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Ped.  Gomez,  give  way  to  the  old  gentleman  in  black. 

Com.  No  !  the  t'other  old  gentleman  in  black  (hall 
take  me  if  I  do;  I  will  fpeak  tirft  !  nay,  I  will,  fryar, 
for  all  your  <verbum  facer  dotis,  I'll  fpeak  truth  in  few 
words,  and  then  you  may  come  afterwards,  and  lye  by 
the  clock  as  you  ufe  to  do.  For,  let  me  tell  you,  gentle- 
men, he  (hall  lie  and  forefwear  himfelf  with  any  fryar  in 
all  Spain  :  that's  a  bold  word  now. 

Dom.  Let  him  alone  ;  let  him  alone  :  I  mall  fetch 
him  back  with  a  circum-bendibus,  I  warrant  him. 

Alpb.  Well,  what  have  you  to  fay  againft  your  wife, 
Gomez  ? 

Com.  Why,  I  fay,  in  the  firft  place,  that  I  and  all 
men  are  married  for  our  fins,  and  that  our  wives  are  a 
judgment ;  that  a  bachelor-cobler  is  a  happier  man 
than  a  prince  in  wedlock  ;  that  we  are  all  vifited  with 
a  houfliold  plague,  and,  Lcrdba<ve  mercy  upon  us  mould 
be  written  on  all  our  doors. 

Dom.  Now  he  reviles  marriage,  '  which  is  one  of  the 
'  feven  blefled  facraments.' 

Gom.  'Tis  liker  one  of  feven  deadly  fins :  but  make 
your  beft  on't,  I  care  not ;  'tis  but  binding  a  man  neck 
and  heels  for  all  that !  But,  as  for  my  wife,  that  croco- 
dile ofNilus,  me  has  wickedly  and  traiteroufly  confpir'd 
the  cuckoldom  of  me  her  anointed  fovereign  lord?  and 
with  the  help  of  the  aforefaid  fryar,  whom  heaven 
confound,  and  with  the  limbs  of  one  colonol  Hernando, 
cuckold-maker  of  this  city,  devilifhly  contriv'd  to  iteal 
herfelf  away,  and  under  her  arm  felonioufly  to  bear 
one  caflcet  of  diamonds,  pearls  and  other  jewels,  to 
the  value  of  30000  piftoles.  Guilty,  or  not  guilty  j 
how  fay'ft  thou  culprit  ? 

Dom.  Falfe  and  fcandalous  !  Give  me  the  book.  I'll 
take  rny  corporal  oath  point-blank  againft  every  parti- 
cular of  this  charge. 

E/-v.  And  fo  will  I. 

Dom.  As  I  was.  walking  in  the  ftreets,  telling  my 
beads  and  praying  to  myfelf,  according  to  my  ufual 
cnftcm,  I  heard  a  foul  out-cry  before  Gomez  his  pcrtal ; 
and  his  wife,  my  penitent,  making  doleful  lamenta- 
tions ;  thereupon,  making  what  haite  my  limbs  would 

fof&f 
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fufter  me,  that  are  crippled  with  often  kneeling,  I  faw 
him  fpurning  and  fifting  her  moft  unmercifully ;  where- 
upon, ufing  Chriftian  arguments  with  him  to  deitft,  he 
fell  violently  upon  me,  without  refpe£l  to  my  facerdo- 
fal  orders,  pum'd  me  from  him,  and  turn'd  me  about 
with  a  finger  and  a  thumb,  juft  as  a  man  would  fet 
up  a  top.  Mercy,  quoth  I.  Damme,  quoth  he.  And 
ftill  continued  labouring  me,  'till  a  good-minded  colo- 
nel came  by,  whom,  as  Heaven  fhall  fave  me,  I  had 
never  feen  before. 

Com.  O  Lord !  O  Lord ! 

Dom.  Ay,  and  O  lady  !  O  lady  too  !  I  redouble  my 
oath,  I  had  never  feen  him.  Well,  this  noble  colonel, 
like  a  true  gentleman,  was  for  taking  the  weaker  part 
you  may  be  fure— whereupon  this  Gomez  flew  upon  him 
like  a  dragon,  got  him  down,  the  devil  being  ftrong  iri 
him,  aadgave  him  baftinado  upon  baftinado,  and  buffet 
upon  buftet,  which  the  poor  meek  colonel,  being  pro- 
firate,  fuffered  with  a  moft  Chriftian  patience. 

Gom.  Who  ?  he  meek  ?  I'm  fure  I  quake  at  the  very 
thought  of  him ;  why,  he's  a.«  fierce  as  Rhodomont,  he 
made  a/Fault  and  battery  upon  my  perfon,  beat  me  into 
all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow.  And  every  word  this 
abominable  prieft  has  utter'd  is  as  falfe  as  the  Alcoran. 
But  if  you  want  a  thorough-pac'd  lyar  that  will  fwear 
through  thick  and  thin,  commend  me  to  a  fryar. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  who  comes  behind  the  company,  andjlandi 

at  hii father's  back  unfeen,  onier-againjl  Gomez. 
Lor.  [Afide.]  How  now !  What's  here  to  do  ?  mycaufe 
a  trying,  as  I  live,  and  that  before  my  own  father  :  n<M 
fourfcore  take  him  for  an  old  bawdy  magiftrate,  *  that 
'  ftands  like  the  pidture  of  madam  Juftice,  with  a  pair 
*  of  fcales  in  his  hand,  to  weigh  lechery  t>y  ounces.' 

Alph  Well — but  all  this  while,  who  is  this  colonel 
Hernundo  ? 

Gom.  He's  the  firlt-begotten  of  Beelzebub,  with  a 
face  as  terrible  as  Demogorgan. 

[Lorenzo  peeps  over  AlponfoV  head,  and  flares 

at  Gomez. 
No  !  I  lye,  I  lye  : 

E  He's 
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He's  a  very  proper  handfcme  fellow  !  well  proportion- 
ed, and  clean  /hap'd,  with  a  face  like  a  chernbin. 

Fed.  What,  backward  and  forward.  Gomez  ?  dolt 
thou  hunt  counter? 

Alph.  Had  :his  colonel  any  former  defign  upon  your 
wife  ?  for,  if  that  be  prov'd,  ycu  {hail  have  juftice. 

Gem.  [Afide.~\  Now  I  dare  fpeak;  let  him  look  as 
dreadful  as  he  will.  I  fay,  fir,  and  will  prove  it,  that 
he  had  a  lewd  defign  upon  her  body,  and  attempted  to 
corrupt  her  honefry. 

[Lor.  lifts  up  hisfj}  clench' d  at  him. 
I  confefs  my  wife  was  as  willing — as  liimfelf ;  and,  I 
believe,  'twas  fhe  corrupted  him  ;  for  I  have  known  him, 
formerly  a  very  civil  and  modeft  perfon. 

El-v.  You  fee,  fir,  he  contradicts  himfelf  at  every 
word  :  he's  plainly  mad. 

A'ph.  Speak  boldly,  man  !  and  fay  what  thoa  wilt 
ftand  by  :  "did  he  flrike  thee  ? 

Goiu.  I  will  fpeak  boldly  :  he  flruckme  on  the  face 
before  my  own  thremold,  <hat  the  very  walls  cry'd 
fhame  on  him.  [Lor.  holds  up  again. 

'Tis  true,  I  gave  him  provocation,  for  the  man's  a* 
peaceable  a  gentleman  as  any  is  in  all  Spain. 

Dom.  Now  the  truth  comes  out,  in  fpight  of  him. 
Fed.  I  believe  the  fryr.r  has  bawitch'd  him, 
Alpb.  For  my  part,  I  fee  no  •„ ;  on^  that  has  been 
offer 'd  him. 

Gam.  How  ?  no  wrong  ?  why,  he  raviflrd  me  with 
the  help  of  two  foldiers,  carried  me  away  <vi  iff  armis, 
and  would  have  put  me  into  a  plct  againft  the  govern- 
ment. [Lcr.  holds  up  again. 
I  confefs,  I  never  could  endure  the  government,  becaufe 
it  was  tyrannical  :  but  my  fides  and  fnoulders  are  black 
and  blue,  as  I  can  ftrip  and  fliew  the  marks  of  'em. 

[Lor.  again. 

But  that  might  happen  too  by  a  fail  that  I  get  yeiter- 
day  upon  the  pebbles.  [All  laugh. 

Dom.  Frefh  ftraw,  and  a  dark  chamber :  a  moft 
maniieit  judgment,  there  never  comes  better  of  railing 
agaiuil  the  church. 

Gem.  Why,  what  will  you  have  me  fay  ?  I  think 

you'll 
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you'll  make  me  mad :  truth  has  been  at  my  tongue's 
end  this  half  hour,  and  I  have  not  power  to  bring  it, 
out,  for  fear  of  this  bloody-minded  colonel. 

Alph.  What  colonel  ? 

Gom.  Why,  my  colonel :  I  mean,  my  wife's  colonel, 
that  appears  there  to  me  like  my  Malus  Genius,  and 
terrifies  me. 

Alpb.  [Turning.']  Now  you  are  mad  indeed,  Gomex ; 
this  is  my  fon  Lorenzo. 

Corn.  How?  your  fon  Lorenzo!  it  is  impoffible. 

Alph.  As  true  as  your  wife  Elvira,  is  my  daughter, 

Lor.  What,  have  I  taken  all  this  pains  about  a  fitter  ? 

Gom.  No,  you  have  taken  fome  about  me :  I  am 
fure,  if  you  are  her  brother,  my  fides  can  fhew  the 
tokens  of  our  alliance. 

Alph.  to  Lor.  You  know  I  put  your  fifter  into  a  nun- 
nery, with  a  ftrift  command  not  to  fee  you,  for  fear 
you  ihould  have  wrought  upon  her  to  have  taken  the 
habit,  which  was  never  my  intention  :  and  confequent- 
ly,  I  married  her  without  your  knowledge,  that  it  might 
not  be  in  your  power  to  prevent  it. 

EI--V.  You  fee,  brother,  Ihadanaturalaffeftion  to  you. 

Lor.  What  a  delicious  harlot  have  I  loft  !  Now,  pox 
upon  me,  for  being  fo  near  a-kin  to  thee. 

El<v.  However,  we  are  both  beholden  to  fryar  Domi- 
mck,^  '  the  church  is  an  indulgent  mother,  fue  never 
*  fails  to  do  her  part.' 

Dam.  Heaven  !  what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Gom.  Why,  you  are  not  alike  to  trouble  Heaven ; 
thofe  fat  guts  were  never  made  for  mounting. 

Lor.  I  mall  make  bold  to  difburden  him  of  my  hun- 
dred pifloles,  to  make  him  the  lighter  for  his  journey  : 
indeed  'tis  partly  out  of  confcience,  that  I  may  not  be 
acceflary  to  his  breaking  his  vow  of  poverty. 

Alph.  I  have  no  fecular  power  to  reward  the  pains 
you  have  taken  with  my  daughter  :  but  I  lhall  do  it  by 
proxy,  fryar :  your  biihop's  my  friend,  and  'tis  too 
honeft,  to  let  fuch  as  you  infedl  a  cloyfter. 

Gom.  Ay,  do  father-in-law,  let  him  be  ftript  of  his 

habit,  and  diforder'd 1  would  fain  fee  him  walk 

ia  quirpo,  like  a  cas'd  rabbet,  without  his  holy  furr 
£  2  upon 


S3        THE    SPANISH    FRYAR. 

upon  his  back,  that  the  world  may  once  behold  the  in-. 
fide  of  a  fryar. 

'  Dom.  Farevvel,  kind  gentlemen :  I  give  you  all 
'  my  blefling  before  I  go.' 

*  May  your  fitters,  wives  and  daughters,  be  fo  naturally 
'  lewd,  that  they  may  have  no  occafion  for  a  devil  to 
'  tempt,  or  a  fryar  to  pimp  for  'em.' 

\Exit.  with  a  rabble  pujhing  him. 
Enter  Torrifmond,  Leonora,  Bertran,  Raymond, 

Terefa,  fcfr. 

'Tor.  He  lives !  he  lives !  my  royal  father  lives ! 
Let  every  one  partake  the  general  joy. 
Some  angel  with  a  golden  trumpet  found, 
King  Sancbo  lives !  and  let  the  echoing  fkies 
From  pole  to  pole  refound,  king  Sancbo  lives ! 

0  Bertran,  oh !  no  more  my  foe,  but  brother  : 
One  aft  like  this  blots  out  a  thoufand  crimes. 

Bert.  Bad  men,  when, 'tis  theirintereft,  may  do  good: 

1  mull  confefs,  I  counfel'd  Sancbo's  murder: 
And  urg'd  the  queen  by  fpecious  arguments  : 
But  (till,  fufpefting  that  her  love  was  chang'd, 
I  fpread  abroad  the  rumour  of  his  death, 

To  found  the  very  foul  of  her  defigns  : 
Th*  event  you  know  was  anfwering  to  my  fears : 
She  threw  the  odium  of  the  faft  on  me, 
And  publickly  avow'd  her  love  to  you. 

Raym.  Heaven  guided  all  to  fave  the  innocent. 

Bert.  I  plead  no  merit,  but  a  bare  forgivenefs. 

'Tor.  Not  only  that,  but  favour  :  Sancbo's  life, 
Whether  by  virtue  or  defign  preferv'd, 
Claims  all  within  my  power. 

£>u.  My  prayers  are  heard  ; 
And  I  have  nothing  farther  to  defire, 
But  Sancho' &  leave  to  authorize  our  marriage. 

Tor.  Oh  !  fear  not  him  !  pity  and  he  are  one  ; 
So  merciful  a  king  did  never  live  ; 
Loth  to  revenge,  and  eafy  to  forgive  : 
But  let  the  bold  confpirator  beware, 
For  Heaven  makes  princes  its  peculiar  care. 

\Exeunt  omnts. 

EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE. 

By  a  Friend  of  the  AUTHOR. 

rT^Heris  none,  Fmfure,  who  is  a  friend  to  love, 

Put  "Will  our  fryar's  cbara&er  approve  : 
'Tie  ablefl  ffark  among  you  frmetltr.ef  needs 
Suck  pious  help,  for  charitable  deeds. 
1  Our  church,  alas  !  (as  Rome  objtSt)  does  want 
Tbefe  gbojily  ctmfertsfor  the  falling  faint  t 
This  gains  them  tleir  lokore-coaverts,  and  may  bf 
Onereafcn  of  tie  growth  »f  Popery. 
So  Mahomet's  religion  came  in  fafiioa, 
Ey  the  large  leave  it  gave  to  fornication, 
fear  not  the  guilt,  if  you  can  pay  fort  w«//j 
Tb  re  is  no  Dives  in  the  Roman  bell. 
Gold  opens  the  Jlraigbt  gate,  and  lets  him  in  : 
But  want  of  money  is  a  mortal  Jin, 
For  all  bejidesyou  may  difcount  to  beavcnt 
And  drop  a  bead  to  keep  the  tallies  even. 
How  are  men  coxen'djlill  witbjbews  of  good  ! 
The  bawd't  befl  majk  is  the  gra-uefryarf  hood. 
Though  vice  no  more  a  clergyman  difpleafes, 
Than  do&ors  can  be  thought  to  bate  difeafes,     : 
*Tis  by  your  living  ill,  tbat  they  live  well. 
By  your  debauches  their  fat  paunches  five//, 
*Tis  a  mock  war  between  tbeprieft  and  divi!} 
When  they  think  ft,  they  can  be  very  civil, 
jls  fame,  lubodld  French  ctunfth  moft  advance, 
To  blind  the  world,  have  rail'd  in  print  at  France. 
Thus  do  the  clergy  at  your  vices  bawl, 
That  with  more  eafc  tbey  may  engraft  tbtm  all. 
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By  damning  yours,  tbey  do  their  own  maintain) 

ji  cburcb-wtari't  gcdlinefs  is  always  gain. 

Hence  to  tkcir  prince  they  will  fupericr  be ; 

Ar.d  cii'il  treafon  grews  clurcb  loyalty  : 

Tbey  koaft  tbegift  af  heaven  is  in  their  pvwer  } 

Well  may  tbey  five  tbe  god  tbey  tan  devour. 

Still  to  tbefick  and  dead  tbeir  claims  tbey  Jay} 

For  ''tis  on  carrion  flat  tbe  vermin  pry, 

Nerha-vc  tbey  /cfs  dominion  on  our  life, 

tbey  trot  tbe  bufiand,  and  tbey  pace  tbe  "wife, 

Rouze  tipyou  cuckclds  of  tbe  northern  climes. 

And  learn  frtm  Sweden  t o  prevent  fu cb  crimet. 

Unman  tbefryar,  and  leave  tbe  toly  drone 

7a  bum  in  bis  forsaken  b'rve  alone  j 

Hell  <&trk  no  bone-j  loben  bis  fling  is  gene, 

Ycur  wives  and  daughters  Jooa  Viillleav!  tbe  ceUt, 

men  tbey  have  lift  tbe  found1  of  A&to&s  Itllt. 
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PROLOGUE. 


TJ"  O  W  this  vile  world  is  changed!  informer  days, 

Prologues  were  ferious  fpeecbes  before  plays  : 
Grave  folemn  things,  as  graces  are  to  feafts, 
Where  poets  begg\l  a  blejjlng  from  their  guejfs  : 
But  now  no  more  like  fit ppli  ants  we  come; 
A  play  makes  war,  and  prologue  is  the  drum  ; 
Arm'd  with  keen/afire,  and  with  pointed  wit, 
We  threaten  you  who  doforjudgetjit, 
Tofave  our  plays,  or  elfe  we'll  damn  your  pit. 
But  for  your  comfort,  it  falls  out  to  day, 
We've  a  young  author,  and  his  jirjl-born  play  .* 
So,  ftanding  only  on  his  good  behaviour, 
He's  --very  civil,  and  int-reats  your  favour. 
Not  but  the  man  has  malice.  woul-d  bejkow  it  ;  "1 

But  on  my  ccnfciencc  he^s  a  bajhful  poet :  i. 

You  think  that  ft  range no  matter,  he'll  out-grow  it'  J 

Well,  I'm  his  advocate by  me  he  prays  you, 

(I  don't  know  whether  I fiallfpeak  to  plea  fey  ou, 

He  prays O  blefs  me  !  vihat  Jhall  I  do  nc~uu  ? 

Hang  me  if  I  know  what  he  prays,  or  how  ! 
And  'twas  the  prettieft  prologue  as  he  wrote  it  ! 
I'/ell,  the  deuce  take  me,  if  I  han* t  forgot  it. 

0  Lord,  for  heavens  fake  excufe  the  play,  "J 
(Becaufe,  you  know,  if  it  bi  damn' d  to  day,  f- 

1  Jhall  be  hang1 '  d for  wanting  what  to  Jay.  J 
For  my  fake  then but  I'm  infuch  confufon, 

I  cannot  ft  ay  to  bear  your  refolution,  [Rans  off. 
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THE 

OLD    BACHELOR, 


COMEDY. 


ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 

Scene,  the  Street. 
Bellmour  and  Vainlove  meeting. 

Bell.\  7AINLOVE,  and  abroad  To  early!  good 
V  morrow.  I  thought  a  contemplative  lover 
could  no  more  have  parted  with  his  bed  in  a  morning, 
than  he  could  have  flept  in't. 

Vain.  Bellmour,  good  morrow Why  truth  on't 

is,  thefe  early  failles  are  not  ufual  to  me;  but  bufinefs, 
as  you  fee,  Sir — \Shewing  Letteri\  And  bufinefs  muft 
be  follow'd.  or  be  loft. 

Bell.  Bufinefs! And fo  muft  time,  my  friend, 

be  clofe  purfued  or  loft.  Bufinefs  is  the  rub  of  life, 
perverts  our  aim,  cafts  off  the  bias,  and  leaves  us  Wide 
and  fhort  of  the  intended  m?.rk. 

Vain.  Pleafure,  I  guefs,  you  mean. 

Bell.  Ay,  what  elfe  has  meaning  ? 

Vain.   Oh  the  wife  will  tell  you. 

Bell.  More  than  they  believe Or  underftand. 

Vain.  How,  how,  Net/,  a  wife  man  fay  more  than 
he  underftands  ? 

Bell.  Ay,  ay,  wifdom's  nothing  but  a  pretending 
to  know  and  believe  more  than  we  really  do.  You  read 
of  but  one  wife  man,  and  all  that  he  knew  was,  that 
he  knew  nothing.  Come,  come,  leave  bufinefs  to  idlers, 
and  wifdom  to  fools  ;  they  have  need  of  'em  :  wit,  be 
my  faculty,  and  pleafure,  my  occupation  ;  and  let  fa- 
A  3  ther 
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ther  Time  ihake  his  glafs.     Let  low  and  earthly  fouh 
grovel  'till  they  have  work'd  themfelves  fix  feet  deep 

into  a  grave — Bufmefs  is  not  my  element 1  roll  in 

a  higher  orb,  and  dwell 

Vain.  In  caftles  i'th'  air  of  thy  own  building :  that's 

t.hy  element,  Ned Well  as  high  a  flyer  as  you  are,  I 

have  a  lure  may  make  you  ftoop.  [Flings  a  letter. 

Bell.  I  marry,   Sir,  I  have  a  hawk's  eye  at  a  woman's 

hand There's  more  elegancy  in  the  falfe  fpelling  of 

this  fuperfcription  [Takes  up  the  letter}  than  in  all  Ci- 

firt-'    • — Let  me  fee —How  now !  Dear  perfidious 

Vain-love.  \Read*  > 

Vain.  Hold,  hold,  'flife  that's  the  wrong. 
Bell.  Nay  let's  fee  the  name  (Sylvia  !)  how  can'ft 
thou  be  ungrateful  to  that  creature?  She's  extremely 

pretty  and  loves  thee  intirely 1  have  heard  her 

breathe  fuch  raptures  about  thee—— — 

.     Vain.  Ay,  or  any  body  that  me's  about—— -— 

Bell.  No  faith,  Frank,  you  wrong  her  j  £he  has  been 
juit  to  you. 

Vain.  That's  pleafant,  by  my  troth  from  thee,  who 
.haft  had  her. 

Bell.  Never — Her  affe&ions :  'tis  true,  by  heav'n, 
fte  own'd  it  to  my  face  ;  and  blufhing  like  the  virgin 
iviorn  when  it  difclos'd  the  cheat,  which,  that  trufty 
bawd  of  Nature,  Night  had  hid,  confefs'd  her  foul  was 

true  to  you,  tho'  I  by  treachery  had  ftol'n  the  blifs 

Vain.  So  was  true  as  turtle— —in  imagination,  AV</, 
ha  ?  Preach  this  do&rina  to  hufbands,  and  the  married 
women  will  adore  thee. 

Bell.  Why  faith  I  think  it  will  do  well  enough— If 
the  hufljand  be  oat  of  the  way,  for  the  wife  to  mew 
her  fondnefs  and  impatience  of  his  abfence,  by  chufmg 
a  lover  as  like  him  as  me  can,  and  what  is  unlike,  me 
may  help  out  with  her  own  fancy, 

Fain.  But  is  it  not  an  abafe  to  the  lover  to  be  made 
a  blind  of? 

Bell.  As  you  fay,  the  abufe  is  to  the  lover,  not  the 
hufband :  for  'tis  an  argument  of  her  zeal  towards 
.  him,  that  Ihe  will  enjoy  hira  in  Effigy. 
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Pain.  It  mult  be  a  very  fuperftitious  country,  where 
fuch  zeal  palTes  for  true  devotion.  I  doubt  it  will  be 
damn'd  by.  all  our  Proteftant  hufbands  for  flat  idolatry 

But  if  you  can  make  Alderman  FonJle-tvife  of 

•  our  perfuafion,  this  letter  will  be  needlefs. 

Bell.  What,  the  old  banker  with  the  handfome  wife  ? 

Vain.  Ay. 

Bell.  Let  me  fee,  Leeiitia  !  Oh  'tis  a  delicious  morfel. 
Dear  Frank,  thou  art  the  trued  friend  in  the  world. 

Vain.  Ay,  am  1  not?  to  be  continually  ilarting  of 
hares  for  you  to  courfe.  We  were  certainly  cut  out  for 
one  another ;  for  my  temper  quits  an  amour,  jail  where 
thine  takes  it  up — But  read  that,  it  is  an  appointment 
for  me,  this  evening  ;  when  Fondle^-wife  will  be  gone  out 
of  tov/n,  to  meet  the  mafter  of  a  mip,  about  the  return 
of  a  venture  jvhich  he's  in  danger  of  iofing.  Read,  read. 

Bell,  reads.     Hum,  Hum Out  of  to=v:n  this  even- 
ing, and  talks  offending  for  Mr.  Spintext  to  keep  me  com- 
pany ;   but  Til  take  care  he  Jhall  not  be  at  bane.    Good  ! 
Spintext !  O  the  fanatic  one-ey'd  parfon  ! 
.    Vain.  Ay. 

Bell,  reads.  Hum,  Hum—  That  your  c  onverfation  'will 
be  much  more  agreeable,  if  you  can  counterfeit  his  habit  to 
blind  the  feri>ants.  Very  good  !  then  I  mult  bedifguifed 

——With  all  my  heart It  adds  a  gufto  to  an  amour; 

gives  it  the  greater  refemblance  of  theft ;  and  among 
DS  lewd  mortals,  the  deeper  the  fin  the  fweeter. 
Frank,  I'm  amaz'd  at  thy  good-nature  •  —  -* 

Vain.  Faith  I  hate  love  when 'tis  forc'd  upon  a  man, 

as  I  do  wine— And  this  bufmefs  is  none  of  my 

feeking.  I  only  happened  to  be  once  or  twice,  where 
Latitia  was  the  handfomeft  woman  in  company,  fo  con- 

fequently  apply'd  myfelf  to  her And  it  feeins  me 

has  taken  mj  at  my  word Had  you  been  there,  or 

any  body,  't  had  been  the  fame. 

Bell.  I  willi  I  may  fucceed  as  the  fame. 

Vain.  Never  doubt  it ;  for  if  the  fpirit  of  cuckoldom 
be  once  raifed  up  in  a  woman,  the  devil  can't  lay  ir, 
'till  ihe  has  don't. 

Bell.  Pry'thee  what  fprt  of  fellow  is  Fondltwife  ? 

A  4  Vein* 
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Vain.  A  kind  of  mongrel  zealot,  fometimes  very  pre- 
ci'fe  and  peevifli  :  but  I  have  feen  him  pleafant  enough 
in  his  way  ;  much  addicted  to  jealoufy,  but  more  to 
Tondnefs :  fo  that  as  he's  often  jealous  without  a  caufe, 
he's  as  often  fatisf.ed  without  reafon. 

Bell.  A  very  even  temper,  and  fit  for  my  purpofe. 
'I  muft  get  your  man  Setter  to  provide  my  difguife. 

Vain.  Ay,  you  may  take  him  for  good  and  all  if  you 
will,  for  you  have  made  him  fit  for  no  body  elfe 
Well 

Bell.  You're  going  to  vifit  in  return  of  Sil-via's  letter 
—Poor  rogue.  Any  hour  of  the  day  or  night  will 

ferve  her But  do  you  know  nothing  of  a  new  rival 

there ? 

Vain.  Yes,  Hearfwell,  that  furly  old  pretended  wo- 
man-hater thinks  her  virtuous ;  that's  one  reafon  why 
I  fail  her  :  I  would  have  her  fret  herfelf  cut  of  con- 
ceit with  me,  that  me  may  entertain  fome  thoughts  of 
him.  I  know  he  vifits  her  every  day. 

Bell.  Yet  rails  on  ftill,  and  thinks  his  love  unknown 
to  us  :  a  little  time  will  fwell  him  fo,  he  muft  be  forc'd 
to  spve  it  birth  ;  and  the  difcovery  muft  needs  be  very 
pleafant  from  himfelf;  to  fee  what  pains  he  will  take, 
and  how  he  will  ftrain  to  be  delivered  of  a  fecret, 
when  he  has  mifcarried  of  it  already. 

Vain.  Well,  good  morrow,  let's  dine  together;  I'll 
meet  at  the  old  place. 

Bell.  With  all  my  heart ;  it  lies  convenient  for  us  to 
pay  our  afternoon  fervices  to  our  miftrefies  ;  I  find  I 
am  damnably  in  love,  I'm  fo  uneafy  for  not  having 
feen  Belinda  yefterday. 

Vain.  But  I  faw  my  Araminta,  yet  am  as  impatient. 

SCENE      II. 
Bellmour  done. 

Why,  what  a  cormorant  in  love  am  I !  who  not 
contented  with  the  flavery  of  honourable  love  in  one 
place,  and  the  pleafure  of  enjoying  fome  half  a  fcore 
miltreffes  of  my  own  acquiring,  muft  yet  take  Vain- 

love's 
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/cWs  bufinefs  upon  my  hands,  becaufe  it  lay  too  heavy 
upon  his ;  fb  am  not  only  forc'd  to  lie  with  other 
men's  wives  for  'em,  but  muft  alfo  undertake  the 
harder  tafk  of  obliging  their  miftrefTes  — I  mull  take 
up,  or  I  mail  never  hold  out ;  ftefh  and  blood  cannot 
bear  it  always. 


SCENE      III. 

Enter  Sharper. 

Sharp.  I'm  forry  to  fee  this,  Ned:  once  a  man  comes 
to  his  foliloquies  I  give  him  for  gone. 

Bell.  Sharper,  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee. 

Sharp.  What,  is  Belinda  cruel,  that  you  are  fo 
thoughtful  ? 

Bell.  No  faith,  not  for  that But  there's  a  bufi- 
nefs of  confequence  fall'n  out  to-day,  that  requires 
fome  confederation. 

Sharp.  Prithee,  what  mighty  bufinefs  of  confequence 
canft  thou  have  ? 

Bell.  Why  you  muft  know  'tis  a  piece  of  work  to- 
ward the  finiming  of  an  alderman  :  it  feems  I  muft 
put  the  laft  hand  to  it,  and  dub  him  cuckold,  that  he 
may  be  of  equal  dignity  with  the  reft  of  his  brethren  : 
fo  I  muft  beg  Belinda's  pardon. 

Sharp.  Faith  e'en  give  her  over  for  good-and-all  : 
you  can  have  no  hopes  of  getting  her  for  a  miftrefs  ; 
and  ftie  is  too  proud,  too  inconftant,  too  affeded,  and 
too  witty,  and  too  handfome  for  a  wife. 

Bell.  But  (he  can't    have    too    much    money 

There's  twelve  thoufand  pounds,  Tom. 'Tis  true 

fhe  is  excefTive  foppifh  and  affected  ;  but  in  my  con- 
fcience  I  beiieve  the  baggage  loves  me  :  for  fhe  never 
fpeaks  well  of  me  herfelf,  nor  fufrers  any  body  elfe  to 
rail  at  me.  Then,  as  I  told  you,  there's  twelve  thou- 
fand pound — Hum — Why  faith  upon  fecond  thoughts, 
file  does  not  appear  to  be  Ib  very  afFedled  neither  •  ' 
Give  her  her  due,  I  think  the  woman's  a  woman,  and 
that's  all.  As  fuch  I  am  fure  I  fhali  like  her ;  for  the 
devil  take  me  if  I  don't  love  all  the  fe*. 

A  ,- 
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.  And  here  comes  one  who  {wears  as  heartily 
he  hates  nil  the  fex. 

Bell.  Who?  Harwell!  Ay,  but  he  knows  better 
things——— 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Heartwell. 

How  now,  George,  where  haft  thou  beea 
fnarling  odious  truths,  and  entertaining  company, 
like  a  phyfician,  with  difcourfe  of  their  difeafes  and 
infirmities  ?  What  fine  lady  haft  thou  been  putting 
out  of  conceit  with  herfelf,  and  perfuading  that  the 
face  me  had  been  making  all  the  morning  was  none 
of  her  own  ?  for  I  know  thou  art  as  unmannerly  and 
as  unwelcome  to  a  woman,  as  a  looking  glafs  after 
the  fmall-pox. 

Heart.  I  confefs  I  have  not  been  fneering  fulfome 
lies  and  naufeous  flattery,  fawning  upon  a  little  taw- 
dry whore  that  will  fawn  upon  me  again,  and  enter- 
tain any  puppy  that  comes,  like  a  tumbler,  with  the 
fame  dicks  over  and  over.  For  fuch  I  guefs  may  have 
been  your  late  employment. 

Bell.  Wou'd  thou  hadft  come  a  little  fooner,  Vain- 
lo*ve  would  have  wrought  thy  converfion,  and  been  a 
champion  for  the  caufe. 

Heart.  What,  has  he  been  here,?  That's  one  of 
love's  dfril-fools,  is  always  upon  fome  errand  that's 
to  no  purpofe,  ever  embarking  in  adventures,  yet 
never  comes  to  harbour. 

S/jarf.  That's  becaufe  he  always  fets  out  in  fouf 
weather,  loves  to  buffet  with  the  winds,  meet  the 
tide,  and  fail  in  the  teeth  of  oppofition. 

Heart.  What,  has  he  not  dropt  anchor  at  Ara- 
minta  ? 

Sell.  Truth  on't  is,  me  fits  his  temper  beft,  is  a  kind 
of  iloating  iiijind  ;  fometimcs  fecms  in  reach,  then  va- 
nidves  and  keeps  him  bufied  in  the  fearch. 
.    Sharp.  She  had  need  have  a  good  mare  of  fenfe  to 
manage  fo  capricious  a  lover. 

MtU. 
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Bell,  Faith  I  don't  know :  He's  of  a  temper  the  moft 
eafy  to  himfelf  in  the  world ;  he  takes  as  much  always 
of  an  amour  as  he  cares  for,  and  quits  it  when  it  grow* 
Hale  or  unpleafant. 

Sharp.  An  argument  of  very  little  paffion,  very  good 
underftanding,  and  very  ill-nature, 

Heart.  And  proves  that  Vainlo*ve  plays  the  fool  with 
difcretion. 

Sharp.  You,  Bellmour,  are  bound  in  gratitude  to 
ilickle  for  him;  you  with  pleafure  reap  that  fruit 
which  he  takes  pains  to  fow  :  He  does  the  drudgery  in 
the  mine,  and  you  ftamp  your  image  on  the  gold. 

Bell.  He's  of  another  opinion,  and  fays  I  do  the 
drudgery  in  the  mine.  Well,  we  have  each  our  mare 
of  fport,  and  each  that  which  he  likes  beft  :  'tis  his  di- 
verfion  to  fet,  'tis  mine  to  cover  the  partridge. 

Heart.  And  it  mould  be  mine  to  let  'em  go  again. 

Sharp.  Not  till  you  had  mouth'd  a  little,  George,  I 
think  that's  all  thou  art  fit  for  now. 

Heart.  Good  Mr.  Young  Fellow,,  you're  miftaken  ; 
as  able  as  yourfelf,  and  as  nimble  too,  tho'  I  mayn't 
have  fo  much  mercury  in  my  limbs ;  'tis  true  indeed  I 
don't  force  appetite,  but  wait  the  natural  call  of  my 
luft,  and  think  it  time  enough  to  be  lewd,  after  I 
have  had  the  temptation. 

Bell.  Time  enough,  ay  too  fcon.  I  mould  rather 
have  expected  from  a  perfon  of  your  gravity——— 

heart.  Yet  it  is  oftentimes  too  late  with  fome  of  yon 

young,  termagant  flamy  iinners you  have  all  the 

guill  of  the  intention,  and  none  of  the  pleafure  of  the 

practice 'tis  true,  you  are  fo  eager  in  purfuit  of  the 

temptation,  that  you  fave  the  devil  the  trouble  of  lead- 
ing you  into  it :  nor  is  it  out  of  difcretion,  that  yoir 
don't  fwallow  that  very  hook  yourfelves  have  baited, 
but  you  are  cloy'd  with  the  preparative,  and  what  you 
mea.ii  for  a  whet,  turns  the  edge  of  your  puny  ftomachs. 
Your  love  is  like  your  courage,  which. you  Ihcw  for  the 
/irft  year  or  two  upon  all  occafions ;  till  in  a  little  time, 
being  difabled  or  difarmed,  you  abate  of  your  vigour  ; 
and  that  daring  blade,  which  was  fo  often  drawn,  -is 
icu.cJ  to  the  peace  for  ever  after, 
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Bell.  Thou  art  an  old  fornicator  of  a  fingular  good 
principle  indeed  !  and  art  for  encouraging  youth,  that 
they  may  be  as  wicked  as  thou  art  at  thy  years. 

Heart.  I  am  for  having  every  body  be  what  they  pre- 
tend to  be;  a  vvhoremaiter  be  a  whoremafterj  and  not 
like  Fainlove,  kifs  a  lap-dog  with  paflion,  when  it 
would  difguft  him  from  the  lady's  own  lips. 

Sell.  That  only  happens  fometimes,  where  the  dog 
has  the  fweeter  breath,  for  the  mo.ie  cleanly  convey- 
ance. But  George,  you  muft  not  quarrel  with  little  gal- 
lantries of  this  natnre  :  Women  are  often  won  by  'em. 
Who  would  refufe  to  kifs  a  lap-dog  if  it  were  prelimi- 
nary to  the  lips  of  his  lady  ? 

Sharp.  Or  omit  playing  with  her  fan,  and  cooling 
her  if  Ihe  were  hot,  when  it  might  intitle  him  to  the 
office  of  warming  her  when  Ihe  mould  be  cold  ! 

Bell.  What  is  it  to  read  a  play  in  a  rainy  day  ?  tho* 
you  mould  be  new  and  then  interrupted  in  a  witty  fcene, 
and  me  perhaps  preferve  her  laughter  'till  the  jeft  were 
ever ;  even  that  may  be  borne  with,  coniidering  the 
reward  in  profpeci. 

Heart.  I  confefs  you  that  are  womens  affes  bear 
greater  burdens  :  Are  forced  to  undergo  dreffing,  danc* 
ing,  fmging,  fighing,  whining,  rhyming,  flattering, 
tying*  grinningj  cringing,  and  the  drudgery  of  loving 
to  boot. 

Bell.  O  brute,  the  drudgery  of  loving  ! 

Heart.  Ay,  why  to  come  to  love  through  all  thefe 
incumbrances,  is  like  coming  to  an  eftate  overchsrg'd 
with  debts;  which  by  the  ;ime  you  have  paid,  yields 
no  further  profit  than  what  the  bare  tillage  and  manur- 
ing of  the  land  will  produce  at  the  expence  of  your 
cwn  fweat. 

Bell.  Prithee,  how  doft  thou  love  ? 

Sharp.  He  !  he  hates  the  fex. 

Heart.  So  I  hate  phyfic  too— -yet  I  inay  love  to  take 
it  for  my  health. 

Bell.  Well  come  oft,  George,  if  at  any  time  you 
fhould  be  taken  ftraying. 

Sharp..  He  has  need  of  fach  an  excufe,  confidering 
the  prefent  Hate  of  his  body. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Sharp.  Why  if  whoring  be  purging  (as  you  call  it) 
then,  I  may  fay,  marriage  is  entering  into  a  courfe  of 
phyfic. 

Sell.  How,  George,  does  the  wind  blow  there  ? 

Heart.  It  will  as  foon  blow  North  and  by  Svirtb — ^ 
marry,  quotha  !  I  hope  in  heaven  I  have  a  greater  por- 
tion of  grace,  and  I  think  I  have  baited  too  many  of 
thofe  traps,  to  be  caught  in  one  myfelf. 

Bell.  Who  the  devil  would  have  thee  ?  unlefs  'twere 
an  oirter  women,  to  propagate  young  Fry  for  Billingf- 

gate thy  talent  will  never  recommend  thee  to  any 

thing  of  better  quality. 

Heart.  My  talent  is  chiefly  that  of  fpeaking  truth, 
which  I  don't  expeft  mould  ever  recommend  me  to 

people  of  quality 1  thank  heav'n,  I  have  very  ho- 

neftly  purchas'd  the  hatred  of  all  the  great  families  in 
town. 

Sharp.  And  you  in  return  of  fpleen  hate  them  :  But 
could  you  hope  to  be  receiv'd  into  the  alliance  of  a  no- 
ble family 

Heart.  No,  I  hope  I  mall  never  merit  that  affliction — 

to  be  punifh'd  with  a  wife  of  birth be  a  ftng  of  the 

firft  head  and  bear  my  horns  aloft,  like  one  of  the  fup- 
porters  of  my  wife's  coat.  S'death  !  I  would  not  be  a 
cuckold  to  e'er  an  illuftrious  whore  in  England. 

Bell.  What  not  to  make  your  family,  man  !  and  pro- 
vide for  your  children  ? 

Sharp.  For  her  children  you  mean. 

Heart.  Ay  there  you've  nick'd  it'  there's  the 

devil  upon  devil  •  O  the  pride  and  joy  of  heart 
'twould  be  to  me,  to  have  my  fon  and  heir  referable 
fuch  a  duke-'  to  have  a  fleering  coxcomb  fcofFafid 
cry,  Mr.  your  fon's  mighty  like  his  grace,  hasjufthis 

fmile  and  air  of 's  face.  Then  replies  another 

me  thinks  he  has  more  of  the  marquis  of  fuch  a  place, 
about  his  nofe  and  eyes  ;  though  he  has  my  lord  what- 

d'ye-calls  mouth  to  a  tittle Then,  I,  to  put  it  cfF 

as  unconcern'd,  come  chuck  the  infant  under  the  chin, 
force  a  (mile  and  cry,  ay,  the  boy  takes  after  his  mo- 
ther's 
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ther's  relations  -  when  the  devil  and  (he  knows,  'ti* 
a  little  compound  of  the  whole  body  of  nobility. 


Bell.  Well  but,  George,  I  have  one  queftion  to  afk 
you 

Heart.  Pfhaw,  I  have  prattled  away  my  time—  —I 
hope  you  are  in  no  haile  for  an  anfwer  -  for  I  fhan't 
play  now.  {Looking  en  bis  watch. 

Bell.  Nay  prithee,  George. 

Heart.  No,  befides  my  bufmefs,  I  fee  a  fool  coming 
this  way,  adieu. 

SCENE         III. 
Sharper  and  Beumour, 

Bell  What  dees  he  mean  ?  Oh,  'tis  Sir  Jofeph  WittcH 
with  his  friend;  but  I  fee  he  has  turn'd  the  corner, 
and  goes  another  way. 

Sharp.  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  is  it? 

Bell.  Why  a  fool. 

Sharp.  'Tis  a  tawdry  outficie. 

Bell.  And  a  very  beggarly  lining  -  yet  he  may  be 
worth  your  acquaintance  -  a  little  of  thy  chymiilry, 
Tom,  may  extract  gold  from  that  dirt. 

Sharp.  Say  you  ib  ?  'faith  I  am  as  poor  as  a  chymift, 
and  would  be  as  induftrious.  But  what  was  he  that 
follow'd  him  ?  Is  not  he  a  dragon  that  watches  thofe 
golden  pippins  ? 

Bell.  Hang  him,  no,  he  a  dragon!  if  he  be  'tis  a 
very  peaceful  one  ;  I  can  infure  his  anger  dormant  ;  or 
mould  he  feem  to  roufe,  'tis  but  well  laming  him,  and 
he  will  fleep  like  a  top. 

Sharp.  Ay,  is  he  of  that  kidney? 

Bell.  Yet  'is  adcr'd  by  that  biggot  Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll, 
as  the  image  of  valour  :  He  calls  him  his  back,  and 
indeed  they  are  never  afunder  —  Yet  lail  night,  I  know 
net  by  what  mifchance,  the  knight  was  alone,  and  had 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  fome  Night  walkers,  who,  I 
fuppofe,  would  have  pillaged  him  :  But  I  chanc'd  to 

come 
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come  by,  and  refcued  him  :  though  I  believe  he  was 
heartily  frightned,  for  as  foon  as  ever  he  was  loofe,  he 
ran  away,  without  flaying  to  fee  who  had  help'd  him. 

Sharp.  Is  that  bully  of  his  in  the  army  ? 

Bell.  No,  but  is  a  pretender,  and  wears  the  habit  of 
a  foldier ;  which  now-a-days  as  often  cloaks  cowardice^ 
as  a  black  gown  does  atheifm— — —You  muft  know 

he  has  been  abroad Went  purely  to  run  away  from 

a  campaign ;  enrich'd  himfelf  with  the  plunder  of  a  few 

oaths and  here  vents  'em  againft  the  general,  who 

flighting  men  of  merit,  and  preferring  only  thofe  of 
intereft,  has  made  him  quit  the  fervice. 

Sharp  Wherein  no  doubt  he  magnifies  his  own  per- 
formance. 

Bell.  Speaks  miracles,  is  the  drum  to  his  own  praife 
•The  only  implement  of  a  foldier  he  refembles,  lika 
that,  being  full  of  bluftering  noife  and  emptinefs 

Sharp.  And  like  that,  of  no  ufe  but  to  be  beaten. 

Bell.  Right;  but,  then,  the  comparifon.  breaks,  for 
he  will  take  a  drubbing  with  as  little  noife  as  a  pub- 
pit  cufhion. 

Sharp.  His  name,  and  I  have  done  ? 

Bell.  Why  that,  to  pafs  it  current  too,  he  has  gilded 
with  a  title ;  he  is  call'd  Captain  Bluffe. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  endeavour  his  acquaintance—- 
you iteer  another  courfe,  are  bound, 

For  Lo've'y  IJland  :  I,  for  the  golden  coaft.: 
May  each  fucceed  in  'what  he  nuijhes  moji. 


A  C  T    II.        SCENE    I,, 
Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll,    Sharper  following. 
Sharp.  QURE  that's  he,  and  alone. 

t^  Sir  Jof.  Urn Ay  this,  this  is  the  very  * 

damn'd  place ;    the  inhumane  canibals,    the  bloody- 
minded  villains  would  have  butcher'd  me  laft  night :   . 
No  doubt,  they  would  have  flea'd  me  aiive,  haveYoid 
my  fkin,  and  devoured,  &c. 

Sharp. 
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Sharp.  How's  this  ! 

Sir  Jv.  An  it  hadn't  been  for  a  civil  gentleman  as 

came  by  and  frighted  'em  away but  egad  I  durft 

not  ftay  to  give  him  thanks. 

Sharp.  Thismufl  be  Bellmourhe  means ha  !  I 

thought 

Sir  Jo.  Zooks-,  would  the  captain  would  come ;  the 
very  remembrance  makes  me  quake ;  egad  I  ftiall  never 
be  reconciled  to  this  place  heartily. 

Sharp  'Tis  but  trying,  and  being  where  I  am  at 

worft,  now  luck  !  • curs'd  fortune  !  this  muft  be  the 

place,  this  damn'd  unlucky  place-  • 

Sir  Jo.  agad  and  fo  'tis why  here  has  been  more 

mifchief  done  I  perceive. 

Sharp.  No,  'tis  gone,  'tis  loft ten  thoufand  devils 

on  that  chance  which  drew  me  hither  ;  ay  here,  juft 
here,  this  fpot  to  me  is  hell ;  nothing  to  be  found,  but 
thedefpair  of  what  I've  loft.  [Locking  about  as  in  fearch. 

Sir  jo.  Poor  gentleman — -—  by  the  lord  Harry  I'll 
ftay  no  longer,  for  I  have  found  too 

Sharp.  Ha  !  who's  that  has  found  ?  What  have  you 
found  ?  reftore  it  quickly,  or  by 

Sir  Jo.  Not  I,  fir,  notl,  as  I've  a  fcul  to  be  fav'd,  I 
have  found  nothing  but  what  has  been  to  mylofs,  as  I 
may  fay,  and  as  you  were  faying,  fir. 

Sharp.  O  your  fervant,  fir,  you  are  fafe  then  it 
feeins  ;  'tis  an  ill  wind  that  blows  no  body  good  :  Well, 
you  may  rejoice  over  my  ill  fortune,  fmce  it  paid  the 
price  of  your  ranfom. 

Sir  Jo.  I  rejoice !  egad  not  I,  fir  :  I'm  very  forry 
for  your  lofs,  with  all  my  heart,  blood  and  guts,  fir  ; 
and  if  you  did  but  know  me,  you'd  ne'er  fay  I  were  fo 
ill-natur'd. 

Sharp.  Know  you  ;  why  can  you  be  fo  ungrateful  to 
forget  me  ! 

Sir  Jo.  O  lord  forget,  him  !  No,  no,  fir,  I  don't 

forget  you becaufe  I  never  faw  your  face  before, 

egad.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Sharp.  How!  [4»grify, 

Sir  Jo.  Stay,  ftay,  fir,  let  me  recoiled he's  a 

damn'd 
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damn'd  angry  fellow 1  believe  I  had  better  re- 
member him,  till  I  can  get  out  of  his  fight ;  but  out 
o'fight  out  o'mind,  egad.  [AJide. 

Sharp.  Mcthought  the  fervice  I  did  you  laft  night, 
fir,  in  preferving  you  from  thofe  ruffians,  might  have 
taken  better  root  in  your  mallow  memory. 

Sir  Jo.  Gads  daggers-belts-blades  and  fcabbards, 
this  is  the  very  gentleman  !  How  mall  I  make  him  a 

return  fuitabie  to  the  greatnefs  of  his  merit 1  had 

a  pretty  thing  to  that  purpofe,  if  he  hant't  frighted  it 
out  of  my  memory.  Hem!  hem!  fir,  I  moiHubmif- 
fively  implore  your  pardon  for  my  trangrefiion  of  in- 
gratitude and  omiffion  :  having  my  intire  dependence, 
fir,  upon  the  fuperfluity  of  your  goodn^fs,  which  like 
an  inundation  will,  I  hope,  totally  immerge  the  recol- 
lection of  my  error,  and  leave  me  floating  in  your 
fight,  upon  the  full  blown  bladders  of  repentance— — 
by  the  help  of  which,  I  mall  once  more  hope  to  fwim 
in  your  faveur.  [Bows. 

Sharp,  So-h,  O  fir  I  am  eafily  pacify'd,  the  acknow- 
ledgment of  a  gentleman 

Sir  Jo.  Acknowledgement !  fir,  I  am  all  over  ac- 
knowledgement, and  will  not  ftick  to  mew  it  in  the 
greateft  extremity,  by  night  or  by  day,  in  ficknefs, 
or  in  health,  winter  or  fummer ;  all  feaions  and 
occafions  mall  teftify  the  reality  and  gratitude  of  your 
fuperabundant  humble  fervant  Sir  JofephWittoll,  Knt. 
Hem  !  hem ! 

Sharp.   Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll. 

Sir  Jo.  The  fame  fir,  of  Wittoll  Hall,  in  Comitatu, 
Bucks. 

Sharp.  Is  itpoffible  !  then  I  am  happy,  to  have  obli- 
ged the  mirrour  of  knight-hood  and  pink  ofcourtefy 
in  the  age  :  let  me  embrace  you. 

Sir  Jo.   O  Lord,  fir. 

Sharp.  My  lofs  I  efteem  as  a  trifle  repaid  with  in- 
tereft,  fince  it  has  purchas'd  me  the  friendfhip  and  ac- 
quaintance of  the  perfon  in  the  world,  whole  charac- 
ter I  admire 

Sir  Jo.  You  are  only  pleas'd  to  fay  fo,  fir 

But 
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But  pray,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold,  what  is  that  loft 
you  mention'd  ? 

Sharp.  O  term  it  no  longer  fo,  fir.  In  the  fcuffle, 
lad  night,  I  only  dropt  a  bill  of  a  hundred  pounds, 
which,  I  confefs,  I  came  half  defpairing  to  recover;  but 
thanks  to  my  better  fortune 

Sir  Jo.  You  have  found  it,  fir,  then  it  feems ;  Jpro- 
fefs  I'm  heartily  glad 

Sharp.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant — I  don't  queftion 
but  you  are  ;  that  you  have  fo  cheap  an  opportunity 
of  expreffing  your  gratitude  and  generofity.  Since  the 
paying  fo  trivial  a  fum,  will  wholly  acquit  you  and 
doubly  engage  me. 

:  Sir  Jo.  What  a  dickens  does  "he  mean  by  a  trivial 
fum  ?  [.AJide.]  But  han't  you  found  it,  fir? 

Sharp.  No  otherwife,  I  vow  to  Gad,  but  in  my  hopes 
in  you,  fir. 

Sir  7*.  Humh. 

Sharp.  But  that's fufficient— — — 'Twere  injuftice  to 
doubt  the  honour  of  Sir  Jofeph  Wittsll. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  fir  ! 

-  Sharp.  You  are  above  (I'm  fure)  a  thought  fo  low, 
to  fufFer  me  to  lofe  what  was  ventur'd  in  your  fervice  : 
Nay  'twas  in  a  manner — —paid  down  for  your  delive- 
rance ;  'twas  fo  much  lent  you — —And  you  fcorn,  I'll 
fay  that  for  you 

•  Sir  Jo.  Nay,  I'll  fay  that  for  myfelf  (with  your  leave, 
fir)  I  do  fcorn  a  dirty  thing.     But  egad  I'm  a  little 
out  of  pocket  at  prefent. 

.  Sharp.  P'fhaw!  you  can't  want  a  hundred  pounds. 
Your  word  is  fufncient  any  where:  'Tis  but  borrowing 
fo  much  dirt :  you  have  large  acres  and  foon  repay 
it — money  is  but  dirt,  Sir  Jofeph— meer  dirt. 

Sir  ^c.  But  I  profefs,  'tis  a  dirt  I  have  warned  my 
hands  of  at  prefent ;  I  have  laid  it  all  out  upon  my 
back. 

Sharp.  Are  you  fo  extravagant  in  clothes,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  a  very  good  jeftl  profefs,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  a  very  good  j eft,  and  I  did  not  know  that  I  had 
{aid  it,  and  that's  a  better  jeft  than  t'other.  'Tis  align 

yo* 
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you  and  I  han'n't  been  long  acquainted  ;  you  have  loft 

a  good  jeft  for  want  of  knowing  me 1  only  mean  a 

friend  of  mine  whom  I  call  my  back ;  he  flicks  as 
clofe  to  me,  and  follows  me  through  all  dangers — -— 
he  is  indeed  back,  breaft,  and  headpiece  as  it  were  to 

me — egad  he's  a  brave  fellow Pauh  !  I  am  quite 

another  thing,  when  I  am  with  him  :  I  don't  fear  the 
devil  (blefs  us)  almoft  if  he  be  by.  Ah— had  he 
been  with  me  laft  night — 

Sharp.  If  he  had,  fir,  what  then  ?  he  could  have 
done  no  more,  nor  perhaps  have  fuffer'd  fo  much — had 
he  a  hundred  pounds  to  lofe  ?  [dngrily. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  fir,  by  no  means  (but  I  might  have 
fav'd  a  hundred  pounds)  I  meant  innocently,  as  I  hope  to 
be  faved,  fir,  (a  damn'd  hot  fellow)  only  as  I  was  fay- 
ing, I  let  him  have  all  my  ready  money  to  redeem  his 

great  fword  from  limbo But,  fir,  I  have  a  letter 

of  credit  to  Alderman  Fondlewife,  as  far  as  two  hun- 
dred pounds,  and  this  afternoon  you  mail  fee  I  am  a 
jperfon,  fuch  a  one  as  you  would  wiih  to  have  met 

Sharp.  That  you  are  I'll  be  fworn  \Afide\  Why  that's 
great  and  like  yourfelf. 

SCENE      II. 
Enter  Captain  Bluffe. 

Sir  Jt.  O  herea'comes Ay,  my  Heffor  of  Troy  t 

welcome  my  bully,  my  back ;  agad  my  hearthas  gone 
a  pit  pat  for  thee. 

Bluff.  How  now,  my  young  knight  ?  Not  for  fear  I 
hope  ;  he  that  knows  me  mult  be  a  ftranger  to  fear. 

Sir  Jo.  Nay  egad  I  hate  fear  ever  fince  I  had  like 
to  have  dy'd  of  a  fright But 

Bluff.  But  ?  look  you  here,  boy,  here's  your  anti- 
dote, here's  your  jefuit's  powder  for  a  making  fit- 
But  who  haft  thou  got  with  thee,  is  he  of  mettle  ? 

[Laying  his  hand  upon  bis  fword. 

Sir  >.  Ay,  bully,  a  devilim  fmart  fellow  :  'a  will 
fight  like  a  cock 
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Bluff.  Say  you  fo  ?  then  I  honour  him But 

has  he  been  abroad  \  for  every  cock  will  fight  upon  his 
own  dunghill. 

Sir  Jo.  I  don't  know,  but  I'll  prefent  you 

Bin/.  I'll  recommend  myfeif fir,  I  honour  you, 

I  understand  you  love  righting,  I  reverence  a  man  that 
Joves  fighting,  fir,  I  kifs  your  hilts. 

Sharp*  Sir  your  fervant,  but  you  are  mifinform'd, 
for  unlefs  it  be  to  ferve  my  particular  friend,  as  Siry?- 
fepb  here,  my  country,  or  my  religion,  or  in  feme 
very  juflifiable  caufe,  I'm  not  for  it. 

Bluff.  O  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon  ,fir,  I  find  you  are 
not  of  my  palate,  you  can't  relifh  a  diih  of  fighting 

without  fweet  fauce.     Now  I  think 

Fighting,  fcr  fighting's  fake's  Jujficient  cattfe  ; 
Fighting,  to  mt's  religicn  and  the  lotus, 

Sir  jo.  Ah,  well  faid  my  hero  ;  was  not  that  great, 
fir  ?  by  the  lord  Harry,  he  fays  true  ;  fighting  is  meat, 
drink  and  cloth  to  him.  But  Back,  this  gentleman 
is  one  of  the  bell  friends  I  have  in  the  world,  and 
faved  my  life  laft  night You  know  I  told  you. 

Bluff.  Ay  !  then  I  honour  him  again fir,  may 

I  crave  your  name  ? 

Sharp.   Ah,  fir,  my  name's  Sharper. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  Mr.  Sharper  embrace  my  back very 

well' by  the  lord  Harry,  Mr.  Sharper,  he's  as  brav« 

a  fellow  as  Cannibal,  are  not  you  buily  back  ? 

Sharp.  Hannibal  I  believe  you  mean,  Sir  Jofepb. 

Bluff.  Undoubtedly  he  did  fir;  faith  Hannibal  was 
a  very  pretty  fellow — but,  Sir  Jofeph,  comparifons  are 

odious Hannibal  was  a  very  pretty  fellow  in  thofe 

days,  it  muft  be  granted but  alas,  fir  !  were  he  alive 

now,  he  would  be  nothing,  nothing  in  the  earth. 

Sharp.  How,  fir  !  I  make  a  doubt,  if  there  be  at  this 
day  a  greater  general  breathing. 

Bluff.  Oh  excufs  me,  fir ;.  have  you.  ferv'd  abroad,  fir  ? 

Sharp.  Not  I  really,  fir. 

Blttff.  Oh  I  thought  fa.*..  Why  then  you  can  know 
nothing,  fir;  I  am  afraid  you  fcarce  know  the  hiftory 
of  the  late  war  in  Flanders,  with  all  its  particulars. 

Sltarp.  Not  I,  fir,  no  more  than  public  letters,  or 
Cc.zntes  tells  us. 
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Blujfe.  Gazettes  !  Why  there  again  now  —  why,  fifj 
there  are  not  three  words  of  truth,  the  year  round, 
put  into  the  Gazette  -  I'll  tell  you  a  ftrange  thing 
now  as  to  that  -  You  muft  know,  fir,  I  was  refident 
in  Flanders  the  laft  campaign  ;  had  a  fmall  poft  there  ; 
but  no  matter  for  that  -  Perhaps,  fir,  there  was 
fcarce  any  thing  of  moment  done  but  an  humble  fer- 
vant  of  yours,  that  fhall  be  namelefs,  was  an  eye  wit- 
nefs  of—  I  won't  fay  had"  the  greateft  mare  in't.  Tho* 
I  might  fay  that  too,  fince  I  name  no  body,  you  know- 
Well,  Mr.  Sharper,  would  you  think  it?  In  all  thi» 
time  -  as  I  hope  for  a  truncheon—  —this  rafcally 
Gazette-writer  never  fo  much  as  once  mention'd  me— 
Not  once  by  the  wars  -  Took  no  more  notice, 
than  as  if  Nol.  Bluffe  had  not  been  in  the  land  of  the 
living. 

Sharp.  Strange  ! 

Sir  Jo.  Yet  by  the  lord  Harry  'tis  true,  Mr.  Sharper, 
for  I  went  every  day  to  coffee  houfes  to  read  the  Ga- 
zette myfelf. 

Bluff.  Ay,  ay,  no  matter  -  You  fee,  Mr.  Sharper, 
after  all  I  am  content  to  retire—  Live  a  private  perfon  — 
Scipio  and  others  have  done  it. 

Sharp.  Impudent  rogue  [AfiJe. 

Sir^o.  Ay,  this  damn'd  modefty  ofyours—  —  Egr.d 
if  he  would  put  infor't,  he  might  be  made  general  him- 
felf  yet. 

Bluff.  O  fie,  no,  Sir  Jcfeph-  •  •••  You  know  I  hate 
this. 

Sir  Jo.  Let  me  but  tell  Mr.  Sharper  a  little,  how  you 
eat  fire  once  out  of  the  mouth  of  a  cannon  -  agad 
he  did;  thofe  impenetrable  whifkers  of  his  have  con- 
fronted flames  —  —  >  -  -  - 

Bluff.  Death,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  Jofepb  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Look  you  now,  I  tell  you  he's  fo  modeft 
he'll  own  nothing. 

Bluff'.  Pifti  !  you  have  put  me  out,  1  have  forgot  what 
?  was  about.  Pray  hold  your  tongue^  and  give  me 
leave.  \Anrrily* 

Sir  >  I  am  d»mb, 
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Bluf.  This  fword,  I  think,  I  was  telling  you  of,  Mr, 
Sharper -This  fword  I'll  maintain  to  be  the  beft  di- 
vine, anatomift,  lawyer  or  cafuift  in  Europe ;  it  {hall 
decide  a  controverfy  or  fplit  a  caufe 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  now  I  muft  fpeak  ;  it  will  fplit  a  hair, 
by  the  lord  Harry,  I  have  feen  it. 

Bluff".  Zounds  fir,  it's  a  lye,  you  have  not  feen  it, 
nor  {han't  fee  it ;  fir,  I  fay  you  can't  fee;  what  d'ye  fay 
to  that  now  ? 

Sir  Jo.  I  am  blind. 

Bluff.  Death,  had  any  other  man  interrupted  me — 

Sir  Jo.  Good  Mr.  Sharper,  fpeak  to'him ;  I  dare  not 
look  that  way. 

Sharp.  Captain,  Sir  Jo/eph's  penitent. 

Bluff".  O  I  am  calm,  fir,  calm  as  a  difcharged  cul  • 

verin But  'twas  indifcreet,  when  you  know  what 

will  provoke  me Nay  come,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  know 

my  heat's  foon  over. 

Sir  Jo.  Well,  lam  a  fool  fometimes— — —  But 
I'm  forry. 

Bluff'.  Enough. 

Sir  Jo.  Come  we'll  go  take  a  glafs  to  drown  animo- 
fities ;  Mr.  Sharper,  will  you  partake  ? 

Sharp.  I  wait  on  you,  fir,  nay  pray,  captain — vou 
are  Sir  Jofeph's  back. 

SCENE      III. 

Araminta,  Belinda,    Betty  Baiting  in  Araminta'j 
Apartment. 

Belln.  Ah!  nay,  dear pr'ythee  good,  dear 

fweet  coufm,  no  more  j  oh  gad,  I  fwear  you'd  make 
one  fick  to  hear  you. 

Aram.  Blefs  me  !  what  have  I  faid  to  move  you  thus  ? 

Belin.  O  you  have  raved,  talked  idly,  and  all  in 
commendation  of  that  filthy  awkward,  two-leg'd  crea- 
ture, man you  don't  know  what  you've  faid,  your 

fever  has  tranfported  you. 

Aram.  If  love  be  the  fever  which  you  mean,  kind 
he&v'n  avert  the  cure :  lee  me  have  oil  to  feed  that 

flame 
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fiarae  and  never  let  it  be  extinS,  'till  I  myfelf  <*n! 
afhes. 

Beliti.  There  was  a  whine  !— O  Gad,  I  hate  your 
horrid  fancy — This  love  is  the  devil,  and  fure  to  be  in 
love  is  to  be  poflefs'd — 'Tis  in  the  head,  the  heart, 

the  blood,  the all  over O  Gad,  you  are  quite 

fpoil'd 1  fhall  loath  the  fight  of  mankind  for  your 

fake. 

Aram.  Fie,  this  is  grofs  affection  -A  little  of 

Bellmour's  company  would  change  the  fcene. 

Belin.  Filthy  fellow  !  I  wonder,  coufin 

Aram.  I  wonder,  coufin,  you  mould  imagine  I  don't 
perceive  you  love  him. 

Bella.  Oh  I  love  your  hideous  fancy !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
love  a  man  ! 

Aram.  Love  a  man !  yes,  you  would  not  love  a  beaft. 

Belia.  Of  all  beafts  not  an  afs — Which  is  fo  like  your 
Vainlove — Lard !  I  have  feen  an  afs  lookfo  chagrin,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  (you  muft  pardon  me,  I  can't  help  laughing) 
that  an  abfolute  lover  would  have  concluded  the  poor 
creature  to  have  had  darts,  and  flames,  and  altars, 
and  all  that  in  his  breaft.  Araminta,  come  I'll  talk 
ferioufly  to  you  now ;  could  you  but  fee  with  my  eyes, 
the  buffbonry  of  one  fcene  of  addrefs,  a  lover,  fet  out 
with  all  his  equipage  and  appurtenances ;  O  Gad  !  fure 
you  would — But  you  play  the  game,  and  confequently 
can't  fee  the  mifcarriages  obvious  to  every  ftander  by. 

Aram.  Yes,  yes,  I  can  fee  fomething  near  it,  when 
you  and  Bellmour  meet.  You  don't  know  that  you 
dreamt  of  Bellmour  laft  night,  and  call'd  him  aloud  in 
your  fleep. 

Belia.  Pifh  !  I  can't  help  dreaming  of  the  devil  fome- 
times  ;  would  you  from  thence  infer  I  love  him  ? 

Aram.  But  that's  not  all;  you  caught  me  in  your 
arms  when  you  named  him,  and  preis'd  me  to  your 
bofom — Sure,  if  1  had  not  pinch'd  you  'till  you  wak'd, 
you  had  llifled  me  with  kifles. 
Belin.   O  barbarous  afperfion  ! 

Aram.  No  afperfion,  coufin,  we  are  alone Nay 

I  can  tell  you  more. 
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BcKn.  I  deny  it  all. 

Aram.  What  before  you  hear  it  ? 

Btlin.  My  denial  is  premeditated  like  your  malice 
—Lard,  coufin,  you  talkodly — What  ever  the  matter 
is,  O  my  foul,  I'm  afraid  you'll  follow  evil  courfes  ! 

Aram.   Ha,  ha,  ha  I   this  is  pleafant. 

Beiin.  You  may  laugh,  but' 

Aram.   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Belin.  You 'think  the  malicious  grin  becomes  you — 
The  devil  take  BelLmour — Why  do  you  tell  me  of  him  ? 

Aram.  Oh  is  it  come  out — now  you  are  angry,  I  am 

Aire  you  love  him.     I  tell  no  body  elfe,  coufm 1 

have  not  betray'd  you  yet. 

Selia.  Pr'ythee  telllt  all  ihe  world,  it's  falfe. 

Aram.  Come  then,  kifs  and  friends. 

Belin.  Pirn  ! 

Aram.  Pr'ythee,  don't  be  fo  peevifh, 

Belin.  Pr'ythee,  don't  be  fo  impertinent, 

[Eater  Betty* 

Aram.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Betty.  Did  your  ladylhip  call,  madam  ? 

Belin.  Get  my  hoods  and  tippet,  and  bid  the  foot- 
man call  a  chair.  [Exit  Betty. 

Aram.  1  hope  you  are  not  going  out  in  dudgeon, 
coufin. 

SCENE       IV. 
[Enter]  Footman. 

Fort.  Madaiii,  there  are —         . 

Belin.  Is  there  a  chair  ? 

Foot.  No,  madam,  there  are  Mr.  Bellmour  and  Mr. 
Vainlo<ve  to  wait  upon  your  ladyfhip. 

Aram.  Are  they  below  ? 

Foot.  No,  madam,  they  fent  before,  to  know  if  yott 
\vere  at  home. 

Belin.  The  vifit's  to  you,  coufin,  I  fuppofe  I  am 
at  my  liberty. 

Aram.  Be  ready  to  mew  'cm  up. 


C  E  N  E 
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SCENE      V. 
Enter  Betty  'with  hoods  and  looking  glafs. 

I  can't  tell,  coufm,  I  believe  we  are  equally  con- 
cern'd  ;  but  if  you  continue  your  humour,  it  won't  be 
very  entertaining — (I  know  fhe'd  fain  be  perfuaded  to 
ftay)  [AJide. 

Belin.  I  lhall  oblige  you,  in  leaving  you  to  the  full 
and  free  enjoyment  of  that  converfation  you  admire. 

Let  me  fee;  hold  the  glafs Lard  I  look  wretchedly 

to  day ! 

Aram,  Betty,  why  don't  you  help  my  coufm  ? 

[Putting  on  her  hoods^ 

Belin.  Hold  off  your  fifts,  and  fee  that  he  gets  a 

chair  with  a  high  roof,  or  a  very  low  feat Stay, 

come  back  here,  you  Mrs.  Fidget — you  are  fo  ready 
to  go  to  the  footman — Here,  take  'em  all  again,  my 
mind's  chang'd,  I  won't  go. 

SCENE      VI. 
Araminta  and  Belinda. 

Aram.  So,  this  I  expefted You  won't  oblige  me 

then,  coufm,  and  let  me  have  all  the  company  to 
myfelf. 

Belin.  No ;  upon  deliberation,  I  have  too  much 
charity  to  truft  you  to  yourfelf.  The  devil  watches 
all  opportunities  ;  and  in  this  favourable  difpofition  of 
your  mind,  heav'n  knows  how  far  you  may  be  tempt- 
ed :  I  am  tender  of  your  reputation. 

Aram.  I  am  oblig'd  to  you But  who's  malicious 

now,  .Belinda? 

Befin.  Not  Ij  witnefs  my  heart,  I  ftay  out  of  pure 
affection. 

Aram.  In  my  confcience  I  believe  you. 

SCENE       VIL 
Enter  Vainlove,  Bellmour,  and  Footman. 

Bell.  So,  fortune  be  prais'd  !  to  find  you  both 
within,  ladies,  is— — — - — 

B  Aram* 
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Aram.  No  miracle,  I  hope. 

Bell.  Not  o'your  fide,  madam,  I  confefs- -But 

my  tyrant  there  and  I,  are  two  buckets  that  can  never 
come  together. 

Beiin.  Nor  are  ever  like Yet  we  often  meet  and 

claih. 

Bell.  How,  never  like  !  marry,  Hymen  forbid.  But 
this  is  to  run  fo  extravagantly  in  debt;  I  have  laid  out 
fuch  a  world  of  love  in  your  fervice,  that  you  think 
you  can  never  be  able  to  pay  me  all :  fo  fhun  me  for 
the  fame  reafon  that  you  would  a  dun. 

Be!in.  Ah,  on  my  confcience,  and  the  moft  imper- 
tinent and  troublefome  of  duns a  dun  for  money 

will  be  quiet,  when  he  fees  his  debtor  has  not  where- 
withal  But  a  dun  for  love  is  an  eternal  tor- 
ment that  never  refts 

Bell.  'Till  he  has  created  love  where  there  was  none, 
and  then  gets  it  for  his  pains.  For  importunity  in  love, 
like  importunity  at  court,  firft  creates  its  own  interefl, 
and  then  purfues  it  for  the  favour. 

Aram.  Favours  that  are  got  by  impudence  and  im- 
portunity, are  like  difcoveries  from  the  rack,  when 
the  afflicted  perfon,  for  his  eafe,  fometimes  confefles 
fecrets  his  heart  knows  nothing  of. 

Vain.  I  mculd  rather  think  favours,  fo  gain'd,   to 

be  due  rewards  to  indefatigable  devotion — : For  as 

Love  is  a  deity,  he  rnuft  be  ferv'd  by  prayer. 

Belin.  O  gad,  would  you  would  all  pray  to  Love 
then,  and  let  us  alone. 

fain.  You  are  the  temples  of  Love,  and  'tis  through 
you  our  devotion  muft  be  convey'd. 

Aram.  Rather  poor  filly  idols  of  your  own  making, 
which,  upon  the  leaft  difpleafure  you  forfake,  and  iet 

up  new Everyman,  now,  changes  his  miftrefs  and 

his  religion,  as  his  humour  varies  or  his  intereft. 

Fain.  O  madam 

Aram.  Nay,  come,  I  find  we  are  growing  ferious,  and 
then  v/e  are  in  great  danger  of  being  dull — If  my  mu- 
fick-mafter  be  not  gone,  I'll  entertain  you  with  a  new 
fong,  which  comes  pretty  near  my  own  opinion  of  love 

and 
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andyourfex — Who's  there  ?  Is  Mr.  Ga<vot  gone  ?  {Calls. 
Foot,  Only  to  the  next  door,  madam ;  I'll  call  him. 

SCENE       VIII. 
Araminta,  Belinda,  Vainlove,  and  Bellmour. 

Sell.  Why,  you  won't  hear  me  with  patience. 

dram.  What's  the  matter,  coufin  ? 

Bell.  Nothing,  madam,  only •    •- 

Belin.  Pr'ythee  hold  thy  tongue-  Lard,  he  has 

fo  pefter'd  me  with  flames  and  fluff— ——I  think  I 
fhan't  endure  the  fight  of  a  fire  this  twelvemonth. 

Bell.  Yet  all  can't  melt  that  cruel  frozen  heart. 

Bella.  O  gad,  I  hate  your  hideous  fancy — you  faid 

that  once  before if  you  mufl  talk  impertinently, 

for  heaven's  fake  let  it  be  with  variety ;  don't  come 
always,  like  the  devil,  wrapt  in  flames — I'll  not  hear 
a  fentence  more,'  that  begins  with  an  /  burn — Or  an, 
/  befeech  you ,  madam . 

Bell.  But  tell  me  how  you  would  be  ador'd — I  am 
very  tradtable. 

Belin.  Then  know,  I  would  be  ador'd  in  filence. 

Bell.  Humph,  I  thought  fo,  that  you  might  have  all 
the  talk  to  yourfelf — you  had  better  let  me  fpeak ;  for 
if  my  thoughts  fly  to  any  pitch,  I  fhall  make  villainous 
figns. 

Belin.  What  will  you  get  by  that  ?  to  make  fuch 
figns  as  I  won't  underftand. 

Bell.  Ay,  but  if  I'm  tongue-ty'd,  I  muft  have  all  my 

actions  free  to quicken  your  apprehenfion — and, 

I  gad,  let  me  tell  you,  my  moft  prevailing  argument  is 
exprefs'd  in  dumb  mew. 

SCENE       IX. 
Enter  Mufick-Mafter. 

Aram.  O  I  am  glad  we  fhall  have  a  fong  to  divert 

the  difcourfe Pray  oblige  us  with  the  lafl   new 

fong. 

82  SONG. 
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SONG. 
I. 

Thus  to  a  ripe  confenting  maid, 
Poor,  old,  repenting  De\\zfaid, 
Would  you  long  preferve  your  lover? 

Would  you  ft  ill  his  godJefe  reign  ? 
Never  let  him  all  difco-~uer, 

Never  let  him  much  obtain. 

II. 

Men  lull  admire,  adore  and  die, 
While  wijbing  at  your  feet  they  lie  : 
But  admitting  their  embraces, 

Wakes  'em  from  the  golden  dream', 
Nothing  nevj  befides  our  faces. 

Every  nuoman  is  the  fame. 

Aram.  So,  how  do'e  like  the  fong,  gentlemen? 

Bell.  O  very  well  perfornrd— — but  I  don't  much 
admire  the  words. 

Aram.  I  expe&ed  it there's  too  much  truth  in 

'em  :  if  Mr.  Gavot  will  walk  with  us  in  the  garden, 

we'll  have  it  once  again you  may  like  it  better  at 

fecond  hearing— you'll  bring  my  coufin. 

Bell.  Faith,  madam,  I  dare  not  fpeak  to  her,  but 
I'll  make  figns.  \Addreffit  Belinda  in  aumb  Jhew. 

Belin.  O  foh,  your  dumb  rhetorick  is  more  ridicu- 
lous, than  your  talking  impertinence  ;  as  an  ape  is  a 
much  more  troublefome  animal  than  a  parrot. 

Aram.  Ay,  coufin,  and  'tis  a  fign  the  creatures  mi- 
mick  nature  well ;  for  there  are  few  men,  but  do  more 
filly  things  than  they  fay. 

Bell.  Well,  I  find  my  apifhnefs  has  paid  theranfom 

for  my  fpeech,  and  fet  it  at  liberty tho',  i  confefs, 

I  could  be  well  enough  pleas'd  to  drive  on  a  love  bar- 
gain, in  that  filent  manner — 'twould  fave  a  man  a 
world  of  lying  and  fwearing  at  the  year's  end.  Be- 
fides  I  have  had  a  little  experience,  that  brings  to 
mind 

When  <wit  and  reafon  both  have  fail"1  d  to  move, 

Kind  looks  and  aflions  (fromfuccefs)  do  prate, 

EiSnjilence  may  be  eloquent  in  love. 

ACT 
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Sifa.  i 

ACT 
IT  /ILL 

III.         SCENE     I. 

Scene,  The  fireet. 
Silvia  and  Lucy, 
he  not  come  then  ? 

if  you  will  go  in  and  he  ready  to  receive  him. 

Si  fa.  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  ? — Whom  mean  you  ?• 

Lucy,  Whom  you  mould  mean,  Hsart--welly 

Sifa.  Senfelefs  creature,  I  meant  my  frainlocve. 

Lucy,  You  may  as  foon  hope  to  recover  your  own 
maidenhead,  as  his  love.  Therefore  e'en  fet  your 
heart  at  reft;  and,  in  the  name  of  Opportunity,  mind 
your  own  bufinefs.  Strike  Huart*wttt  home,  before 
the  bait's  worn  off  the  hook.  Age  will  come.  He 
nibbled  fairly  yefterday,  and  no  doubt  will  be  eager 
enough  to  day,  to  fwallow  the  temptation. 

Sifa.  Well,  fince  there's  no  remedy Yet  tell  me 

for  I  wou'd  know,  though  to  the  anguim  of  my 

foul,  how  did  he  refufe  ?  tell  me how  did  he  re- 
ceive my  letter,  in  anger  or  in  fcorn  ? 

Lucy  Neither  ;  but  what  was  ten  times  worfe,  with 
damn'd,  fenfelefs  indifference.  By  this  light  I  could 
have  fpit  in  his  face — Receive  it !  Why  he  receiv'd  it, 
as  I  would  one  of  your  lovers  that  ftiould  come  empty- 
handed  ;  as  a  court  lord  does  his  mercer's  bill,  or  a 

begging  dedication he  receiv'd  it,  ai  iPthad  been 

a  letter  from  his  wife. 

Si  fa.  What,  did  he  not  read  it  ? 

Lucy.  Hum'd  it  over,  gave  you  his  refpefls,  and  faid, 
he  would  taketime  to  perufe  it — but  then  he  was  in  hafte. 

Sifa.  Refpe£b>,  and  perufe  it !  he's  gone,  and  Ara~ 
minta  has  bewitch'd  him  from  me — Oh  how  the  name 
of  rival  fires  my  blood — I  could  curfe  them  both  j  eter- 
nal jealoufy  attend  her  love,  and  difappointment  meet 
Jjis.  Oh  that  I  couldrevenge  the  torment  he  has  caus'd 
B  3  — me- 
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— methinks  I  feel  the  woman  ftrong  within  me,  and 
vengeance  kindles  jn  the  room  of  love. 

Lucy.  I  have  that  in  my  head  may  make  mifchief. 

Silv.  HoWi  dear  Lucy  ! 

Lucy.  You  know  Aramintcfs  diflembled  coynefs  has 
won,  and  keeps  him  hers 

S/Vi;.  Cou'd  we  perfuade  him,  that  me  loves  another — 

Lucy.  No,  you're  out ;  could  we  perfuade  him  that 

{he  dotes  on  him,  himfelf Contrive  a  kind  letter  as 

from  her  ;  'twould  difgufthis  nicety  and  take  away  his 
ftomach. 

Sil-v.  Impoffible,  'twill  never  take  ! 

Lucy.  Trouble  not  your  head.  Let  me  alone  -I 
will  inform  myfelf  of  what  paft  between  'em  to  day, 

and  about  it  ftraight hold,  I'm  miftaken,  or  that's 

Heart-well,  who  ftands  talking  at  the  corner — 'tis  he- 
go  get  you  in,  madam,  receive  him  pleafantly,  drefs 
up  your  face  in  innocence  and  fmiles,  and  diflemble 
the  very  want  of  diflimuladon —  You  know  what 
will  take  him. 

Sil<v.  'Tis  as  hard  to  counterfeit  love,  as  it  is  to 
conceal  it :  but  I'll  do  my  weak  endeavour,  though  I 
fear  I  have  not  art. 

Lucy.  Hang  art,  madam,  and  truft  to  nature  for 
dilTembiing. 

Man  ivas  by  nature  woman's  cully  made  ; 

We  never  are  but  by  ourf elves  betray"1  d, 

SCENE      II. 
Heartwell,  Vaintove  and  Bellmour  following. 

Sell.  Hift,  hift,  is  not  that  Heartwell  going  to  Silvia  ? 

Pain.  He's  talking  to  himfelf,  I  think  :  prithee  let's 
try  if  we  can  hear  him. 

Heart.  Why,  whither  in  the  devil's  name  am  I  a 
going  now  ?  hum — let  me  think — Is  not  this  Silvia's 
houfe,  the  cave  of  that  enchantrefs,  and  which  confe- 
quently  I  ought  to  fhun  as  I  would  infection  ?  To  enter 
here,  is  to  put  on  the  envenom'd  ftiirt,  to  run  into  the 
embraces  of  a  fever,  and  in  fome  raving  fie,  be  led 
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to  plunge  myfelf  into  that  more  confuming  fire,  a  wo- 
man's arms.  Ha  !  well  recollefted,  I  will  recover  my 
reafon,  and  be  gone.  t 

Bell.  Now  Ptnus  forbid  1 

Vain.  Ham 

Heart.  Well,  why  do  you  not  move  ?  Feet,  do  your 

office — not  one  inch ;  no,  foregad  I'm  caught 

There  ftands  my  north,  and  thither  my  needle  points — 
Now  could  I  curfe  mvfelf,  yet  cannot  repent.  O  thou 
delicious,  damn'd,  dear,  deftruftive  woman  !  'Sdeath 
how  the  young  fellows  will  hoot  me  !  I  mall  be  the  jeft 
of  the  town.  Nay,  in  two  days  I  expeft  to  be  chronicled 
in  ditty,  and  fun-gin  woeful  ballad,  to  the  tune  of  the 
Superannuated  Maidens  Comfort,  or  the  Batchelor's 
Fall ;  and  upon  the  third,  I  mail  be  hang'd  in  effigy, 
pafted  up  for  the  exemplary  ornament  of  neceffary 
houfes  and  coblers  ftalls — Death,  I  can't  think  on't 
— — I'llrun  into  the  danger  to  lofe  the  apprehenfion.. 

SCENE      III, 

Bellmour  and  Vainlove. 

Belt.  A  very  certain  remedy,  probatum  eft — Ha,  ha, 
ha  !  poor  George,  thou  art  i'the'  right,  thou  haft  fold 
thyfelf  to  laughter ;  the  ill-natur'd  town  will  find  the 
jeft  juft  where  thou  haft  loft  it.  Ha,  ha  !  how  a'  ftrug- 
gled,  like  an  old  lawyer  between  two  fees. 

Pain.  Or  a  young  wench,  between  pleafure  and  re- 
putation. 

Bell.  Or  as  you  did  to  day,  when  half  afraid  you 
fnatch'd  a  kifs  from  Araminia. 

Vain.  She  has  made  a  quarrel  on't. 

Bell.  Pauh  !  women  are  only  angry  at  fuch  offences,, 
to  have  the  pleafure  of  forgiving  'em.  • 

Pain.  And  I  love  to  have  the  pleafure  of  making 

my  peace 1  mould  not  efteem  a  pardon  if  too  eafily 

won. 

Bell.  Thou  doft  not  know  what  thou  would'ft  be  at : 
whether  thou  would'ft  have  her  angry  or  pleas'd. 
Could'ft  thou  be  content  to  marry  Araminta  f 

B  4  Pain.. 
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Vain.  Could  you  be  content  to  go  to  Heav'n  ? 

Bell.  Hum,  not  immediately,  in  my  confcience  not 
heartily  ?  I'd  do  a  little  more  good  in  my  generation 
firft,  in  order  to  deferve  it. 

Vain.  Nor  I  to  marry  Araminta  till  I  merit  her. 

Bell.  But  how  the  devil  doit  thou  expedl  to  get  her, 
if  flie  never  yield? 

Vain.  That's  true  ;  but  I  would 

Bell.  Marry  her  without  her  confent ;  thou'rt  a  rid- 
dle beyond  woman-  •  • 

SCENE       IV. 
Enter  Setter. 

Trufty  Setter,  what  tidings  ?  How  goes  the  project  ? 

Setter.  As  all  lewd  projects  do,  fir,  where  the  devil 
prevents  our  endearments  with  fuccefs. 

Bell.  A  good  hearing,  Setter. 

Vain.  Well,  I'll  leave  you  with  your  engineer. 

Bell.  And  haft  thou  provided  neceflaries  ? 

Setter.  All,  all,  fir;  the  large  fanclified  hat,  and  the 
little  precife  band,  with  a  Twinging  long  fpiritual  cloke, 

to  cover  carnal  knavery not  forgetting  the  black 

patchj  which  tribulation  Spintext  wears,  as  I'm  in- 
form'd,  upon  one  eye,  as  a  penal  mourning  for  the 
ogling  offences  of  his  youth  ;  and  fome  fay,  with  that 
eye,  he  firft  difcover'd  the  frailty  of  his  wife. 

Bell.  Well,  in  this  fanatick  father's  habit,  will  I 
confefs  Leetitia. 

Setter.  Rather  prepare  her  for  confeffioa,  fir,  by 
helping  her  to  fin. 

Bell.  Be  at  your  mafler's  lodging  in  the  evening, 
I  mall  ufe  the  robes. 

SCENE       V. 

Setter  alone. 

I  mail,  fir— —I  wonder  to   which   of  thefe   two 

gentlemen  I  do  molt  properly  appertain the  one 

ufes  me  as  his  attendant ;  the  other  (being  the  better 

acquainted 
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acquainted  with  my  parts)  employs  me  as  a  pimp ! 
why  that's  much  the  more  honourable  employment — 
by  all  means 1  follow  one  as  my  mailer,  t'other  fol- 
lows me  as  his  conductor. 

SCENE       VI. 
Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  There's   the  hang-dog  his  man 1  had  a 

power  over  him  in  the  reign  of  my  miilrefs  ;  but  he 
is  too  true  a  Vaht  de  Chambre  not  to  afteft  his  mailer's 
faults ;  and  confequently  is  revolted  from  his  alle- 
giance. 

Setter.  Undoubtedly,  'tis  impoffible  to  be  a  pimp  and 
not  a  man  of  parts.  That  is  without  being  politic, 

diligent,  fecret,  wary,  and  fo  forth And  to  all 

this  valiant  as  Hercules Thatis,  paffively  valiant  and 

aftively  obedient.  Ah  !  Setter,  what  a  treafure  is 
here  loft  for  want  of  being  known  ! 

Lucy.  Here's  fome  villainy  a  foot,  he's  fo  thoughtful ; 
may  be,  I  may  difcover  fomethingin  my  maflc 
Worthy  fir,  a  word  with  you.  [Puts  on  her  majk. 

Setter.  Why,  if  I  were  known,  I  might  come  be  a 
great  man  » 

Lucy  Not  to  interrupt  your  meditation—— 

Setter.  And  I  fhould  not  be  the  firil  that  has  procur'd 
his  greatnefs  by  pimping. 

Lucy.  Now  poverty  and  the  pox  light  upon  thee,  for 
a  contemplative  pimp. 

Setter.  Ha !  what  art,  who  thus  malicioufly  haft 
awaken'd  me  from  my  dream  of  glory  ?  Speak,  thou 
vile  difturber 

Lucy.  Of  thy  moft  vile  cogitations thou  poor 

conceited  wretch,  how  wert  thou  valuing  thyfelf  upon 
thy  mailer's  employment  ?  For  he's  the  head  pimp  to 
Mr.  Eellmour. 

Setter.  Good  words,  damfel,  or  I  ihall— — — —  But 
how  doft  thou  know  my  mailer  or  me  ? 

Lucy.  Yes  I  know  both  mailer  and  man  to  be • 

Setter.  To  be  men,  perhaps ;  nay,  'faith,  like  enough ; 
B  5  I 
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I  often  march  in  the  rear  of  my  mailer,  and  enter  the 

breaches  which  he  has  made. 

Lucy.  Ay,  the  breach  of  faith,  which  he  has  be- 
gun :  thou  traitor  to  thy  lawful  princeis. 

Setter.    Why  how  now  !  prithee,  who  art  ?  Lay  by 
that  worldly  face,  and  produce  your  natural  vizor. 

Lucy.  No,  finali,  I'll  keep  it  on  to  abufe  thee,  and 
leave  thee  without  hopes  of  revenge. 

Setter.  Oh  I  I  begin  to  fmoke  ye  :  thou  art  fome  for- 
faken  Abigail,  we  have  dallied  with  heretofore — and 
art  come  to  tickle  thy  imagination  with  remembrance 
of  iniquity  pafl. 

Lucy.  No,  thou  pitiful  flatterer  of  thy  matter's  im- 
perfections ;  thoumaukin,  made  up  of  the  fhreds  and 
parings  of  his  fuperfluous  fopperies. 

Setter.  Thou  art  thy  miflrels's  foul  felf,  compofed  of 
her  fullied  iniquities  and  clothing. 

Lucy.  Hang  thee Beggar's  curr Thy  mp.fler 

is  but  a  mumper  in  love,  lies  canting  at  the  gate  ;  but 
nevers  dares  prefume  to  enter  the  houfe. 

Setter.  Thou  art  the  wicket  to  thy  miftrefs's  gate, 
to  be  opened  for  all  comers.  In  fine  thou  art  the  high 
road  to  thy  miftrefs. 

Lucy.  Beafl,  filthy  toad,  I  can  hold  no  longer,  look 
and  tremble.  \UnmaJks. 

Setter.  How,  Mrs.  Lucy ! 

Lucy.  I  wonder  thou  halt  the  impudence  to  look  me 
in  the  face. 

Setter.  Ad/bud,  who  is  in  fault,  miftrefs  of  mine,  who 
flung  the  firfl  ftone  ?  Who  undervalued  my  function  ? 
And  who  the  devil  could  know  you  by  inilinft  ! 

Lucy.  You  could  know  my  office  by  inflinft,  and  be 
hang'd,  which  you  have  flander'd  moil  abominably. 
It  vexes  me  not  what  you  faid  of  my  perfon  ;  but  that 
my  innocent  calling  fhould  be  expos'd  and  fcandaliz'd 
»  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Setter.  Nay,  faith,  Lucy,  I'm  forry,  I'll  own  my- 
felf  to  blame,  though  we  were  both  in  fault  as  to  our 
offices— — Come  I'll  make  you  any  reparation. 

Lucy.  Swear. 

Setter 
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Setter.  I  do  fwear  to  the  utmoft  of  my  power. 

Lucy.  To  be  brief  then:  what  is  thereafon  your 
matter  did  not  appear  to  day,  according  to  the  Aim- 
mons  I  brought  him  ? 

Setter.  To  anfwer  you  as  briefly — He  has  a  caufe  to 
be  tried  in  another  court. 

Lucy.  Come,  tell  me  in  plain  terms,  how  forward  he 
is  with  Araminta. 

Setter.  Too  forward  tobeturn'dback — ; Though 

he's  a  little  in  difgrace  at  prefent  about  a  kifs  which  he 
forced.  You  and  I  can  kifs,  Lucy,  without  all  that. 

Lucy.  Stand  off — — He's  a  precious  jewel. 

Setter.  And  therefore  you'd  have  him  to  fetin  your 
lady's  locket. 

Lucy.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Setter.  He'll  be  in  the  Piazza  prefently. 

Lucy.  Remember  to  day's  behaviour— —Let  me 
fee  you  with  a  penitent  face. 

Setter.  What  no  token  of  amity,  Lucy?  You  and 
I  don't  ufe  to  part  with  dry  lips. 

Lucy.  No,  no,  avaunt I'll  not  be  flabber'd  and 

kifs'd  now— r I'm  not  in  the  humour. 

Setter.  I'll  not  quit  you  fo I'll  follow  and 

put  you  into  the  humour. 

SCENE  .  VII. 
Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll  and  Bluff. 

Bluff.  And  fo,  out  of  your  unwonted  generofity — 

Sir  Jo.  And  good-nature,  back;  I  am  good-na- 
tur'd,  and  I  can't  help  it. 

Bluff.  You  have  given  him  a  note  upon  Fon3le--wift 
for  a  hundred  pound. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  poor  fellow,  he  ventur'd  fair  for't. 

Bluff.  You  have  difoblig'd  me  in  it — for  I  have  oc- 
cafion  for  the  money,  and  if  you  would  look  me  in 
the  face  again  and  live,  go,  and  force  him  to  re-deliver 

you  the  note go and  bring  it  me  hither.  I'll 

ftay  here  for  you. 

Sir  Jo.  You  may  ftay  'till  the  day  of  judgment  then,. 

by 
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by  the  Lord  Harry.     I  know  better  things  than  to  be 

run  thro'  the  guts  for  a  hundred  pounds Why,  I 

gave  that  hundred  pound  for  being  faved,  an  d'ye  think, 
an  there  were  no  danger,  I'll  be  fo  ungrateful  to  take 
it  from  the  gentleman  again  ? 

Bluff.  Well,  go  to  from  me Tell  him,  I  fay, 

he  muit  refund or  Bilbo's  the  word,  and  flaughter 

will  enfue if  he  refufe,    tell  him but  whifper 

that tell  him I'llpink  his  foul but  whifper 

that  foftly  to  him. 

Sir  Jo.  So  foftly,  that  he  mall  never  hear  on't,  I  war- 
rant you-  •  why,  what  a  devil's  the  matter,  bully, 
are  you  mad  ?  Or'd'  ye  think  I'm  mad  ?  agad,  for  my 
part,  I  don't  love  to  be  the  mefTenger  of  ill  news :  'tis 
an  ungrateful  office-  So  tell  him  yourfelf. 

Bluff.  By  thefe  hilts  I  believe  he  frighted  you  into 
this  compofition  :  I  believe  you  gave  it  him  out  of 
fear,  pure  paltry  fear confefs. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  hang't  I  was  not  afraid  neither — 
tho'  I  confefs  he  did  in  a  manner  fnap  me  up— —yet  I 
can't  fay  that  it  was  altogether  out  of  fear,  but  partly 

to  prevent  mifchief for  he  was  a  devilifh  cholerick 

fellow :  and  if  my  choler  had  been  up  too,  agad 
there  would  have  been  mifchief  done,  that's  flat.  And 
yet  I  believe,  if  you  had  been  by,  I  would  as  foon  have 
let  him  a  had  a  hundred  of  my  teeth.  Adfheart,  if 
he  mould  come  juft  now  when  I'm  angry,  I'd  tell 
him mum. 

SCENE.       VIII. 
Eater  Bellmour  and  Sharper. 

Bell.  Thou'rt  a  lucky  logue;  there's  your  bene- 
.faftor  :  you  ought  to  return  him  thanks  now  you  have 
receiv'd  the  favour. 

Sharp.  Sir  Jofeph — Your  note  was  accepted,  and  the 
money  paid  at  fight :  I'm  come  to  return  my  thanks — 

Sir  Jo.  They  won't  be  accepted  fo  readily  as  the 
Bill,  fir. 

£cii.  I  doubt  the  knight  repents,  Torn — He  looks 
like  the  knight  of  the  forrowful  face. 

Sharp* 


THE    OLD    BACHELOR.          37 

Sharp.  This  is  a  double  generofity Do  me  a 

kindnefs  and  refufe  my  thanks- But  I  hope  you 

are  not  offended  that  I  offer'd'em 

Sir  Jo.  May  be  I  am,  fir,  may  be  I  am  not,  fir, 
may  be  I  am  both,  fir  !  what  then  ?  I  hope  I  may  be 
offended  without  any  offence  to  you,  fir. 

Sharp.  Hey  day !  Captain,  what's  the  matter  ? 
you  can  tell. 

Bluff'.  Mr.  Sharper,  the  matter  is  plain Sir  Jo- 

feph  has  found  out  your  trick,  and  does  not  care  to  be 
pat  upon,  being  a  man  of  honour. 

Sharp.  Trick,  fir? 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  trick,  fir,  and  won't  be  put  upon,  fir, 
being  a  man  of  honour,  fir,  and  fo,  fir 

Sharp.  Harkee,  Sir  Jofeph,  a  word  with  ye in 

consideration  of  fome  favonrs  lately  received,  I  would 
not  have  you  draw  yourfelf  in  a  premunire,  by  truft- 

ing  to  that  fign  of  a  man  there That  pop-gun 

charged  with  wind. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  O  Lord,  captain,  comejuftify  your- 
felf  I'll  give  him  the  lye  if  you'll  Hand  to  it. 

Sharp.  Nay  then  I'll  be  beforehand  with  you  :  take 
that oafe.  \Cuffs  him. 

Sir  Jo.  Captain,  will  you  fee  this ;  Won't  you  pink 
his  foul  ?  . 

Bluff'.  Hufh't,  'tis  not  fo  convenient  now  I 
mall  find  a  time. 

Sharp.  What  do  you  mutter  about  a  time,  rafcal— 

You  were  the  incendiary There's  to  put  you  in 

mind  of  your  time A  memorandum.  [Kicks  him. 

Bluff.  Oh  this  is  your  time,  fir,  you  had  beft  make 
ufe  on't. 

Sharp.  I  gad  and  fo  I  will :  There's  again  for  you. 

[Kicks  him. 

Bluff.  You  are  obliging,  fir,  but  this  is  too  public  a 
place  to  thank  you  in  :  But  in  you  ear,  you  are  to  be 
feen  again. 

Shurp.  Ay,  thou  inimitable  coward,  and  to  be  felt — 
as  for  example,  [Kicks  him. 
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Sell.  Ha  ha,  ha !  prithee  come  away,  'tis  fcandalous 
to  kick  this  puppy,  unlefs  a  man  were  cold,  and  had 
no  other  way  to  get  himielf  a  heat. 

SCENE      IX. 
Sir  Jofeph  and  Bluff. 

Bluff.  Very  well — —very  fine But  'tis  no  mat- 
ter———Is  not  this  fine,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Indifferent,  agad,  in  my  opinion  very  indif- 
ferent———I'd  rather  go  plain  all  my  life,  than  wear 
fuch  finery. 

Bluff".  Death  and  hell  to  be  affronted  thus  !  I'll  die 
before  I'll  fuffer  it.  [Draws. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  his  anger  was  not  raifed  before— 
nay,  dear  captain,  don't  be  in  paffion  now  he's  gone — 
Put  up,  put  up,  dear  back,  'tis  your  Sir  Jofeph  begs, 
come  let  me  kifs  thee  ;  fo,  fo,  put  up,  put  up. 

Bluff.  By  heav'n  'tis  not  to  be  put  up. 

Sir  Jo.  What,  bully  ? 

Bluff'.  The  affront. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  agad,  no  more  'tis,  for  that's  put  up  al- 
ready, thy  fword  I  mean. 

Bluff.  Well,  Sir  Jofeph^  at  your  intreaty — But  were 
not  you,  my  friend,  abus'd,  and  cufft  and  kickt  ? 

[Putting  up  his  fiver -d. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  fo  were  you  too;  no  matter,  'tis  pall. 

Bluff.  By  the  immortal  thunder  of  great  guns,  'tis 

falfe he  fucks  not  vital  air  who  dares  affirm  it  to 

this  face.  [Looks  big. 

Sir  Jo.  To  that  face  I  grant  you,  captain No, 

no,  I   grant  you Not   to  that   face,  by  the  lord 

Harry         If  you  had    put  on    your    fighting  face 

before,  you  had  done  his  bufmefs he  durft  as  foon 

have  kifs'd  you,  as  kick'd  you  to  your  face — But  a  man 
can  no  more  help  what's  done  behind  his  back,  than 
what's  faid— Come,  we'll  think  no  more  of  what's  paft. 

Bluff.  I'll  call  a  council  of  war  within  to  confider  of 
my  revenge  to  come. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      X. 
Heartwell  and  Silvia.     Silvia'j  Apartment. 

S     O    'N     G. 
As  Amoret  and  Thyrjis  lay 
Melting  the  hours  in  gentle  Play  j 
Joining  faces,  mingling  kiffes, 
And  exchanging  harmlcfs  blijfes  : 
He  trembling  cry'd,  cwith  eager  hajte,       "% 

0  let  me  feed  as  nvell  as  tafte,  > 

1  die,  if  I'm  not  'wholly  Heft  J 

After  the  Song,  a  Dance  of  Anticks. 

Sil-j.  Indeed,  it  is  very  fine 1  could  look  upon 

'em  all  day. 

Heart.  Well,  has  this  prevail'd  for  me,  and  will  you 
look  upon  me  ? 

Silv.  If  you  could  fing  and  dance  fo,  I  mould  love 
to  look  upon  you  too. 

Heart.  Why  'twas  I  fung  and  danc'd  ;  I  gave  mufic 
to  the  voice,  and  life  to  their  meafures — Look  you 
here,  Silvia  [Pulling  out  a  purfe  and  chinking  it]  here 

are  fongs   and   dances,  poetry  and  mufic hark  ? 

how  fweetlyone  guinea  rhymes  to  another — : — and  how 
they  dance  to  the  mufic  of  their  own  chink.  This 
buys  all  the  other — and  this  thou  malt  have  ;  this,  and 
all  that  I  am  worth,  for  the  purchafe  of  thy  love — fay, 

is  it  mine  then,  ha  ?  fpeak  Syren Oons  why  do  I 

look  on  her  !  Yet  I  muft.  Speak,  dear  angel,  devil, 
faint,  witch ;  do  not  rack  me  with  fufpenfe. 

Silv.  Nay,  don't  ftare  at  me  fb You  make  me 

blufh 1  cannot  look. 

Heart.  O  manhood,  where  art  thou  ?  What  am  I 
come  to  ?  A  woman's  toy,  at  thefe  years!  Death,  a 
bearded  baby  for  a  girl  to  dandle.  O  dotage,  dotage  ! 
That  ever  that  noble  paffion,  Luft,  mould  ebb  to  this 

degree No  reflux  of  vigorous   blood:  But  milky 

love  fupplies  the  empty  channels  ;  and  prompts  me 
to  the  foftnefs  of  a  child— —ameer  infant,  and  would 
fuck.  Can  you  love  me,  Silvia  ?  fpeak. 

Sifo. 
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Silv.  I  dare  not  fpeak  'till  I  believe  you,  and  indeed 
I'm  afraid  to  believe  you  yet. 

Heart.  Death,  how  her  innocence  torments  and 
pleafes  me  !  lying,  child,  is  indeed  the  art  of  love, 
and  men  are  generally  matters  in  it :  But  I'm  fo  newly 
entred,  you  cannot  diitruft  me  of  any  fkill  in  the 
treacherous  myftery — Now,  by  my  foul,  I  cannot  lye, 
though  it  were  to  ferve  a  friend  or  gain  a  miftrefs. 

Sil-v.  Muft  you  lye  then,  if  you  fay  you  love  me  ? 

Heart.  No,  no,  dear  ignorance,  thou  beauteous 
changeling — I  tell  thee  I  do  love  thee,  and  tell  it  for  a 
truth,  a  naked  truth,  which  I'm  afhamed  to  difcover. 

SHv.  But  love,  they  fay,  is  a  tender  thing,  that 
will  fmooth  frowns,  and  make  calm  an  angry  face  ; 
will  foften  a  rugged  temper,  and  make  ill-humoured 
people  good  :  You  look  ready  to  fright  one,  and  talk 
as  if  your  paffion  were  not  love,  but  anger. 

Heart.  'Tis  both ;  for  I  am  angry  with  myfelf  when 
lam  pleafed  with  you — And  a  pox  upon  me  for  lov- 
ing thee  fo  well yet  I  muft  on 'Tis  a  bearded 

arrow,  and  will  more  eafily  be  thurft  forward  than 
draw  back. 

Silv.  Indeed,  if  I  were  well  aflur'd  you  lov'd  ;  but 
how  can  I  be  well  aflur'd  ? 

Heart.  Take  the  fymptoms and  afk  all  the  ty- 
rants of  thy  fex,  if  thesr  fools  are  not  known  by  this 

party-coloured  livery- 1  am  melancholic,  when 

thou  art  abfent ;  look  like  an  afs,  when  thou  art  pre- 
fent  ;  wake  for  thee,  when  I  fhould  fleep  ;  and  even 
dream  of  thee,  when  I  am  awake  ;  iigh  much,  drink 
little,  eat  lefs,  court  folitude,  am  grown  very  enter- 
taining to  myfelf,  and  (as  I  am  informed)  very  trou- 
blefome  to  every  body  elfe.  If  this  be  not  love,  it  is 

madnefs,  and  then  it  is  pardonable Nay,  yet  a 

more  certain  fign  than  all  this ;  I  give  thee  my  money. 

Sil-v.  Ay,  but  that  is  no  fign ;  for  they  fay,  gentle- 
men will  give  money  to  any  naughty  woman  to  come 

to  bed  to  them O  Gemini,  I  hope  you.  don't  meaa 

fo— — -for  I  won't  be  a  whore. 

Heart.  The  more  is  the  pity.  \.4fide. 

SHv. 
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Sil--i>.  Nay,  if  you  would  marry  me,  you  mould  not 
come  to  bed  to  me — you  have  fuch  a  beard,  and  would 
fo  prickle  one.  But  do  you  intend  to  marry  me  ? 

Heart.  That  a  fool  mould  afk  fuch  a  malicious  quef- 
tion  !  Death,  I  (hall  be  drawn  in,  before  I  know  where 

I  am However,  I  find  I  am  pretty  fure  of  her 

confent,  if  I  am  put  to  it.  {Afide,~\  Marry  you  ?  no, 
no,  I'll  love  you. 

Silv.  Nay,  but  if  you  love  me,  you  muft  marry  me; 
what,  don't  I  know  my  father  lov'd  my  mother,  and 
was  marry'd  to  her  ? 

Heart.  Ay,  ay,  in  old  days  people  marry'd  where 
they  lov'd  ;  but  that  faflilon  is  chang'd,  child. 

Sihf.  Never  tell  me  that,  I  know  'tis  not  chang'd  by 
myfelf;  for  I  love  you,  and  would  marry  you. 

Heart.  I'll  have  my  beard  fhav'd,  it  man't  hurt  thee, 
and  we'll  go  to  bed 

Sil*v.  No,  no,  I'm  not  fuch  a  fool  neither  but  I  can 

koep  myfelf  honeit; Here,  I  won't  keep  any  thing 

that's  yours,  I  hate  you  now,  ['Throws  the  purfe~\  and 
I'll  never  fee  you  again,  'caufe  you'd  have  me  naught. 


\Going. 
ridda 


Heart.  Damn  her,  let  her  go,  and  a  good  riddance- 
Yet  fo  much  tendernefs  and  beauty and  honefty 

together  is  a  jewel — Stay,  Sil-via But  then  to  mar- 
ry, why  every  man  plays  the  fool  once  in  his  life  ;  but 
to  marry  is  playing  the  fool  all  ones  life  long. 

Sil<v.  What  did  you  call  me  for  ? 

Heart.  I'll  give  thee  all  I  have;  and  thou  malt  live 
with  me  in  every  thing  fo  like  my  wife,  the  world 
mail  believe  it :  nay,  thou  malt  think  fo  thyfelf 
Only  let  me  not  think  fo. 

Silv.  No,  I'll  die  before  I'll  be  your  whore— —as 
well  as  I  love  you. 

Heart.  \_AJide.~\  a  woman,  and  ignorant,  may  be 
honeft,  when  'tis  out  of  obftinacy  and  contradiction — 
But  'fdeath  it  is  but  a  may  be,  and  upon  fcurvy  terms  — 

Well,  farewell  then if  I  can  get  out  of  fight  I 

may  get  the  better  of  myfelf. 

Sih.  Well goodbye.  [Turns  and  <wecps. 

Heart* 
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Heart.  Ha !  nay  come,  we'll  kifs  at  parting  [Ki/es  her. 

By  Heav'n  her  kifs  is  fweeter  than  liberty 1  will 

marry  thee There  thou  haft  don't.  All  my  re- 

folves  melted  in  that  kifs one  more. 

Sil*v.  But  when  ? 

Heart.  I'm  impatient  'till  it  be  done;  I  will  not  give 

myfelf  liberty  to  think,  left  I  fhould  cool 1  will 

about  a  licence  ftraight in  the  evening  expeft 

me One  kifs  more  to  confirm  me  mad  ;  fo.  [Exit. 

Sih'.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  an  old  fox  trapt 

SCENE       XI. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Blefs  me  !  you  frighted  me,  I  thought  he  had  been 
come  again,  and  had  heard  me. 

Lucy.  Lord,  madam,  I  met  your  lover  in  as  much 
hafte,  as  if  he  had  been  going  for  a  midwife. 

Silv.  He's  going  for  a  parfon,  girl,  the  forerunner 

of  a  midwife,  fome  nine  months  hence Well,  I 

find  diffembling  to  our  {ex  is  as  natural  as  fwimming  to 
a  negro-,  we  may  depend  upon  our  fkill  to  fave  us  at  a 
plunge,  tho'  till  then  we  never  make  the  experiment- 
Bat  How  haft  thou  fucceeded  ? 

Lucy.  As  you  would  wifn Since  there  is  no  re- 
claiming Vainlo<ve,  I  have  found  out  a  pique  fhe  has 
taken  at  him  ;  and  have  fram'd  a  letter  that  makes  her 
fue  for  reconciliation  firft.  I  know  that  will  do 
walk  in  and  I'll  (hew  it  you.  Come,  madam,  you're 
like  to  have  a  happy  time  on't,  both  your  love  and 
anger  fatisfied  ! — All  that  can  charm  our  fex  confpire 
to  pleafe  you. 

That  woman  fure  enjoys  a  bleffed night, 
Whom  lo've  and  vengeance  loth  at  once  delight. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Scene,  The  ftreet. 
Bellmour,   infanatick  habit,  and  Setter. 

Bell.  •>  *~  I  A  IS  pretty  near  the  hour. 

[Looting  on  his 
Well  and  how  Setter  hae,  does  my  hypocrify  fit  me,  h«  ? 
Does  it  fit  eafy  on  me  ? 

Setter.  O  moil  religioufly  well,  fir. 

Bell.  I  wonder  why  all  our  young  fellows  mould  glory 
in  an  opinion  of  atheifm,  when  they  may  be  fo  much 
more  conveniently  lewd  under  the  coverlet  of  religion. 

Setter.  S'bub,  fir,  away  quickly,  there's  Fondlewife 
juft  turned  the  corner,  and's  coming  this  way. 

Bell.  Gads  fo,  there  he  is,  he  muft  not  fee  me. 

SCENE       II. 
Fondlewife  and  Barnaby. 

Fomt.  t  fay,  I  will  tarry  at  home. 

Bar.  But,  fir. 

Fond.  Good  lack  !  I  profcfs  the  fpirit  of  contradic- 
tion hath  pofleft  the  lad-— I  fay  I  will  tarry  at  home— - 
Vartlt. 

Bar.  I  have  done,  fir,  then  farewell  coo  pounds. 

Fend.  Ha,  how's  that  ?  Stay,  fiay,  did  you  leave 
word,  fay  you,  with  his  wife,  with  Comfort  herfelf  ? 

Bar.  I  aid ;  and  Comfort  will  fend  'Tribulation  hither 
as  foon  as  ever  he  comes  home — I  could  have  brought 
young  Mr.  Prig,  to  have  kept  my  miftrefs  company  in 
the  mean  time  ;  but  you  fay— — — — — 

Fond.  How,  how,  fay  Varlet !  I  fay  let  him  not 
come  near  my  doors,  I  fay  he  is  a  wanton  young  Le- 
i/ite,  and  pampereth  himfelf  up  with  dainties,  that  he 

may  look  lovely  in  the  eyes  of  women Sincerely, 

I  am  afraid  he  hath  already  defiled  the  tabernacle  of 
*  '  our 
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our  filter  Ccmfort ;  while  her  good  hufband  is  deluded 

by  his  godly  appearance J  fay,  that  even  lull 

doth  fparkle  in  his  eyes,  and  glow  upon  his  cheeks, 
and  that  I  would  as  foon  truft  my  wife  with  s.  lord's 
high-fed  chaplain. 

Bar.  Sir,  the  hour  draws  nigh— ——and  nothing 
will  be  done  there  'till  you  come. 

Fond.  And  nothing  can  be  done  here  'till  I  go — So 
that  I'll  tarry,  d'ye  fee. 

Bar.  And  run  the  hazard  to  lofe  your  affair,  fir ! 

Fond.  Good  lack,  good  lack 1  profcfs  it  io  a  very 

fufficient  vexation,  for  a  man  to  have  a  handfome  wife. 

Bar.  Never,  fir,  but  when  the  man  is  an  infufHcient 
hafband.  'Tis  then  indeed,  like  the  vanity  of  taking 
a  fine  houfe,  and  yet  be  forc'd  to  let  lodgings,  to  help 
pay  the  rent. 

Fend.  I  profefs  a  very  apt  comparifon,  Varlet.  Go 
and  bid  my  cocky  come  out  to  me,  I  will  give  her 
fome  inftru&ions,  I  will  reafon  with  her  before  I  go. 

SCENE      III. 

Fondlewife  alone. 

And  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  reafon  with  myfelf— 
Tell  me,  Ifaac,  why  art  thee  jealous  ?  Why  art  thee 

diftruflful  of  the  wife  of  thy  bofom  ? Becaufe  fhe 

is  young  and  vigorous,  and  I  am  old  and  impotent — 

Then  why  didit  thee  marry,  Ifaac  ? Becaufe  me 

was  beautiful  and  tempting,  and  becaufe  I  was  ob- 
ftinate  and  doating  ;  '  fo  that  my  inclination  was  (and 

*  is  ftill)  greater  than  my  power' And  will   not 

that  which   tempted  thee  alfo  tempt  others,  who  will 

tempt  her,  Ifaac? 1  fear  it  much But  does  not 

thy  wife  love  thee,  nay  dote  upon  thee  r Yes— — • 

V>"hy  then  !  ay,  but  to  fay  truth,  Ihe's  fonder  of  me, 
than  me  has  reafon  to  be ;  and  in  the  way  of  trade, 
we  ftill  fufpeft  the  fmootheft  dealers  of  the  deepeft 

defigns And  that  (he  has  fome  deflgns  deeper 

than  thou  canft  reach,  th'  haft  experimented,  Ifaac 

•  But  mum. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

Fondlewife  #WLast:tia. 

Last.  I  hope  my  cleared  jewel  is  not  going  to  leave 
me >are  you,  Nykin  ? 

Fond.  Wife have  you  throughly  confider'd  how 

deteftable,  how  heinous,  and  how  crying  a  fin,  the 
fin  of  adultery  is  ?  have  you  weigh'd  it,  I  fay  ?  For  it 
is  a  very  weighty  fin  ;  and  although  it  may  lie  heavy 
upon  thee,  yet  thy  hufband  muft  alfo  bear  his  part : 
for  thy  iniquity  will  fall  upon  his  head. 

L<et.  Blefs  me,  what  means  my  dear  ! 

Fond.  \_AJide.~\  I  profefs  fhe  has  an  alluring  eye  ;  I 
am  doubtful,  whether  I  mail  truft  her,  even  with 

Tribulation  himfelf Speak,  I  fay,  have  you  confi- 

dered  what  it  is  to  cuckold  your  hafbund  ? 

L<£t.   \_Ajlde.]    I'm  amazed:  fure  he  hr.s  difcovered 

nothing Who  has  wrong'd  me  to  my  deareft  ?  I 

hope  my  jewel  does  not  think,  that  ever  I  had  any 
fuch  thing  in  my  head,  or  ever  will  have. 

Fond.  No,  no,  I  tell  you  I  fhall  have  it  in  my  head— 

Lat.  [dfede.~\  I  know  not  what  to  think.  But  I'm 
refolv'd  to  find  the  meaning  of  it — Unkind  dear!  was 
it  for  this  you  fent  to  call  me  r  is  it  not  affliction  enough 
that  you  are  to  leave  me,  but  you  muft  ftudy  to  in- 
creafe  it  by  unjuft  fufpicions  ?  \Cry'ri:g\  Well — well — 
you  know  my  fondnefs,  and  you  love  to  tyrannize — 
Go  on,  cruel  man,  do,  triumph  over  my  poor  heart, 
while  it  holds,  which  cannot  be  long,  with  this  ufage 

of  yours But  that's  whr.t  you  want Wei.',  you 

will  have  your  ends  foon You  will You  will- 
yes  it  will  break  to  oblige  you.  \_5igbs. 

Fond.  Verily  I  fe?.r  I  have  carried  the  jeft  too  far — 

Nay,  look  you  now  if  fhe  does  not  weep 'tis  the 

fondeft  fool — Nay,  cocky,  cocky,  nay,  dear  cocky, 
don't  cry,  I  was  but  in  jeft,  I  was  riot  ifeck. 

Ltft.  \_df.de.  ~\  O  then  all's  fafe.  I  was  terribly  fright- 
ed—My afHidlion  is  always  your  jeft,  barbarous 
man  !  oh  that  I  mould  love  to  this  degree !  yet • 

Fond.  Nay,  cocky. 

L<pt. 
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Leet.  No,  no,  you  are  weary  of  me,  that's  it 

that's  all,  you  would  get  another  wife another 

fond  fool,  to  break  her  heart well,  be  as  cruel 

as  you  can  to  me,  I'll  pray  for  you  ;  and  when  I  am 
dead  with  grief,  may  you  have  one  that  will  love  you 
as  well  as  I  have  done  :  I  mail  be  contented  to  lie  at 

peace  in  my  cold  grave fince  it  will  pleafe  yon. 

[Sighs, 

Fond.  Good  lack,  good  lack,  fhe  would  melt  a 

heart  of  oak 1  profefs  I  can  hold  no  longer 

•  Nay,  dear  cocky I'feck  you'll  break  my 

heart I'feck  you  will See  you  have  made  ms 

v/ecp made  poor  nykin  weep— ——nay,  come 

kifs,  bufs  poor  nykin and  I  won't  leave  thee 

• I'll  lofe  all  firft. 

Leet.  ajlde.~\  How !  Heaven  forbid  !  that  will  be 
carrying  the  jefl  too  far  indeed. 

Fond.  Won't  you  kifs  nykin  ? 

Ltet.  Go  naughty  nykin,  you  don't  love  me. 

Fond.  Kifs,  kifs,  i'feck  I  do. 

Lest.  No,  you  don't.  [She  kijjes  bint. 

Fond.  What,  not  love  cocky  ! 

L&t.   No — h.  [Sighs. 

Fond.  I  profefs,  I  do  love  thee  better  than  five 
hundred  pound— and  fo  thou  malt  fay,  for  I'll  leave 
it  to  flay  with  thee. 

Lent.  No,  you  {han't  neglect  your  bufmefs  for  me — 

No  indeed  you  fhan't,  nykin If  you  don't  go, 

I'll  think  you  been  dealous  of  me  ftilL 

Fond.  He,  he,  he  !  wilt  thou,  poor  fool  ?  Then  I 
will  go,  I  won't  be  dealous — Poor  cocky,  kifs  nykin, 

kifs  nykin,  ee,  ee,  ee Here  will  be  the  good 

man  anon,  to  talk  to  cocky,  and  teach  her  how  a 
wife  ought  to  behave  herfelf. 

L*t.  afede.'\  I  hope  to  have  one  that  will  mew  me 
how  a  hufband  ought  to  behave  himfelf— I  mail  be 
glad  to  learn  to  pleafe  my  jewel. 

Fond.  That's  my  good  dear-< Come,  kifs  nykin 

once  more,  and  then  get  you  in — fo — get  you  in, 
get  you  in.  By,  by. 

Let.  By,  nykin.  Fond» 


THE -OLD 'BACHELOR.          47 

Fond.  By,  cocky. 
L&t.  By,  nykin. 
Fond,  By,  cocky,  by,  by. 

SCENE       V. 

Fainlove  and  Sharper. 

Sharp.   How  !    Araminta  left  ! 

Vain.  To  confirm  what  I  have  faid,  read  this  • 

[Gives  a  letter. 

Sharp.  [Reads]  Hum,  hum — And  what  then  appear' d  a 
fault ,  upon  reflection,  fcems  only  an  fff'efl  of  a  too  powerful 
pajficn.  I  m  afraid  I  gi*ve  too  great  a  proof  of  my  own  at 
this  time — /  am  in  difcrdcr  for  what  I  haije  written. 
But  fcmething,  I  know  'what,  forced  me.  I  only  be?  a 
favourable  cenfure  of this  and  your  Araminta, 

Sharp.  Loft !  pray  Heav'n  thou  haft  not  loft  thy 
•wits.  Here,  here,  flic's  thy  own,  man,  fign'd  and 
feal'd  too — To  her  man—  a  delicious  melon,  pure  and 

confenting  ripe,  and  only  waits  thy  cutting  up • 

She  has  been  breeding  love  to  thee  all  this  while,  and 
juft  now  (he's  delivered  of  it. 

Vain.  'Tis  an  untimely  fruit,  and  me  has  mifcarried 
of  her  love. 

Sharp.  Never  leave  thisdamn'd,  i!l-natur'd  whimfy, 
Frank  ?  thou  haft  a  fickly  peevifh  appetite  ;  only  chew 
love  and  cannot  digeft  it. 

Vain.  Yes,  when  I   feed  myfelf But  I  hate  to 

be  cramm'd By  Heav'n,  there's  not  a  woman 

will  give  a  man  the  pleafure  of  a  chace  :  my  fport  is 

always    balk'd,    or   cut  fhort 1  ftumble  over  the 

game  1  would  purfue 'Tis  dull  and  unnatural  to 

have  a  hare  run  full  in  the  hound's  mouth,  and 
would  diftate  the  keeneft  hunter — I  would  have  over- 
taken, not  have  met  my  game. 

Sharp.  However,  I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  forfake 
it  ;  that  will  be  but  a  kind  of  a  mungrel  cur's  trick. 
Well,  are  you  for  the  Mall  ? 

Vain.  No,  fhe  will  be  there  this  evening Yes, 

I  will  go  too — and  fhe  fhall  fee  her  error  in 
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Sharp.  In  her  choice,  I'gad But  thou  canft  not 

be  fo  great  a  brute  as  to  flight  her  ? 

Vain.  I  fhould  difappoint  her  if  I  did  not By 

her  management  I  fhould  think  me  expedls  it. 
All  naturally  fy  what  does  purfue  : 
'fisfo  menjkould  be  coy,  when  women  woo. 

SCENE      VI. 

A  room  in  Fondlewife'j  hcufe. 

A  Servant  introducing  Bellmour  in  fanatick  habit,  with 

a  patch  upon  one  eye,  and  a  book  in  his  hand. 
Serv.  Here's  a  chair,  fir,   if  you  pleafe   to  repcfe 
yourfelf.     My  mifbrefs  is  coming,  fir. 

Sell.  Secure  in  my  difguife,  I  have  out-fac'd  fuf- 
picion,  and  even  dar'd  difcovery — This  cloke  my 
iandity,  and  trufty  Scarron's  novels  my  prayer-book 
— — Methinks  I  am  the  very  picture  of  Montufar  in 
the  Hypocrites Oh  me  comes. 

SCENE       VII. 

Bel'mour  and  Lastitia. 

So  breaks  Aurora  through  the  'veil  of  night,  3 

Thus  fy  the  clouds,  divided  by  her  light,  > 

And  ei/'ry  eye  receives  a  new-born  Jight .  j 

\Ybrowiug  rf  his  clcke,  patch,  &:c. 

Ltet.  Thus  fir  t-w^d-i-.-ith  blujhes,  like Ah  1  Jieav'n 

defend  me  !  Who's  this  ?         [Dtfeovtraig  him,Jiarts. 
Bell.  Your  lover 

Left.  Vainl^e's  friend !  I  know  his  face,  and  he 
has  betray'd  me  to  him.  \^df.de. 

Bell.  You   are   furprized.     Did  you    not  expect  a 
lover,  madam  ?  Thofe  eyes  (hone  kindly  on  i. 
appearance,  tho'  now  they  are  o'er-cail. 

L^t.  I  may  well  be  furpriz'd  at  your  perfon  and 
impudence  ;  they  are  both  new  to  me — You  are  not 
what  your  firft  appearance  promifed  :  the  piety  of 
your  habit  was  welcome,  but  not  the  hypocrify. 

Jhtt. 
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Bell.  Rather  the  hypocrify  was  welcome,  but  not  the 
hypocrite. 

L&t.  Who  are  you,  fir  ?  you  have  miftaken  the 
houfe,  fure. 

Bell.  I  have  directions  in  my  pocket,  which  agree  with 
everything  but  your  unkindnefs.  [Pul/s  out  the  letter. 

Lf£t.  My  letter  !  Bafe  Valnlove  !  Then  'tis  too  late 
to  diiTemble.  \Afide\  'Tis  plain  then  you  have  miftaken 
the  perfon.  [Going 

Bel/,  If  we  part  fo  I'm  miftaken Held,  hold, 

madam 1  confefs  I  have  run  into  an  error—— 

I  beg  your  pardon  athoufand  times — What  an  eternal 
blockhead  am  I  !  Can  you  forgive  me  the  diforder  I 

have  put  you  into But  it  is  ami/lake  which  any 

body  might  have  made. 

Lat.  What  can  this  mean  ?  'Tis  impoflible  he  iliould 

be  miftaken  after  all  this A  handfome  fellow  if  he 

had  not  furpris'd  me  :  Methinks,  now  I  look  on  him 
again,  I  would  not  have  him  miftaken.  [AJidi\  We  are 
all  liable  to  mi  (lakes,  fir,  if  you  own  it  to  be  fo,  there 
needs  no  farther  apology. 

Bell.  Nay,  faith,  madam,  'tis  a  pleafant  one  ;  and 
worth  you  hearing.  Expecting  a  friend,  lail  night,  at 
his  lodgings,  'till  'twas  Lrte,  my  intimacy  with  him 
gave  me  the  freedom  of  his  bed  :  lie  not  coming  home 
all  night,  a  letter  was  deliver'd  to  me  by  a  fervant, 
in  the  morning  :  upon  the  perufal  I  found  the  contents 
fo  charming,  that  I  could  think  of  nothing  all  day,  but 

putting  'em  in  practice 'till  juft  now,  (the  firii  time 

I  ever  look'd  upon  the  fuperfcription)  I  am  the  moil 
furpriz'd  in  the  world  to  find  it  directed  to  Mr.  l^ahtloijc. 
Gad,  madam,!  aik  you  a  million  of  pardons,  and  will 
make  you  any  fatisfaction. 

Lett.  I  am  difcover'd and  either  Vainlo^ue  is  not 

guilty,  or  he  has  handfomely  excus'd  him.        \_Afide. 

Bell.  You  appear  concern'd,  madam. 

Lat.  I  hope  you  are  a  gentleman; — and  fince  you 
are  privy  to  a  weak  woman's  failing,  won't  turn  it  to  , 
the  prejudice  of  her  reputation.     You  look  as  if  you 

had  more  honour 

C  BcH. 
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'  Bell.  And  more  love  ;  or  my  face  is  a  falfe  witnefs, 
anddeferves  to  be  pillor'd — No,  by  heaven,  Ifwear — 

La-t.  Nay,  don't  fwear,  if  you'd  have  me  believe  you ; 
but  promife 

Bell.  Well,  I  promife  •  A  promife  is  fo  cold- 
give  me  leave  to  fwear by  thofe  eyes,  thofe  kill- 
ing eyes  ;  by  thofe  healing  lips Oh  !  pi  efs  thee 

foft  charm  clofe  to  mine,  and  feal  'em  up  for  ever. 

Lfft.  Upon  that  condition.  \Iie  kiffes  her. 

Bell.  Eternity  was  in  that  moment One  more, 

upon  any  condition. 

L>ft.  Nay,  now 1  never  fa\v  any  thing  fo  agreea- 
bly impudent.  \_Ajide.~\  Wont  you  cenfure  me  for  this, 

now  : but  'tis  to  buy  your  filence  [Kijs~\  Oh, 

but  what  am  I  doing  ? 

Bell.  No  tongue  can  exprefs  it not  thy  own  ; 

nor  any  thing,  but  thy  lips.  I  am  faint  with  the  ex- 

cefs  of  blifs  : Oh,  for  love-fake,  lead  me  any 

whither,  where  I  may  lie  down quickly,  for 

I'm  afraid  I  mall  have  a  fit. 

L*t.  Blefs  me  !  What  fit  ? 

Bell.  Oh  a  convulfion 1   feel   the  fymptoms. 

Ltet.  Does  it  hold  you  long  ?  I'm  afraid  to  carry  you 
into  my  chamber. 

Bell.  Oh,  no:  let  me  lie  down  upon  the  bed  ;— — 
the  fit  will  be  loon  over. 

SCENE       VIII. 
St.  James's  Park. 

Araminta  and  Belinda  meeting. 

Belin.  Lard,  my  dear  :  lam  glad  I  have  met  you — 
I  have  been  at  the  Exchange  iince,  and  am  fo 
tir'd 

Aram.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Belin.  Oh  the  moil  inhuman  barbarous  ha.kney- 

coach  !  I  am  jolted  to  a  jelly Am  I  not  horridly 

touz'd  ?  [Putis  out  a  pocket  gla/s, 

Aram. 
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Aram.  Your  head's  a  little  out  of  order. 

Belin.  A  little  !  O  frightful  !  what  a  furious  prr'z 
I  have !  O  moft  rueful !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  O  gad,  I  hope 
no  body  will  come  this  way,  'till  I  have  put  myfelf 
in  repair — Ah  !  my  dear 1  have  feen  fuch  un- 
hewn creatures  fmce Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  can't  for 

my  foul  help  thinking  that  I  look  juft  like  one  of 'em 

— Good    dear,  pin  this,  and  I'll    tell  you Very 

well So,  thank  you,  my  dear But  as  I  was 

telling  you — Pirn,  this  is  the  untoward'ft  lock 

So,    as  I  was  telling  you How  dy'e  like  me 

now  ?  hideous,  ha ?  frightful  ftill  ?  or  how  ? 

Aram.  No,  no  ;  you're  very  well  as  can  be. 

Belin.  And  fo But  where  did  I  leave  off,  my 

dear?  I  was  telling  you 

Aram.  You  were  about  to  tell  me  fomething,  child 
— But  you  left  off  before  you  began. 

Belin.  Oh  !  a  moft  comical  fight :  a  country  fquire, 
with  the  equipage  of  a  wife  and  two  daughters,  came 

to  Mrs.  Snipwel's  fhop  while  I  was  there But, 

oh  gad  !  two  fuch  unlick'd  cubs  ! 

Aram.  I  warrant,  plump,  cherry-cheek 'd  country 
girls. 

Belin.  Ay,  O  my  confcience,  fat  as  barn-door  fowl : 
but  fo  bedeck'd,  you  would  have  taken  'em  for  Friez- 
/flWhens,  with  their  feathers  growing  the  wrong  way 
O,  fuch  out-landifh  creatures !  Such  tramon- 
tane, and  foreigners  to  the  faihion,  or  any  thing  in 

practice  !  I  had  no  patience  to  behold 1  undertook 

the  modelling  of  one  of  their  fronts,  the  more  mo- 
dern ftru&ure    •     • 

Aram.  Blefs  me,  coufin  ;  why  would  you  affront 
any  body  fo  ?  they  might  be  gentlewomen  of  a  very 
good  family 

Belin.  Of  a  very  ancient  one,  I  dare  f-.vcrj-,  by 
their  drefs— —  Affront !  plha.w,  how  you're  miitaken  ! 
the  poor  creature,  I  warrant,  was  as  full  of  courteiies,  as 
if  I  had  been  her  godmother  :  the  truth  on't  is,  I  did 
endeavour  to  make  her  look  like  a  Chriftian — and  me 
was  fe'nfible  of  it ;  for  me  thank'd  me,  and  gave  me  two 
C  2  apples, 
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apples,  piping  hot,  out  of  her  under  petticoat  pocket 
» — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  t'other  did  fo  flare  and  gape 
I  fancied  her  like  the  front  of  her  father's  hall  ;  her 
eyes  were  the  two  jut-windows,  and  her  mouth  the 
great  door,  moft  hofpitably  kept  open  for  the  enter- 
tainment of  travelling  flies. 

dram.  So  then;  you  have  been  diverted.  What 
did  they  buy  ? 

Belin.  Why,  the  father  bought  a  powder-horn,  and 
an  almanack,  and  a  comb  cafe  ;  the  mother,  a  great 
fruz-tower,  and  a  fat  amber  necklace  ;  the  daughters 
only  tore  two  pair  of  kid-leather  gloves,  with  trying 

'em  on Oh  gad,  here  comes  the  fool  that  din'd  at 

my  Lady  Freelo-ve's  t'other  day. 

SCENE      IX. 

Enter  Sir  Jofeph  and  Bluffe. 

dram.  May  he  he  may  not  know  us  again. 

Belin.  We'll  put  on  our  malks  to  fecure  his  igno- 
rance. [They  put  en  their  majki. 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  gad,  I'll  pick  up  j    I'm  refolv'd  to 

make  a  night  on't I'll  go  to  alderman  Fondlc- 

ricjfe  by  and  by,  and  get  50  pieces  more  from  him. 
Adllidikins,  Bully,  v/e'll  wallow  in  wine  and  women. 
Why,  this  fame  Madeira  wine  has  made  me  as  light  as 
.a  grafshopper— —  Hilt,  hill,  bully,  dolt  thou  fee  thofe 

tearers  ?   [Sings]  Look  ycu  *what  here  is Lock 

you  what  here  it foil loll dera 

tell loll Egad,    t'other  glafs  of 'Madeira,  and 

I  durft  have  attack'd  'em  in  my  own  proper  perfor, 
without  your  help. 

Bli<jf.  Come  on  then,  knight But  d'ye  know 

what  to  fay  to  'em  ? 

Sir  Jo,  Say :  pcch,  pox,  I've  enough  to  fay — never 

fear  it that  is,  if  I  can  but  think  on't :  truth  is, 

I  have  but  a  trracherous  memory. 

Bel:?:.  O  frightful !  coufin,  what  (hall  we  do  ?  thefe 
things  come  towards  us. 

Aram, 
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Aram.  No  matter 1  fee  Vainlove  coming  this 

way and,  to  confers  my  failing,  I  am  willing  to 

give  him  an  opportunity  of  making  his  peace  with  me 
— and  to  rid  me  of  thefe  coxcombs,  when  I  feem  op- 
preft  with  'em,  will  be  a  fair  one. 

Bluff.  Ladies,  by  thefe  hilts,  you  are  well  met. 

Aram.  We  are  afraid  not. 

Blujf.  What  fays  my  pretty  little  knapfack  carrier  ? 

*  [To  Belinda. 

Belin.  O  monflrous  filthy  fellow  !  good  ilovenly 
captain  Huffe,  Bluffe  (what  is  your  hideous  name?) 
be  gone  :  you  ilink  of  brandy  and  tcbaccco,  inoft 
foldier-like.  Foh.  [Spits. 

Sir  Jo.  Now  am  I  flap-dam  down  in  the  mouth, 
and  have  not  one  word  to  fay  !  \_A,1J:. 

Aram.  I  hope  my  fool  has  not  confidence  enough  to 
be  troublefome.  [A/t~Je. 

Sir  Jo.  Hem  !  pray,  madam,  which  way's  the  wind  ? 

Aram.  A  pithy  quc-ilion Have  you  fent  your 

wits  for  a  venture,  fir,  that  you  enquire  i 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  now  I'm  ia  •  -I  can  prattle 
like  a  magpye.  \Afide. 

SCENE      X. 

Enter  Sharper  and  Vainlove  at  feme  dijlance. 

Belin.  Dear  Araminta^  I'm  tir'd 

Aram.  'Tis  but  pulling  off  our  mafks,  and  obliging 
Vainlove  to  know  us.  I'll  be  rid  of  my  fool  by  fair 

means Well,  Sir  Jcfepb,  you  fhali  fee  my  face 

But,  be  gone  immediately 1  fee  one  that  will 

be  jealous,  to  find  me  in  difcourfe  with  you Be 

difcreet — No  reply;  but  away.  [Unmajks. 

Sir  Jo.  The  great  fortune,  that  dined  at  my  lady 
Free/ove's  !  Sir  Jofeph,  thou  art  a  made  man.  Egad, 
I'm  in  love  up  to  the  ears.  But  I'll  be  difcreet,  and 
humt.  \_Afide. 

Bluff.  Nay,  by  the  world,  I'll  fee  your  face. 

Belin.  You  (hall.  \UnmaJHa. 

C  3  "  Sharp. 
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Sharp.  Ladies  your  humble  fervant We  were 

afraid,  you  would  not  have  given  us  leave  to  kno%v  you. 

Arer,i.  We  thought  to  have  been  private But  we 

find  fools  have  the  fame  advantage  over  a  face  in  a 
mafk,  that  a  coward  has,  while  the  fword  is  in  the 
Icabbard — SA  were  forced  to  draw  in  our  own  defence. 

BJujj\  My  blcocl  rifes  at  that  fellow  :  I  can't  flay 
\vhe;e  he  is ;  and  i  mult  not  draw  in  the  park. 

[To  Sir  Jofeph. 

Sir  jo.  I  wifti  I  durfl  ftay  to  let  her  know  my  lodg- 
ing  

S     C     E     N    E       XI. 

Ar.imintfi,  Belinda,  Vainlove,  and  Sharper. 

Sharp.  There  is  in  true  beauty,  as  in  courage, 
fomewhat,  which  narrow  fouls  cannot  dare  to  admire 
— And  fee,  the  owls  are  fled,  as  at  the  break  of  day. 

Jielin.  Very  courtly 1  believe  Mr.  Vainh've  has 

not  rubb'd  his  eyes  :  fmce  break  of  day  neither  he 
looks  as  if  he  durft  not  approach-—Nay,  come  coufin, 

be  friends  with  him 1  fwear  he  looks  fo  very  fim- 

ply,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! Well,   a  lover   in   the  flate  of 

leparation  from  his  miiti  efs,  is  like  a  body  without  a 
foul.  Mr.  Fainlo'-ve,  fhall  J  be  bound  for  your  good 
behaviour  for  die  future? 

Vs.in.  Now  muft  I  pretend  ignorance  equal  to  hefs, 
of  what  {he  knows  as  well  as  I.  [j4Jicte.~\  Men  are  apt 
to  offend  ('tis  true)  where  they  find  moil  goodnefs  to 

forgive Bat,   madam,   I  hope  I  (hall  prove  of  a 

temper,  not  to  abufe  mercy,  by  committing  new  of- 
fences. 

A 'ram.   So  cold  !  \Jfidt. 

Belin.  I  have  broke  the  ice  for  you,  Mr.  Vainlove, 
and  fo  I  leave  you.  Come,  Mr.  Sharper,  you  and  I 

will  take  a  turn,  and  laugh  at  the  vulgar Both  the 

great  vulgar  and  the  fmall O  gad  !  I  have  a  great 

paflion  for  Cowley Don't  you  admire  him  ? 

Sharp.  Q  madam  !  he  was  our  Englijh  Horace. 
•Selin.    O   fo  fine!    fo  extremely   fine!    fo  every 

thing 
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thing  in  the  world  that  I  like O  Lord,  walk  this 

way — I  fee  a  couple,  I'll  give  you  their  hiftory. 

SCENE       XII. 
Araminta  and  Vainlove. 

Vain,  I  find,  madam,  the  formality  of  the  law  muft 
be  obfen  'd,  tho'  the  penalty  of  it  be  difpens'd  with  ; 
and  an  offender  muft  plead  to  his  arraignment,  though 
he  has  his  pardon  in  his  pocket. 

Aram.  I'm  amaz'd !  this  infolence  exceeds  t'other  ; 

— whoever  has  encoumg'd  you  to  this  afTurance • 

prefuming  upon  the  eafinefs  of  my  temper,  has  much 
deceiv'd  you,  and  fo  you  mall  find. 

Vain.  Hey  day!  which  way  now!  here's  fine 
doubling.  '  \Afide* 

dram.  Bafe  man  !  was  it  not  enough  to  affront  me 
with  your  faucy  paffion  ? 

Vain.  You  have  given  that  paffion  a  much  kinder 
epithet  than  faucy,  in  another  place. 

dram.  Another  place  !  fome  villainous  defign  to 
blaft  my  honour— But  tho'  thou  hadft  all  the  treachery 
and  malice  of  thy  fex,  thou  canft  not  lay  a  blemim  on 
my  fame —  No,  I  have  not  err'd  in  one  favoura- 
ble thought  of  mankind How  time  might  have 

deceiv'd  me  in  you,  I  know  not ;  my  opinion  was  but 
young,  and  your  early  bafenefs  has  prevented  its  grow- 
ing to  a  wrong  belief Unworthy  and  ungrateful ! 

be  gone  and  never  fee  me  more. 

Vain.  Did  I  dream  ?  or  do  I  dream  ?  mall  I  believe 

my  eyes  or  ears  ?  the  vinon  is  here  ftill Your 

paffion,  madam,  will  admit  of  no  farther  reafoning — 
But  here's  a  filent  \vitnefs  of  your  acquaintance. 

[Takes  out  the  letter,  and  offers  it  :  Jbe  fnatcbet  it, 
and  throws  it  anvay. 

Aram.  There's  poifon  in  every  thing  you  touch——— 
blifters  will  follow 

Vain.  That  tongue  which  denies  what  the  hands 
have  done. 

C  4  Aram. 
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Aram.  Still  myftically  fenfelefs  and  impudent—  —  — 
I  hnd  I  muft  leave  the  place. 

f'ai  i.  No,  madam,  I'm  gone  -  She  knows  her 
name's  to  it,  which  me  will  be  unwilling  to  expofe  to 
the  cenfure  of  the  firft  finder.  , 

Aram.  Woman's  obftinacy  made  me  blind,  to  what 
woman's  curiofity  now  tempts  me  to  fee. 

[Takes  up  the  letter. 

SCENE      XIII. 
Belinda  and  Sharper. 

Belin.  Nay,  we  have  fpared  no  body,  I  fwear.  Mr. 
Sharper  you're  a  pure  man  ;  where  did  you  get  this 
excellent  talent  of  railing  ? 

Sharp.  Faith,  madam,  the  talent  was  torn  with 
me  :  -  1  confefs,  I  have  taken  care  to  improve  it; 
to  qualify  me  for  the  fociety  of  ladies. 

Selin.  Nay,  fure  railing  is  the  beft  qualification  in 
a  woman's  man. 

SCENE      XIV. 

Enter  Footman. 
.  The  fccond  faeft  indeed  I  think. 


clin.  How  now,  Pace  ?  where's  my  coufin  ? 

Fcot.  She's  not  very  well,  madam,  and  has  fent  to 
know,  if  your  ladyftnp  would  have  the  coach  come 
again  for  you  ? 

Btlin.  O  Lord,  no,  I'll  go  along  with  her.  Come, 
Mr,  Sharper, 

SCENE       XV, 
A  cb&n&er  in  FoadlewifeV  houfe. 

I.Xtitia  and  Bellmour,  bis  clcak,  hat,  &c.   lying  loofe 
about  the  chamber. 

Bell.  Here's  no  body,  nor  no  noife—  —  'twas  no- 
thing but  your  fears. 

Let. 
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Lift.  I  durft  have  fworn,  I  had  heard  my  monfter's 

voice— —I  fwear,  I  was  heartily  frightned Feel 

how  my  heart  beats. 

Bell.  'Tis  an  alarm  to  love Come  in  again,  and 

Fond.  {Without]  Cocky,  Cocky,  where  are  you, 
Cocky  ?  I'm  come  home. 

L<et.  Ah  !  there  he  is,  make  hafte,  gather  up 
your  things ! 

Fond,  Cocky,  cocky,  open  the  door. 

Bell.  Pox  choke  him,  would  his  horns  were  in  his 
throat.  My  patch,  my  patch. 

\Looking  about,  and  gathering  up  bis  things. 

L<et.  My  jewel,  art  thou  there  ?  No  matter  for  your 

patch You  s'an*t  turn  in,  Nykin Run  into 

my  chamber,  quickly,  quickly.     You  s'an't  turn  in. 

Fond.  Nay,  prithee,  dear,  ifeck  I'm  in  hafte. 

Leet.  Then  I'll  let  you  in.  [Of  em  the  door. 

SCENE         XVI. 

Lffititia,  Fondlewife,    and  Sir  Jofeph. 

Fond.  Kifs,  dear 1  met  the  mailer  of  the  Ihip 

Ly  the  way And  I  muft  have  my  papers  of  accounts 

out  of  your  cabinet. 

L<et.  Oh,  I'm  undone  !  [JJtJe. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  firft  let  me  have  50!.  good  alderman, 
for  I'm  in  hafte. 

Fend.  A  hundred  has  already  been  paid  by  your  or- 
der. Fifty  ?  I  have  the  fum  ready  in  gold,  in  my  clofet. 

SCENE        XVII. 

Lcetitia  aud  Sir  Jofeph. 
Sir  Jo.  Egad,  it's  a  curious,  fine,  pretty  rogue ;  I'll 

fpeak  to  her Pray,  madam,  what  news  d'ye 

hear  ? 

Leet.  Sir,  I  feldom  ftir  abroad. 

\Walki  about  in  dif order. 

Sir.  Jo.  I  wonder  at  that,  madam,  for 'tis  moft  cu- 
rio us  fine  weather. 

C  $  L*t. 
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L<et.  Methinks  't  has  been  very  ill  weather. 
Sir  Jo.  As  you  fay,  madam,  'tis  pretty  bad  weather, 
and  has  been  fo  a  great  while. 

SCENE      XVIII. 
Enter  Fondlewife. 

Fond.  Here  are  fifty  pieces  in  this  purfe,  Sir  Jofeph — 
If  you  will  tarry  a  moment,  *till  I  fetch  my  papers, 
I'll  wait  upon  you  down  flairs. 

Lest.  Ruin'd,  pali  redemption  !  what  lhall  I  dc — 
Ha!  this  fool  may  be  of  ufe.  (Aftde.}  [^  Fondlewife 
is  going  into  the  chamber,  jhe  runs  to  Sir  Jofeph,  almojt 
fnjbes  him  dc-vcn,  and  cries  cut. ~\  Standoff,  rude  ruffian, 

help  me,  my  dear O  blefs  me  !  why  will  you  leave 

me  alone  with  fuch  a  fatyr. 

Fond.  Blefs  us  !  what's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  mat- 
ter? 

Left.  Your  back  was  no  fooner  turn'd  ;  but  like  a 
lion,  he  came  open-mouth'd  upon  me,  and  would  have 
raviihed  a  kifs  from  me  by  main  force. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord  !  Oh  terrible  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  is  your 
wife  mad,  alderman  ? 

L<st.  Oh!  I'm  fick  with  the  fright :  won't  you  taka 
him  out  of  my  fight  ? 

Fond.  O  traitor !  I'm  ailonifhed.  O  bloody-mind- 
ed traitor  ! 

Sir  Jo.  Hey-day  !  traitor  yourfelf By  the  Lord 

Harry,  I  was  in  moft  danger  of  being  ravifn'd,  if  you 
go  to  that. 

Fend.  Oh,  how  the  blafphemous  wretch  fwears !  Out 
of  my  houfe,  them  fen  of  the  whore  of  Babylon;  off- 

fpring  of  Bell  and  the  Dragon Blefs  us  !  Ravifh  my 

wife  !  my  Dinah  !  O  Skechemite  !  be  gone,  I  fay. 

Sir  Jo.  Why,  the  devil's  in  the  people,  I  think. 

SCENE      XIX. 
Lstitia  and  Fondlewife. 

Ltet.  Oh  !  won't  you  follow  and  fee  him  out  of  doors, 
my  dear  ? 

Fend. 


THE  OLD  BACHELOR.        $g 

Fend.  I'll  (hut  this  door  to  fecure  him  from  coming 

back Give  me  the  key  of  your  cabinet,  cocky  — — 

Ravifh  my  wife  before  my  face  !  I  warrant  he's  a  papift 
in  his  heart,  at  leaft,  if  not  a  Frenchman. 

L&t.  What  can  I  do  now  !  \_AJlde. ~\  Oh  !  my  dear,  I 
have  been  in  fuch  a  fright,  that  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  poor 
Mr.  Spintext  has  a  fad  fit  of  the  cholick,  and  is  forced 

to  lie  down  upon  our  bed You'll  difturb  him  j 

I  can  tread  foftlier. 

Fond.  Alack  poor  man — no,  no — you  don't  know 
the  papers 1  won't  difturb  him  ;  give  me  the  key. 

[She  gives  him  the  key,  gees  to  the  chamber  door,  and 
fpeaks  aloud, 

Ltet.  'Tis  no  body  but  Mr.  Fcndlenvife  ;  Mr.  Spin- 
text,  lie  ftill  on  your  ftomach  ;  lying  on  your  itomach 
will  eafe  you  of  the  cholick. 

Fond.  Ay,  ay,  lie  ftill,  lie  ftill;  don't  let  me  difturb 
you. 

SCENE       XX. 
Lajtitia  alone. 

L/fft.  Sure,  when  he  does  not  fee  his  face,  hewon't  dif- 
cover  him.  Dear  Fortune,  help  me  but  this  once,  and 
I'll  never  run  in  thy  debt  again But  this  oppor- 
tunity-is the  devil. 

SCENE      XXI. 
Fondlewife  returns  with  papers. 

Fond.  Good  lack  !   good   lack ! 1  profefs,  the 

poor  man  is  in  great  torment,  he  lies  as  flat Dear, 

you  mould  heat  a  trencher,  or  a  napkin  Where's 
Deborah?  Let  her  clap  fome  warm  thing  to  his  ftomach, 
or  chafe  it  with  a  v/arm  hand,  rather  than  fail.  What 
book's  this  ? 

[Sees  the  beck  that  Beilmour/orjW. 

L*t.  Mr.  Spix/ext's  prayer-book,  dear Pray 

Heav'n  it  be  a  prayer-book.  \_Afide. 

Fond.  Good  man !  I  warrant  he  dropt  it  on  purpofc, 

that 
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that  you  might  take  it  up,  and  read  fome  of  the  piou* 
ejaculations  [Taking  up  the  book'}  O  blefs  me  !  O  mon- 
ibous  !  A  Prayer-book  ?  Ay,  this  is  the  devil's  Pater- 
nofter.  Hold,  let  me  fee,  The  Innocent  Adultery. 

Leet,  Misfortune!  now  all's  ruin'd  again.     [AJide. 

Bell.  [Peeping]  Damn'd  chance !  if  I  had  gone  a 
whoring  with  the  Practice  of  Piety  in  my  pocket,  I  had 
never  been  difcover'd. 

Fond.  Adultery  and  innocent !  O  Lord !  here's 
doftrine  !  Ay,  here's  difcipline  ! 

Lett.  Dear  hulband,  I'm  amaz'd Sure  it  is  a 

good  book,  and  only  tends  to  the  fpeculation  of  fin. 

Fond.  Speculation  !  No,  no  ;  fomething  went  farther 
than  fpeculation  when  I  was  not  to  be  let  in—- 
Where is  this  apocryphal  elder  ?  I'll  ferret  him. 

Leet.  rmfodiftracled,Ican'tthinkofalye.      [AJide, 

SCENE     XXII 
Lastitia,  and  Fondlewife  baling  out  Bellmour. 

Fond.  Come  out  here,  thou  Ananias  incarnate 
Who,  how  now  !  who  have  we  here  ? 

Leet.  Ha  ?  [Shrieks,  asfurpriz'd. 

Fond.  Oh,  thou  falacious  woman  !  Am  I  then  bruti- 
fied  ?  Ay,  I  feel  it  here  ?  I  fprout,  I  bud,  I  bloflbm,  I 
am  ripehorn  mad.  But  who  in  the  devil's  name  are 
you  ?  mercy. on  me  for  fwearing.  But • 

Leet.  Oh,  goodnefs  keep  us  1  Who's  this  ?  Who  are 
you  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Bell.  Soh. 

Left.  In  the  name  of  the— — O  !  Good,  my  dear, 
don't  come  near  it,  I'm  afraid,  'tis  the  devil ;  indeed  it 
has  hoofs,  dear. 

Fond.  Indeed,  and  I  have  horns,  dear.  The  devil, 
no,  I  am  afraid,  'tis  the  fiefh,  thou  harlot.  Dear,  with 
the  pox.  Come,  Siren,  fpeak,  confefs,  who  is  this  reve- 
rend, brawny  paftor  ? 

Leet.  Indeed,  and  indeed  now,  my  dear  Njkin — I 
never  faw  this  wicked  man  before. 

Fond.  Oh,  it  is  a  man  then,  it  feems. 

Left. 
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L<ft.  Rather,  fure  'tis  a  wolf  in  the  cloathing  of  a 
fheep. 

Fond.  Thou  art  a  devil  in  his  proper  cloathing,  wo- 
man's flem.  What,  you  know  nothing  of  him,  but  his 
fleece  here You  don't  love  mutton  ?  *»  you  Mag- 
dalen unconverted ! 

Bell.  Well,  now,  I  know  my  cue That  is,  very 

honourably  to  excufe  her,  and  very  impudently  accufe 
myfelf.  [A/Me. 

Lest.  Why  then,  I  wifh  I  may  never  enter  into  the 
heav'n  of  your  embraces  again,  my  dear,  if  ever  I 
faw  his  face  before. 

Fond.  O  Lord  !  O  ftrange !  I  am  in  admiration  of 
your  impudence.  Look  at  him  a  little  better  ;  he  is 
more  modeft,  I  warrant  you,  than  to  deny  it.  Come,, 
were  you  two  never  face  to  face  before  ?  fpeak. 

Bell.  Since  all  artifice  is  vain — and  I  think  myfelf 
oblig'd  to  fpeak  the  truth  in  juftice  to  your  wife — No. 

Fond.  Humph. 

Leet.  No,  indeed,  dear. 

Fond.  Nay  I  find  you  are  both  in  a  ftory,  that  I 

muft  confefs.  But,  what not  to  be  cured  of  the 

cholick  ?  Don't  you  know  your  patient,  Mrs.  Quack  ? 
oh,  lie  upon  your  ftomach  ;  lying  upon  your  flomach 
will  cure  you  of  the  cholick.  Ah  !  Anfwer  me,  Jezabel? 

Lit.  Let  the  wicked  man  anfwer  forhimfelf;  does 
he  think  that  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  exxufe  him  ;  'tis 
enough,  if  I  can  clear  my  own  innocence  to  my  own 
dear. 

Bell.  By  my  troth,  and  fo  'tis 1  have  been  a 

little  too  backward,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Fond.  Come,  fir,  who  are  you  in  the  firft  place  ? 
and  what  are  you  ? 

Bell.  A  whore-mailer. 

Fond.  Very  concife. 

Ltet.  O  beaftly  impudent  creature. 

Fond.  Well,  fir,  and  what  came  you  hither  for  ? 

Bell.  To  lie  with  your  wife. 

Fond.  Good  again— —A  very  civil  perfon  this,  and 
I  believe  fpeaks  truth. 
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L<?t.  Oh,  infupportable  impudence  ! 

Fond.  Well,  fir, Pray  be  cover'd and  you 

have— —  heh !  you  have  finifh'd  the  matter,  heh  ?  and 
I  am,  as  I  fhould  be,  a  fort  of  a  civil  perquifke  to  a 
whore-malter,  call'd  a  Cue k old,  heh.  Is  it  not  fo  ?  Come, 
I'm  inclining  to  believe  every  word  you  fay. 

Bell.  Why  faith  T  muft  confefs,  fo  I  defign'd  you — 
But  you  were  a  little  nnlucky  in  coming  fo  foon,  and 
hindred  the  making  of  your  own  fortune. 

Fond.  Humph.  Nay,  if  you  mince  the  matter  once, 
and  go  back  of  your  word,  you  are  not  the  perfon  I 

took  you  for.     Come,  ccme,  go  on  boldly What, 

dont't  be  afham'd  of  your  profeflion— — Ccnfefs,  con- 
fefs, I  mail  love  thee  the  better  for't 1  mall,  I  feck 

— V/hat,  doft  think  I  don't  know  how  to  behave  mv- 
felf  in  the  employment  of  a  cuckold,  and  have  been 
three  years  apprentice  to  matrimony  !  Come,  come, 
plain-dealings  is  a  jewel. 

Bell.  Well,  fmce  I  fee  thou  art  a  good  honeft  fel- 
low, I'll  confefs  the  whole  matter  to  thee. 

Fond.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  honeft  fellow You  never 

lay  with  an  honeiler  man's  wife  in  your  life. 

Leet  How  my  heart  akes  !  All  my  comfort  lies  in 
his  impudence,  and  heaven  be  prais'd,  he  has  a  con- 
fiderable  portion.  {Jfide. 

Bell.  In  fhort  then,  I  was  inform'd  of  the  opportunity 
of  your  abfence,  by  my  fpy,  (for  faith,  honeft  I/aae,  I 
have  a  long  time  defign'd  thee  this  favour)  I  knew  Spin- 
text  was  to  come  by  your  direction. But  I  laid  a 

trap  for  him,  and  procuredhis  habit ;  in  which  I  pafs'd 
upon  your  fervants,  and  v/as  conducted  hither.  I  pre- 
tended a  fit  of  the  cholick,  to  excufemy  lying  down 
upon  your  bed;  hoping  that  when  me  heard  of  it,  her 
good-nature  would  bring  her  to  adminifter  remedies 

for  my  diftemper You  know  what  might  have  fol- 

low'd But  like  an  uncivil  perfon,  you  knock'd  at 

the  door,  before  your  wife  was  come  to  me. 

Fond.  Ha  !  this  is  apocryphal ;  I  may  choofe  whe- 
ther I  will  believe  it  or  no. 

Bell.  That  you  may,  faith,  and  I  hope  you  won't 

believe 
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believe  a  word  on't But  I  can't  help  telling  the 

truth,  for  my  life. 

Fond.  How !  would  not  you  have  me  believe  you, 
fay  you  ? 

Bell.  No  ;  for  then  you  muft  of  confequence  part 
wit  ft  your  wife,  and  there  will  be  fome  hopes  of  having 
her  upon  the  publick ;  then  the  encouragement  of  a 
feparate  maintenance 

Fond.  No,  no ;  for  that  matter — when  me  and  I  part, 
fhe'll  carry  her  feparate  maintenance  about  her. 

La:t.  Ah,  cruel  dear,  how  can  you  be  fo  barbarous  ? 
You'll  break  my  heart,  if  you  talk  of  parting.  [Cries. 

Fend.  Ah,  diflembling  vermin  ! 

Bell.  How  canft  thou  be  fo  cruel,  Ifaac  ?  Thou  hail 
"the  heart  of  a  mountain-tiger.  By  the  faith  of  a  fin- 
cere  finner,  fhe's  innocent  for  me.  Go  to  him,  madam, 
fling  your  fnowy  arms  about  his  ftubborn  neck,  bathe 

his  relentlefs  face  in  your  fait  trickling  tears . 

[She  goes  and  bangs  upon  his  neck,  and  kijjes  him. 

Bellmour  kijjes  her  band  behind  Fondlewife'j  back. 

So,  a  few  foft  words,  and  a  kifs,  and  the  good  man 

melts.     See  how  kind  nature  works,  and  boils  over 

in  him. 

L&t.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  was  but  juft  come  down 
flairs,  when  you  knock'd  at  the  door  ;  and  the  maid 
told  me  Mr.  Spintext  was  ill  of  the  cholick,  upon  our 
bed.  And  won't  you  fpeak  to  me,  cruel  nykin?  in- 
deed, I'll  die,  if  you  don't. 

Fond.  Ah  !  no,  no,  I  cannot  fpeak,  my  heart's  fo 
full 1  have  been  a  tender  hufband,  a  tender  yoke- 
fellow ;  you  know  I  have But  thou  haft  been  a 

faithlefs  Dalilah,  and  the  Phlliflines Heh  !  art  thou 

not  vile  and  unclean,  heh  ?  fpeak.  [Weeping. 

L*t.  No h.  [.Sighing. 

Fond.  Oh,  that  I  could  believe  thee  ? 

Leet.  Oh,  my  heart  will  break.       [Seeming  to  faint. 

Fond.  Hey,  how !  No,  flay,  flay,  I  will  believe  thee. 
I  will. Pray  bend  her  forward,  fir. 

L<xt.  Oh  !  oh  !  where  is  my  dear  ? 

Fond.  Here,  here  j  I  do  believe  thee— —I  won't  be- 
lieve my  own  eyes. 

Bell. 
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Bell.  For  my  part,  I  am  fo  charm'd  with  the  love  of 
your  turtle  to  you,  that  I'll  go  and  folicit  matrimony 
with  all  my  might  and  main. 

Fond.  Well,  well,  fir ;  as  long  as  I  believe  it,  'tis 

well  enough.     No  thanks  to  you,  fir,  for  her  virtue. 

But,  I'll  fhew  you   the  way  out  of  my  houfe,  if 

you  pleafe.     Come,   my  dear.     Nay,  I  will  believe 

thee,  I  do,  I'feck. 

Bell.  See  the  great  bleffing  of  an  eafy  faith ;  opi- 
nion cannot  err. 

No  bit/band  ly  his  *wife  can  be  deceived, 
She  ftill  is  virtuous,  if  foe's  fo  belief  d. 


ACTV.        SCENE    I. 

The  ftreet. 
Bellmour,  infanatick  habit,  Setter,  Heartwell,  Lucy. 

Bell.  BETTER !  well  encounter Jd. 

j^  Setter.  Joy  of  your  retutn,  fir.  Have  you 
made  a  good  voyage  ;  or  have  you  brought  your  own 
lading  back  ? 

Bell.  No,  I  have  brought  nothing  but  ballaft  back 
•  •  made  a  delicious  voyage,  Setter  :  and  might  have 
rode  at  anchor  in  the  port  till  this  time,  but  the  ene- 
my furpriz'd  us 1  would  unrig. 

Setter.  I  attend  you,  fir. 

Bell.  Ha  !  is  not  that  HtartvotH  at  Silvia's  door :  be 

gone  quickly,  I'll  follow  you : 1  would  not  be 

known.     Pox  take  'em,  they  ftand  juft  in  my  way. 

SCENE      II. 
Bellmour,  Heartwell,  and  Lucy. 

Heart.  I'm  impatient  'till  it  be  done. 

Lucy.  That  may  be,  without  troubling  yourfelf  to 
go  again  for  your  brother's  chaplain.  Don't  you  fee 
{hat  (talking  form  of  godlinefs  ? 

Heart* 
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Heart.  O  ay,  he's  a  fanatick. 

Lucy.  An  executioner  qualified  to  do  your  buflnefs. 
He  has  been  lawfully  ordain'd. 

Heart.  I'll  pay  him  well,  if  you'll  break  the  matter 
to  him. 

Lucy.  I  warrant  you — Do  you  go  and  prepare  youi 
bride. 

SCENE      in. 
Bellmour  and  Lucy. 

Bel!.  Humph,  fits  the  wind  there  ?—— -What  a  lucky 
rogue  am  I !  Oh,  what  fport  will  be  here,  if  I  can  per- 
fuade  this  wench  to  fecrecy  ? 

Lucy.  Sir  :  Reverend  Sir. 

Bell.  Madam.  [Difcovers  him/elf. 

Lucy.  Now,  goodnefs  have  mercy  upon  me  !  Mr. 
Bellmour  !  is  it  you  ? 

Bell.  Even  I,  what  doft  think  ? 

Lucy.  Think !  that  I  mould  not  believe  my  eyes, 
and  that  you  are  not  what  you  fecm  to  be. 

Bell.  True.  But  to  convince  thee  who  I  am,  thou 
know'ft  my  old  token.  [&$*  her.- 

Lucy,  Nay,  Mr.  Bellmour :  O  lard !  I  believe  you  are 
a  parfon  in  good  earneft,  you  kifs  fo  devoutly. 

Bell.  Well,  your  bufmefs  with  me,  Lucy? 

Lucy.  I  had  none,  but  through  miftake. 

Bell.  Which  miftake  you  muft  go  through  with, 
Lucy  —Come,  I  know  the  intrigue  between  Hearfwell 
and  your  miftrefs  j  and  you  miftook  me  for  Tribulation 

Spixtext,  to  marry  'em Ha  ?  Are  not  matters  in  this 

pofture? —  Confefs:  come,  I'll  be  faithful;  Iwilli'faith, 
•What  diflide  in  me,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Alafs-a-day  !  You  and  Mr.  Vabd&oe,  between 
you,  have  ruin'd  my  poor  miftrefs :  you  have  made  a 
gap  in  her  reputation  !  and  can  you  blame  her  if  {he 
make  it  up  with  a  hufband  ? 

'Bell.  Well,  is  it  as  I  fay? 

Lucy.  Well,  it  is  then  :  but  you'll  be  fecret  ? 

Bell.  Phuh,  fecret,  ay!— —And  to  be  out  of  thy 

debt, 
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debt,  I'll  truft  thee  with  another  fecret.  Your  miftrefs 
muft  not  marry  Heart--we/l,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  How  !   O  Lord  ! 

Bell.  Nay,  don't  be  in  a  paffion,  Lucy  : I'll  pro- 
vide a  fitter  hufband  for  her Come,  here's  earneil 

of  my  good  intentions  for  thee  too;  let  this  molify. 
[Gives  her  money~\  Look  you,  Heart-well  is  my 
friend  ;  and  tho'  he  be  blind,  I  muft  not  fee  him  fall 
into  the  fnare,  and  wittingly  marry  a  whore. 

Lucy.  Whore !  I'd  have  you  to  know  my  miftrefs 

Bell.  Nay,  nay  :  look  you,  Lucy  ;  there  are  whores 

of  as  good  quality But  to  the  purpofe,  if  yoa  will 

give  me  leave  to  acquaint  you  with  it Do  you  carry 

on  the  miflake  of  me :  I'll  marry  'em Nay,  don't 

paufe If  you  do,  I'll  fpoil  all. 1  have  fome 

private  reafons  for  what  I  do,  which  I'll  tell  you  with- 
in.——In  the  mean  time,  I  promife— —  and  rely 

upon  me to  help  your  miftrefs  to  a  hufband  :  nay, 

and  thee  too,  Lucy Here's  my  hand,  I  will;  with 

a  frefh  affurance.  [Gives  her  more  money. 

Lucy.  Ah,  the  devil  is  not  fo  cunning You  know 

my  eafy  nature Well,  for  once  I'll  venture  to 

ferve  you ;  but  if  you  do  deceive  me,  the  curfe  of  all 
kind,  tender-hearted  women  light  upon  you. 

Bell.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay'  *Tbe  PCX  take  ?ne, 

Well,  lead  on. 

SCENE       V. 
Vainlove,  Sharper,  and  Setter. 

Sharp.  Juft  now,  fay  you,  gone  in  with  Lucy  ? 

Setter.  I  faw  him,  and  ftood  at  the  corner  where  you 
found  me,  and  over  heard  all  they  faid  :  Mr.  Bellmour 
is  to  marry  'em. 

Sharp.  Ha,  ha!  'twill  be  a  pleafant  cheat ! — — — 
I'll  plague  HeartweHvihen  I  fee  him.  Pr'ythee  Frank, 
let's  teaze  him  ;  make  him  fret  'till  hs  foam  at  the 
mouth,  and  difgorge  his  matrimonial  oath  with  inte- 
reit  •  Come,  thcu'rt  mufty  • 

Setter. 
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Setter.   [To  Sharper.]  Sir,  a.  word  with  you. 

\Wbifpers  kirn. 

Vain.   Sharper  fwears  (he  has  forfworn  the  letter 

I'm  fure  he  tells  me  truth  ;  'but  I  am  not  fure  (he 

told  him   truth- Yet  me  was  unaffectedly  con-, 

cern'd,  he  fays,  and  often  blufh'd  with  anger  and  fur- 
prize  ; And  fo  I  remember  in  the  Park She 

had  reafon,  if  I  wrong  her 1  begin  to  doubt. 

Sharp.  Say'fl  thou  fo  ! 

Setter.  This  afternoon,  fir,  about  an  hour  before 
my  mafler  receiv'd  the  letter. 

Sharp.  In  my  confcience,  like  enough. 

Set.  Ay,  I  know  her,  fir  :  at  lead,  I'm  fure  lean  fifh 
it  out  of  her :  (he's  the  very  fluice  to  her  lady's  fecrets : 
'Tis  but  fetting  her  mill  a  going,  and  I  can  drain  her 
of  'em  all. 

Sharp.  Here,  Frank,  your  blood-hound  has  made 
out  the  fault :  this  letter,  that  fo  flicks  in  thy  maw  is 
counterfeit ;  only  a  trick  of  Silvia  in  revenge,  con- 
triv'd  by  Lucy. 

Vain.  Ha !  it  has  a  colour— —But  how  do  you  know 
it,  firrah? 

Setter.  I  do  fufpefl  as  much  ;— — becaufe  why,  fir,— • 
She  was  pumping  me  about  how  your  worfhip's  affairs 
flood  toward  Madam  Araminta  ;  as  when  you  had  feen 
her  laft  ?  when  you  were  to  fee  her  next  ?  and,  where 
you  were  to  be  found  at  that  time  ?  and  fuch  like. 

Vain.  And  where  did  you  tell  her  ? 

Setter.  In  the  Piazza. 

Vain.  There  I  receiv'd  the  letter It  mud  be  fo 

And  why  did  you  not  find  me  out,  to  tell  me  this 

before,  fot  ? 

Setter.  Sir,  I  was  pimping  for  Mr.  Bellmottr. 

Sharp.  You  were  well  employ'd  : 1  think  there  is 

no  objection  to  the  excufe. 

Vain.  Pox  o'my  faucy  credulity If  I  have  loft 

her,  I  deferve  it.  But  if  confeffion  and  repentance, 
be  of  force,  I'll  win  her,  or  weary  her  into  a  forgive - 
nefs. 

Sharp.  Methinks  I  long  to  fee  Bellmour  come  forth. 

S  C  E  N.  E 
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SCENE      V. 
Sharper,  Bellmour  and  Setter. 

Setter.  Talk  of  the  devil See  where  he  comes. 

•  Sharp.  Hugging  himfelf  in  his  profperous  mifchief 
_ — No  real  fanatick  can  look  better  pleas'd  after  a 
fuccefsful  fermon  of  fedition. 

Bell.  Sharper !  Fortify  thy  fpleen  :  fuch  a  jeft ! 
fpeak  when  thou  art  ready. 

Sharp.  Now,  were  I  ill-natur'd,  would  I  utterly 
difappoint  thy  mirth  :  hear  thee  tell  thy  mighty  jeft, 
with  as  much  gravity  as  a  bifhop  hears  venereal  caufes 
in  the  fpiritual  court :  not  fo  much  as  wrinkle  my 
face  with  one  fmile,  but  let  thee  look  fimply,  and 
laugh  by  thyfelf. 

Bell.  P'fhaw,  no  ;  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  thy 
wit Gad,  I  defy  thee. 

Sharp.  Were  it  not  lofs  of  time,  you  ftiould  make, 
the  experiment.  But  honeft  Setter,  here  over-heard 
you  with  Lucy,  and  has  told  me  all. 

Bell.  Nay  then,  I  thank  thee  for  not  putting  me  out 
cf  countenance.  But,  to  tell  you  fomething  you  don't 
know  "  I  got  an  opportunity  (after  I  had  marry 'd 
'em)  of  difcovering  the  cheat  to  Silvia.  She  took  it  at 
firft,  as  another  woman  would  like  the  difappointment; 
but  my  promife  to  make  her  amends  quickly  with  an- 
other hufband,  fomewhat  pacify'd  her. 

Sharp.  But  how  the  devil  do  you  think  to  acquit 
yourfelf  of  your  promife?  Will  you  marry  her  your- 
felf  ? 

Bell.  I  have  no  fuch  intentions  at  prefent— Pr'y thee, 
wilt  thou  think  a  little  for  me  ?  I  am  fure  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Setter  will  affift, 

Setter.  O  Lord,  fir  ! 

Bell.  I'll  leave  him  with  you,  and  go  fhift  my  habit. 

SCENE       VI. 
Sharper,  Setter,  Sir  Jofeph  and  Bluffe. 

Sharp.  Heh  !  fure,  Fortune  has  fent  this  fool  hither 
on  purpofe.  Setter,  Hand  clofe  ;  feem  not  to  obferve 
'em  j  and,  hark-ye  •  •  [Wbifpers* 
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Bluff,  Fear  him  not 1  am  prepar'd  for  him  now; 

and  he  fhall  find  he  might  have  fafer  rouz'd  a  fleeping 
lion. 

Sir  Jo.  Hum,  hufh  :  don't  you  fee  him  ? 

Bluff'.  Shew  him  to  me. Where  is  he  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  don't  fpeak  fo  loud 1  don't  jeft,  as 

I  did  a  little  while  ago Look  yonder E-gad,  if 

he  mould  hear  the  lion  roar,  he'd  cudgel  him  into  an 
afs,  and  his  primitive  braying.     Don't  you  remember 
the  ftory  in  ^E/op's  Fables,  Bully  ?  Agad,  there  are 
good  morals  to  be  pick'd  out  of  ^Efop's  Fables,  let  me 
tell  you  that ;  and  Reynard  the  Fox  too. 
Bluff.  Damn  your  morals. 
Sir  Jo.  Pr'ythee  don't  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Bluff'.  Damn  your  morals,  I  muft  revenge  th'  affront 
done  to  my  honour.  [In  a  IO--M  'voice. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay;  do,  do,  captain,  if  you  think  fitting. — 
You  may  difpofe  of  your  own  flelh  as  you  think  fitting, 

d'ye  fee : But  by  the  Lord  Harry,  I'll  leave  you. 

[Stealing  arway  upon  his  tip~toes. 
Bluff.  Prodigious!    What,   will  you   forfake  your 
friend  in  extremity  !  You  can't  in  honour  refufe  to 
carry  him  a  challenge. 

\_Almoft  ijuhifperinv,  and  treading  foftly  after  him. 

Sir  Jo.  Pr'ythee,  what  do  you  fee  in  my  face,  that 

looks  as  if  I  would  carry  a  challenge  ?  honour  is  your 

province,  captain  ;  take  it all  the  world  know 

me  to  be  a  knight,  and  a  man  of  wormip. 
Setter.  I  warrant  you,  fir,  I'm  inftrucled. 
Sharp.  Impoffible  !  Araminta  take  a  liking  to  a  fool ! 

'      \Aloud. 

Setter.  Her  head  runs  on  nothing  elfe,  nor  me  can 
talk  of  nothing  elfe. 

Sharp.  I  know  me  commended  him  all  the  while  we 
were  in  the  Park;  but  thought  it  had  been  only  to 

make  frahJovfjca.lora. 

Sir  Jo.  How's  this !  good  Bully,  hold  your  breath 

and  let's  hearken.     E-gad,  this  muft  be  I.- . 

Sharp.  Death,  it  can't  be.—— An  oaf,  an  idiot,  a 
wittol. 

Sir  Jo. 
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Sir  Jo.  Ay,  now  it's  out;  'tis  I,  my  own  individual 
perfon. 

Sharp.  A  wretch,  that  has  flown  for  flicker  to  the 
loweft  (hrub  of  mankind,  and  feeks  protection  from  a 
blafted  coward. 
.    Sir  Jo.  That's  you,  Bully,  back. 

[BlurTe_/rc-Tf«.f  upon  Sir  Jofeph, 

Sharp.   She  has  given  Fainlo^ue  her  promife  to  marry 

him  before  to-morrow  morning. Has  Ihe  not? 

[To  Setter. 

Setter.  She  has  fir ; and  I  have  it  in  charge  to 

attend  her  all  this  evening,  in  order  to  conduct  her  to 
the  place  appointed. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  go  and  inform  your  matter  ;  and 
^3o  you  prefs  her  to  make  all  the  hafte  imaginable. 

SCENE       VII. 
Setter,  Sir  Jofeph  and  BlufFe. 

Setter.  Were  I  a  rogue  now,  what  a  noble  prize 
could  I  difpofe  of!  a  good  pinnace,  richly  laden,  and 
to  lanch  forth  under  my  aulpicious  convoy.  Twelve 
thoufand  pounds  and  all  her  rigging ;  bendes  what 
Ires  conceal'd  under  hatches Ha !  all  this  com- 
mitted to  my  care  ! Avaunt  temptation — Setter, 

fnew  thyfelf  a  perfon  of  worth ;  be  true  to  thy  trull, 
and  be  reputed  honeft.  Reputed  honeft !  hum  :  Is  that 
all  ?  Ay  :  for  to  be  honeft  is  nothing ;  the  reputation 
of  it  is  all.  Reputation  !  what  have  fuch  poor  rogues 
as  I  to  do  v/ith  reputation  ?  'tis  above  us  ;  and  for  men 
of  quality,  they  are  above  it ;  fo  that  reputation  is  e'en 
as  foolifh  a  thing  as  honefty.  And,  for  my  part,  if  I 
meet  Sir  Jofeph  with  a  purie  of  gold  in  his  hand,  I'll 
difpofe  of  mine  to  the  beft  advantage. 

Sir  Jo.  Hey,  heh,  heh  !  here  'tis  for  you,  i'faith, 
Mr,  Setter.  Nay,  I'll  take  you  at  your  word. 

[Chinking  a  purfe. 

Setter.  Sir  Jo/eph  and  the  Captain  too  !  undone,  un- 
done I  I'm  undone,  my  matter's  undone,  my  lady's 
undone,  ahd  all  the  bufmefs  is  undone. 

Sir  Jo. 
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Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  never  fear,  man,  the  Lady's  bafi- 

nefs  ihaii  b^  done.  What Come,  Mr.  Sitter,  I  have 

over-heard  all,  and  to  fpeak,  is  but  lofs  of  time  ; 
bat  if  there  be  occafion,  let  thefe  worthy  gentlemen 
intercede  for  me.  [Gives  him  gold. 

Setter.  O  lord,  fir,  what  d'ye  mean?   Corrupt  my 

honefly. They  have  indeed  very  perfuading  faces. 

But 

Sir  Jo.  'Tis  too  little,  there's  more,  man.     There 

take  all Now 

•  Setter.  Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  have  fach  a  winning 
way  with  you 

Sir  Jo.  And  how,  and  how,  good  Setter,  did  the 
littje  rogue  look,  when  me  talk'd'of  Sir  Jcfeph  ?  Did 
not  her  eyes  twinkle,  and  her  mouth  water  ?  Did  not 

Hie  pull  up  her  little  bubbles  ?  And e-gad,  I'm   fo 

overjoy'd and  ftroke    down  her  belly  r  and   then- 

ftep  afide  to  tie  her  garter,  when  (he  was  thinking  of 
her  love  ?  heh,  Setter  ! 

Setter.   Oh,  yes,  fir. 

Sir  Jo.  How  now,    Bully  !  What,  melancholy,  be- 

caufe  I'm  in   the  lady's  favour  r No  matter,  I'll 

make  your  peace 1   know  they  were  a  little  fmart 

upon  ysu But  I  warrant,  I'll  bring  you  into  the 

lady's  good  graces. 

Bluff.  Pfliaw,  I  have  petitions  to  (hew,  from  other- 
guefs  toys  than  me.  Look  here  ;  thefe  were  fent  me 
this  morning — There,  read,  [Shews  Letters.}  That — 
That's  a  fcrawl  of  quality.  Here,  here's  from  a 

countefs  too.    Hum No,  hold that's  from 

a  knight's  wife,  me  fent  it  me  by  her  huiband— 
but  here,  both  thefe  are  from  perfons  of  great  quality. 

Sir  Jo.  They  are  either  from  perfons  of  great  qua- 
lity or  no  quality  at  all,  'tis  fuch  a  damn'd  ugly 
hand. 

[While  Sir  Jofeph  reads,  Bluffe  tubifpers  Setter. 

Setter.  Captain,  I  would  do  any  thing  to  ferve  you  ; 
but  this  is  fo  difficult 

Bluff.  Not  at  all.     Don't  I  know  him  ? 

Setter,  You'll  remember  the  conditions  ? r 

Bluff. 
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Bluff.  I'll  give't  you  under  my  hand In 

the  mean  time,  here's  earneit.  [Gives  him  money  .~\ 

Come,  knight, I'm  capitulating  with  Mr.  Setter 

for  you. 

Sir  Jo.  Ah,  honeft  Setter ', Sirrah,  I'll  give  thee 

any  thing  but  a  night's  lodging. 

SCENE       VIII. 
Sharper  tugging  in  Heartwell. 

Sharp.  Nay,  pr'ythee  leave  railing,  and  come 
along  with  me  ;  may  be  fhe  mayn't  be  within.  'Tis 
but  to  yond'  corner-houfe, 

Heart.    Whither  ?  Whither  ?  which  corner-houfe  ? 

Sharp.  Why,  there  :  The  two  white  polls. 

Heart.  And  who  would  you  vifit  there,  fay  you  ? 
(Oons,  how  my  heart  akes  !) 

Sharp.  Pfhaw,  thou'tfotroublefome  and  inquiiitive-- 
Why,  I'll  tell  you  ;  tis  a  young  creature  that  Vainlove 
debauch'd,  and  has  forfaken.  Did  you  never  hear 
Bellmour  chide  him  about  Silvia  ? 

Heart.  Death,  and  hell,  and  marriage  !  My  Wife. 

{Afide. 

Sharp.  Why  thou'rt  as  mufiy  as  a  new-marry'd  man, 
that  had  found  his  wife  knowing  the  firft  night. 

Heart.  Hell,  and  the  devil  !  Does  he  know  it  ?  But, 

hold If  he   mould  not,  I  were  a  fool  to  difcover 

it I'll  diffemble  and  try  him.  \_Afidf\  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Why,  T'CM,  is    that  fuch  an  occafion  of  melanchol  y  ? 
It  is  fuch  an  uncommon  mifchief  ? 

Sharp.  No,  faith  !  I  believe  not.-"-  Few  women, 
but  have  their  year  of  probation,  before  they  are 
cioiller'd  in  the  narrow  joys  of  wedlock  :  but,  pr'ythee, 
come  along  with  me,  or  I'll  go  and  have  the  lady  to 
myfelf.  B'w'y  George.  [Going. 

Heart.  O  torture  !  How  he  racks  and  tears  me  ! — 
Death  !  mall  I  own  my  fhame,  or  wittingly  let  him  go 
and  whore  my  wife  ,?  No,  that's  infupportable — Oh, 
Sharper  ! 

Sharp,   How  HOW  ? 

titart 
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Heart.  Oh,  I  am marry'd  ! 

Sharp,   (Now  hold  fpleen)  Marry'd  ! 

Heart.  Certainly,  irrecoverably  marry'd. 

Sharp.  Heav'n  forbid,  man  !  How  long  ? 

Heart.  Oh,  an  age,  an  age  !  I  have  been  marry'd 
thefe  two  hours. 

Sharp.  My  old  Bachelor  marrv'd  !  That  were  ajeft. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Heart.  Death  !  D'ye  mock  me  ?  Heark  ye,  if  either 

you  efteem  my  friendmip,  or  your  own  fafety • 

Come  not  near  that  houfe that  corner-houfe        • 

that  hot  brothel.     Afk  no  queftions. 

Sharp.  Mad  by  this  light  ; 
Thus  grief Jlill  treads  upon  the  heels  of  pie  a  fur e 
Marry'd  in  haftey  ice  may  repent  at  Icifure. 

SCENE      IX. 

Sharper  and  Setter. 

Setter.  Some  by  experience   find  thofe  words  mif- 

plac'd : 

At  leifure  marry'd,  they  repent  in  hafte. 
As  I  fuppofe  my  mailer  Heart-well. 

Sharp.  Here  again  my  Mercury  ! 

Setter.  Sublimate,  if  you  pleafe,  fir  :  I  think  my  at- 

chievements  do  deferve  the  epithet Mercury   was 

a  pimp  too  ;  but  though  I  blufh  to  own  it  at  this  time, 
I  muft  confefs  I  am  fomewhat  fall'n  from  the  dignity 
of  my  fun&ion,  and  do  condefcend  to  be  fcandaloufly 
employed  in  the  promotion  of  vulgar  matrimony. 

Sharp.  As  how,  dear  dexterous  pimp  ? 

Setter.  Why,  to  be  brief,  for  1  have  weighty  af- 
fairs depending Our  ftratagem  fucceeded  as  you  in- 
tended  Bluffs  turns  arrant  traitor ;  bribes  me  to 

make  a  private  conveyance  of  the  lady  to  him,  and 
put  a  fham-fettlement  upon  Sir  Jofeph. 

Sharp.   O  rogue!  Well  but  I  hope— — — 

Setter.  No,  no ;  never  fear  me,  fir 1  privately 

inform'd  the  knight  of  the  treachery,  who  has  agreed, 
feemingly  to  be  cheated,  that  the  captain  may  be  fo 
in  reality. 

D  i» 
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Sharp.  Where's  the  bride  ? 

Setter.  Shifting  clothes  for  the  purpofe,  at  a  friend's 
houfe  of  mine.  Here's  company  coming  ;  if  you'll 
walk  this  way,  fir,  I'll  tell  you. 

SCENE       X. 
Bellmour,  Belinda,  Araminta,  and  Vainlove. 

Vain.  Oh,  'twas  frenzy  all :  Cannot  you  forgive  it? 
men  in  madnefs  have  a  title  to  your  pity. 

\To  Araminta. 

Aram. Which  they  forfeit,  when    they  are  re- 

ftor'd  to  their  fenfes. 

Vain.  I  am  not  prefuming  beyond  a  pardon. 

Aram.  You  who  cou'd  reproach  me  with  one  coun- 
terfeit, how  infolent  would  a  real  pardon  make  you  ! 
But  there's  no  need  to  forgive  what  is  not  worth  my 
anger. 

Belin.  O  my  confcience,  I  cou'd  find  in  my  heart  to 

marry  thee,  purely  to  be  rid  of  thee At  leaft,  thou 

art  fo  troublefome  a  lover,  there's  hopes  thou'lt  make 
a  more  than  ordinary  quiet  hufband.  \To  BelJmour. 

Bell.   Say  you  fo Is  that  a  maxim  arnon'gye  } 

Belin.  Yes  :  you  fluttering  men  of  the  mode  have 
made  marriage  a  mere  French  dim. 

Bell.  I  hope  there's  no  French  fauce.  [Af.de. 

Belin.  You  are  fo  curious  in  the  preparation,  that  is, 
your  courtfhip,  one  wou'd  think  you  meant  a  noble 

entertainment But  when  we  come  to  feed,  'tis  aH 

froth  and  poor,  but  in  mow.  Nay,  often,  only  re- 
mains, which  have  been  I  know  not  how  many  times 
warm'd  for  other  company,  and  at  laft  ferv'd  up  cold 
to  the  wife. 

Bell.  That  were  a  miferable  wretch  indeed,  who 
could  not  afford  one  warm  difh  for  the  wife  of  his 

bofom But  you  timouro.us  virgins  form  a  dreadful 

chimsera  of  a  hufband,  as  of  a  creature  contrary  to  that 
foft,  humble,  pliant,  eafy  thing,  a  lover  ;  fo  guefs  at 
plagues  in  matrimony,  in  oppofition  to  the  pleafures 

of 
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ofcourtfhip.  Alas  !  courtfhip  to  marriage,  is  but  as 
the  mufick  in  the  play-houfe,  'till  the  curtain's  drawn  \ 
but  that  once  up,  then  opens  the  fcene  of  pleafure. 

Bflia.  Oh,  foh no:  Rather,  courtlftip  to  mar- 
riage, as  a  very  witty  prologue  to  a  very  dull  play. 

SCENE         XI. 

Enter  Sharper. 

Sharp.  Hift! Bellmour,  If  you'll  bring  the  la- 
dies, make  halle  to  Silvia's  lodgings,  before  Heart- 
-L-.el:  has  fretted  himfelf  out  of  breath.- 

Bell.  ,You  have  an  opportunity  now,  madam,  to 
revenge  yourfelf  upon  Heartv;ell,  for  affronting  your 
fquinel.  [To  Belinda. 

Mia.   O  the  filthy  rude  beaft  ! 

Aram.  'Tis  a  lafting  quarrel:  I  think  he  has  never 
be:n  at  otir  Node  (ince. 

&c!>  .  ourfch'es  the  trouble  to  walk  to  that 

corner  j.  I'll  tcil  you  by  the  way  what  may 

divert  awu  iurpme  you. . 

SCENE        XII, 
Silvia's  Lodgings. 

Heartwell  and  Boy. 

Heart.   Gone  forth,  fay  you,  with  her  maid  ! 
Boy.  There  was  a  man  too  that  fetch'd  'em  out — 
Setter,  I  think  they  call'd  him. 

Heart.   Soh That  precious  Pimp  too — Damn'd, 

damn'd  ftrumpet !  Cou'd  (he  not  contain  herfelf  on  her 
wedding  day!  Not  hold  out  'till  night!  O  curfed 
ftate !  How  wide  we  err,  when  apprehenfive  of  the 
load  of  life! 

We  hope  to  find  *~> 

That  help  ivhich  Nature  tneant  in  womankind,  > 

To  man  that  fupphmental  felf  defigrfd  \  j 

But  proves  a  burning  cauftick  when  apptyd,  J 

And  Adam,  fure,  coud  with  more  eafe  abide 
The  bone  ~^bcn  broken,  than  when  made  a  bride.        * 
D  2  SCENE 


76          THE    OLD    BACHELOR. 
SCENE        XIII. 

Enter  Bellmour,    Belinda,  Vainlove,  and  Araminta. 

Bell.  Now,  George,  what  rhyming!  I  thought  the 
chimes  of  verfe  were  part,  when  once  the  doleful  mar- 
riage knell  was  rung. 

Heart.  Shame  and  confufion  !     I  am  expofed. 

[Vainlove  and  Araminta  talk  apart. 

Belin.  Joy,  joy,  Mr.  Bridegroom;  I  give  you  joy, 
fir. 

Heart.  'Tis  not  in  thy  nature  to  give  me  joy A 

woman  can  as  foon  give  immortality. 

Belin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  O  gad,  men  grow  fuch  clowns 
when  they  are  marry'd. 

Bell.  That  they  are  fit  for  no  company  but  their 
wives. 

Bclm.  Nor  for  them  neither,  in  a  little  time-— I  fwear 
nt  the  month's  end,  you  (hall  hardly  find  a  marry'd 
in;in,  that  will  do  a  civil  thing  to  his  wife,  or  fay  a 
civil  thing  to  any  body  elfe.  How  he  looks  already  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bell.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Heart.  Death,  ami  made  your  laughing  ftock?  for 
you,  fir,  I  lhall  find  a  time  ;  but  take  ofFyour  wafp  here, 
or  the  clown  may  grow  boiflerous,  I  have  a  fly-flap. 

Belin.  You  have  occafion  for't,  your  wife  has  been 
blown  upon. 

Bell.  That's  home. 

Heart.  Not  friends  or  furies  could  have  added  to  my 
vexation,  or  any  thing,  but  another  woman — You've 
rack'd  my  patience  ;  be  gone,  or  by- 

Bell.  Hold,  hold  !  What  the  devil,  thou  wilt  not 
draw  upon  a  woman  ! 

Fain.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Aram.  Blefs  me!  What  have  you  done  to  him  ? 

Belin.  Only  touch'd  a  gall'd  beaft  'till  he  winch'd. 

Vain.  Bellmour,  give  it  over ;  you  vex  him  too  much : 
'tis  all  ferious  to  him. 

Belin,  Nay,  I  fwear,  I  begin  to  pity  him  myfelf. 

Heart.  Damn  your  pity — But  let  me  be  calm  a  lit- 
tle 
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AS  arrafh  girl,  who  will  all  hazards  run, 
And  be  enjoy1  d  tho'  Jure  to  be  undone  ; 
Soon  as  her  curiojity  is  over, 
Would  give  the  world  fhe  could  her  toy  recover  : 
89  fares  it  with  our  -poet ;  and  I  am  fent  *\ 

To  tell  you,  he  already  does  repent.  > 

Would  you  were  all  as  forward  to  keep  Lent.  J 

No<w  the  deed's  done,  the  giddy  thing  has  lei  fare 
To  think  o' th'  fting,  that's  in  the  taH  of  pleafure. 
Melhinks  I  hear  him  in  conjideration,  7 

What  otvV/  the  world  fay  ?  Where's  my  reputation  ?       C 

Now  that's  at  Jlake No  fool,  'tis  out  o'  fafiiou. 

If  lofs  of  that  Jhould  follow  want  of  wit, 
How  many  undone  men  were  in  the  pit  ! 
Why  that's  fome  comfort,  to  an  author' s  fears t 
If  he's  an  afs,  he  willbe  try'd  by' s  peers. 

But  hold 1  am  exceeding  my  commijjlon  ; 

My  bujinefs  here,  was  humbly  to  petition  : 

But  we're/o  us'dto  ration  thefe  occajions, 

I  could  not  help  one  trial  of  your  patience  : 

For  'tis  our  'way  (you  know)  for  fear  o'th'  worft. 

To  be  beforehand  Jlill,  and  cry  fool  Jirji . 

How  fay  you,  fparks  ?  How  do  you  ftand  ajfefled  ? 

If  wear,  young  Bays  atvV£/Vz  isfo  dejected, 

'Twou'd  grieve  your  hearts  to  fee  him  ;  Jhall  I  call  him  ? 

But  then  you  cruel  critics  would fo  maul  him  ! 

fetf  may  be,  you'll  encourage  a  beginner  ; 

But  how  ? Jujl  as  the  devil  does  afinner. 

Women  and  wits  are  us'd  e'en  much  at  one: 

You  gain  your  end ,  and  damn  'em  when  you've  dont* 

FINIS. 
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PROLOGUE. 


-pLEASURE  attend  ye,  and  about  ye  fit 

Thefprings  of  mirth,  fancy,  delight,  and  vjit, 
'To  Jlir  you  up  ;  do  not  your  looks  let  fall ', 
Nor  to  remembrance  our  late  errors  call, 
Becaufe  this  day  we  re  Spaniards  all  again, 
The  ftory  of  our  play,  and  our  fcene  Spain  : 
The  errors  too,  do  not  for  this  caufe  hate, 
JVew  we  prefent  their  wit,  and  not  their  Jl  ate. 
Nor  ladies,   be  not  angry,  if  you  fee 
Ayoungfrejb  beauty  wanton,  and  too  free  t 
Seek  to  abufe  her  hujband,  ftill  'tis  Spain, 
No  fuch  grofs  errors  in  your  kingdom  reign  ; 
Tou're  veftals  all,  and  though  w*  blow  the  fire. 
We  feldcm  make  it  flame  up  to  defer e  ; 
lake  no  example  neither  to  begin, 
Forfome  by  precedent  delight  to  Jin  ; 

Nor  blame  the  poet  if  hejlip  ajide 

Sometimes  lafci<vioujly,  if  not  too  wide. 

But  hold  your  fans  clo/e,  and  then  fmilc  at  eafe, 

A  cruel  fcene  did  never  lady  pleafe. 

Nor,  gentlemen,  pray  be  not  you  difpleas'd, 

though  we  prefent  fame  men  fool' d,  fome  difeas'd, 

Some  drunk,  feme  mad  :  we  mean  not  you,  you're  free, 

We  tax  no  farther  than  our  comedy, 

THK  are  friends,  fit  noble  then  and  fet. 
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ACT     I.       SCENES  Chamber. 
Enter  Juan  de  Caftro  and  Perez. 

Per.      ARE  your  companies  full,  colonel  ? 

/~\    Juan.  No,   not  yet,  fir  : 
Nor  will  not  be  this  month  yet,  as  I  reckon. 
How  rifes  your  command  ? 

Per.  We  pick  up  ftill, 

And  as  our  monies  hold  out,  we  have  men  come. 
About  that  time  I  think  we  (hall  be  full  too; 


Many  young  gallants  go. 
"Juan.   And  u 


Juan.  And  unexperienc'd : 
'  The  wars  are  dainty  dreams  to  young  hot  fpirits ; 
'  Time  and  experience  will  allay  thofe  vifions. 
'  We  have  ftrange  things  to  fill  our  numbers :' 
There's  one  Don  Leon,  a  ftrange  goodly  fellow, 
Commended  to  me  from  fome  noble  friends, 
For  my  Alferes ;  '  had  you  but  feen  his  perfon, 
*  And  what  a  giant's  promife  it  proteiteth  !' 

Per.  I've  heard  of  him,  and   that  he  hath  ferv'd 

before  too. 

yuan.  But  no  harm  done,  nor  ever  meant,    Don 
That  came  to  my  ears  yet ;  afk  him  a  queftion,  [Michael, 
He  blames  like  a  girl,  and  anfwers  little, 
To  the  point  lefs  ?  '  he  wears  a  fword,  a  good  one/ 
'  And  good  cloaths  too;  he's  whole  fkin'd,.  has  no  hurt 

yet, 

'  Good  promifing  hopes  ;'  I  never  yet  heard  certainly 
Of  any  gentleman  that  faw  him  angry. 

Per.  Prefervehim,  he'll  conclude  a  peaceif  need  be, 
Many  as  flout  as  he,  will  go  along  with  us, 
That  fwear  as  valiantly  as  heart  can  wiflil 
Their  mouths  charg'd  with  fix  oaths  at  once,  and 

whole  ones, 

That  make  the  drunken  Dutch  creep  into  mole-hills. 
A  3  Juan. 
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y/^».'Tistrue,  fachwe  muft  lookfor:  butMicb. Perez, 
When  heard  you  of  Donna  Margarita,  the  great  heiiels  ? 

Per.  1  hear  every  hour  of  her,  tho'  I  ne'er  faw  her, 
She  is  the  main  difcourfe :  noble  Don  Juan  de  Caftro, 
How  happy  were  that  man  could  catch  this  wench  up, 
And  live  at  eafe  !  She's  fair  and  young,  and  wealthy, 
Infinite  wealthy,  and  as  gracious  too 
In  all  her  entertainments,  as  men  report. 

Juan.  But  me  is  proud,  fir,  that  I  know  for  certain, 
And  that  comes  feldom  without  wantonr.cfs; 
He  that  (hall  marry  her,  muft  have  a  rare  hand. 

Per.    Woa'd  I  were  married,    I  v.ou'd  find   that 

wifdom 

With  a  light  rein  to  rule  my  wife.    If  e'er  woman 
Of  the  moil  fubtile  mould  went  beyond  me, 
I'd  give  boys  leave  to  hoot  me-out  o*  the  p.irish. 

Enter  a  Servant, 
Sir.  Sir,  there  be  two  gentlewomen  attend  to  fpeak 

with  you. 

Juan.  Wait  on  'em  in. 
Per.  Are  they  two  handfome  women  ? 
Set-.  They  feem  fo.   very  handfome.    but  they're 

•111        r 

veil  d,  iir. 
Per.  Thou  put'ft  fugar  in  my  mouth,  how  it  melts 

with  me ! 
I  love  a  fweet  young  wench. 

Juan.  Wait  on  them  in,  I  fay.  {Exit  Servant. 

Per.  Don  Juan. 

Juan.  How  you  itch,  Michael !  how  you  burnifh ! 
Will  not  this  foldier's  heat  out  of  your  bones  yet  ? 
Do  your  eyes  glow  now  ? 
Per.  There  be  two. 

Juan.  Say  honeft,  what  (hame  have  you  then  ? 
Per.  I  wou'd  fain  fee  that, 

I've  been  in  the  Indies  twice,  and  have  feen  ftrange 
things, 

But  for  two  honeft  women  ; one  I  read  of  once. 

Juan.  Pr'ythee  be  modeft. 
Per.  I'll  be  any  thing. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant,    Donna  Clara  and  Eftifaili*,  veil' a*. 

^ua».  You're  welcome,  ladies. 

Per.  Both  hooded !  I  like  'em  well  though ; 
They  come  not  for  advice  in  law  fure  hither; 
'  May  be  they'd  learn  to  raife  the  pike,  I'm  for  'em  :' 
They're -very  modeft;  'tis  a  fine  preludium. 

Juan.  With  me,  or  with  this  gentleman,  wou'd  you 
fpeak,  lady? 

Cla.  With  you,  fir,  as  I  guefs,  Juan  de  Caftro. 

Per.  Her  curtain  opens,  me  is  a  pretty  gentlewoman. 

Juan.  I  am,  the  man,  and  mail  be  bound  to  fortune. 
I  may  do  any  fervice  to  your  beauties.  \Flanden, 

Cla.  Captain,    I  hear  you're  marching  down   to 
To  ferve  the  Catholic  king. 

Juan.  I  am  fweet  lady. 

Cla.  I  have  a  kinfman,  and  a  noble  friend, 
Employ'd  in  thofe  wars ;  may  be,  fir,  you  know  him. 
Don  Campufano,  captain  of  Carbines, 
To  whom  I  would  requeft  your  noblenefs, 
To  give  this  poor  remembrance.  \Gives  a  letter. 

Juan.  I  (halt  do  it ; 
I  know  the  gentleman y  a  mofl  worthy  captain, 

Cla.  Something  in  private. 

Juan.  Stepafide:  I'll  ferve  thee. 

[Exeunt  Juan  and  Clara. 

Per.  Pr'ythee  let  me  fee  thy  face. 

Eftif.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  me, 
Women  of  our  fort,  that  maintain  fair  memories, 
And  keep  fufpedl  off  from  their  chaftities, 
Had  need  wear  thicker  veils. 

Per.  1  am  no  blafter  of  a  lady's  beauty, 
Nor  bold  intruder  on  her  fpecial  favours, 
I  know  how  tender  reputation  is, 
And  with  what  guards  it  ought  to  bepreferv'd, 
Lady,  you  may  to  me. 

Ejlif.  You  muft  excufe,  fignior,  I  come 
Not  here  to  fell  myfelf. 

Per.    As   I'm  a  gentleman,  by  the  honour  of  a 
foldier. 

EJfif.  I  believe  you. 

A  4  I  pray 
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I  pray  be  civil ;  I  believe  you'd  fee  me, 

And  when  you've  feen  me  I  believe  you'll  like  me, 

But  in  a  ftrange  place,  to  a  ftranger  too, 

As  if  I  came  on  purpofe  to  betray  you, 

Indeed  I  will  not. 

Per.  I  fhall  love  you  dearly, 
And  'tis  a  fin  to  fling  away  afte&ion, 
I  have  no  miltrefs,  no  defire  to  honour, 
Any  tut  you. — *  Will  not  this  oyfter  open  ? — ' 
I  know  not  you  have  flruck  me  with  your  modeffy, 
That  you  have  taken  from  me 
All  the  defire  I  might  beftovv  on  others—— 
(Quickly  before  they  come. 

Eftif.  Indeed  I  dare  not : 
But  fmce  I  fee  you're  fo  defirous,  fir, 
To  view  a  poor  face  that  can  merit  nothing 
Jbut  your  repentance. 

Per.  It  muft  needs  be  excellent. 

Ejlif.  And  with  what  honefty  you  afk  it  of  me ; 
When  I  am  gone  let  your  man  follow  me, 
And  view  what  houfe  I  enter,  thither  come. 
For  there  I  dare  be  bold  to  appear  open ; 
And  as  I  like  your  virtuous  carriage,  then 
Enter  Juan,   Clara,  and  Servant. 
I  (hall  be  able  to  give  welcome  to  you. 
She  'th  done  her  bufmefs,  I  muft  take  my  leave,  fir. 

Per.  I'll  kifs  your  fair  white  hand,  and  thank  you, 

lady, 

My  man  (hall  wait,  and  I  (hall  be  your  fervant ; 
Sirrah,  come  near,  hark. 

Enter  Perez ^  Servant. 

Ser.  I  (hall  do  it  faithfully.  [Exit. 

Juan.  You  will  command  me  more  fervices  ? 

Cla.  To  be  careful  of  your  noble  health,  dear  fir, 
That  I  may  ever  honour  you. 

Juan.  I  thank  you, 

And  kifs  your  hands.    Wait  on  the  ladies  down  there, 
[Exeunt  Ladies  and  Don  Juan'j  Servant. 

Per.  You  had  the  honour  to  fee  the  face  that  came 
to  you?  [Michael? 

jluaa.  And  'twas  a  fair  one  ;  what  was  yours,  Don 

Per. 
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Per.  Mine  was  i'th'eclipfe,  and  had  a  cloud  drawn 

over  it. 

But  I  believe  well,  and  I  hope  'tis  handfome. 
She  had  a  hand  would  ftir  a  holy  hermit. 

Juan.  You  know  none  of  'em  ? 

Per.   No. 

Juan.  Then  I  do,  captain. 
But  I'll  fay  nothing  till  I  fee  the  proof  on't ; 
Sit  clofe,  Don  Perez,  or  your  wormip's  caught  : 
«   [  fear  a  fly.' 

Per.  Were  thofe  me  brought  love-letters  ? 

Juan.  A  packet  to  a  kinfman  now  in  Flanders ; 
Yours  was  very  modeft  methought. 

Per.  Some  young  unmanag'd  thing  ; 
But  I  may  live  to  fee. 

Juan.  'Tis  worth  experience  ; 

Let's  walk  abroad  and  view  our  companies.    [Exeunt, 
'  Enter  Sanchio  and  Alonzo. 

'  San.  What,  are  you  for  the  wars,  Alonzo  ? 

*  Alon.  It  may  be  ay, 

'  It  may  be  no,  e'en  as  the  humour  takes  me. 
'  If  I  find  peace  among  the  female  creatures, 

*  And  eafy  entertainment,  I'll  ft  ay  at  home. 
'  I'm  not  fo  far  oblig'd  yet  to  long  marches 

1  And  mouldy  bifcuits,  to  run  mad  for  honour; 
'  When  you're  all  gone,  I  have  my  choice  before  me. 

'  San.  Ay,  of  which  hofpital  thou'lt  fweat  in  ;  wilt 
'•  Thou  never  leave  whoring  ?  [Sanchio, 

*  Alon.  There  is  lefs  danger  in't   than  gunning, 
'  Though  we  be  (hot  fometimes,  the  fliot's  not  mortal, 
'  Befides,  it  breaks  no  limbs. 

'  San.  But  it  difables  'em, 

*  Doft  fee  how  thou  pulleft  thy  legs  after  thee, 

*  As  if  they  hung  by  points  ?  [ones, 
'  Alon.  Better  to  pull  'em  thus  than  walk  on  wooden 

'  Serve  bravely  for  a  billet  to  fupport  me. 

'  San.  Fye,  fye,  'tis  bafe. 

'  Alon.  Doft  count  it  bafe  to  fuffer  ? 
4  Suffer  abundantly  ?  'tis  th'  crown  df  honour ; 

*  You  think  it  nothing  to  lie  twenty  days 

'  Under  a  furgeon's  hand  that  has  no  mercy. 

A  5  '  San. 
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*  San.  As  thou  haft  done  I'm  fure,  but  I  perceive  now 
Why  you  defire  to  ftay  ;  the  Orient  heirefs, 

The  Margarita,  fir. 

'  Alon.  I  wou'd  I  had  her. 

'  San.  They  fay  ftie'll  marry. 

*  Alon.  Yes,  I  think  Ihe  will. 

'  San.  And  marry  fuddenly,  as  report  goes  too  ; 
She  fears  her  youth  will  not  hold  out,  Alonzo. 
'  Alon.  I  would  I  had  the  fheathing  on't. 

*  Sauc .  They  fay  too 

She  has  a  greedy  eye,  that  muft  be  fed 

With,  more  than  one  man's  meat. 

'  Alon.  Wou'd  fhe  were  mine, 

I'd  cater  for  her  well  enough  ;  but  Sancbio, 

There  be  too  many  great  men  that  adore  her ; 

Princes,  and  princes  fellows,  that  claim  privilege. 

'•  San.  Yet  thofe  ftand  oft"  i'the  way  of  marriage  ; 
1  To  be  tied  to  a  man's  pleafure  is  a  fecond  labour. 

'  Alon.  She  has  bought  a  brave  houfe  here  in  town. 

'  San.   I've  heard  fo. 

'  Alon.  If  fhe  convert  it.  now  to  pious  uies, 
'  And  bid  poor  gentlemen  welcome. 

*  San*  When  comes  fhe  to  it  ?  [vet> 
Alon.    Within  thefe  two  days,  fhe's  in  the  country 

'•  And  keeps  the  nobleft  houfe. 

'•  S'an.  Then  there's  fome  hope  of  her  : 
*-  Wilt  thou  go  my  way  ? 

'  Alon.  No,  no,  I  muft  leave  you, 
'And  repair  to  an  old  gentlewoman  that 
*•  Has  credit  with  her,  that  can  fpeak  a  good  word. 

'  San.  Send  thee  good  fortune,  but  make  thy  body 
'  found  firit. 

Alon.  I  am  a  foldier, . 
*  And  too  found  a  body  becomes  me  not ; 
«  So  farewell,  Sancbio.  [Exeunt.' 

S-  C  E  N  E,     a  jtreet. 

Enter  Eftifania  acrcfs  the  flage,    a  fer*vant  of  Mi- 
chael Perez  following. 

Ser<v.  'Tis  this  or  that  houfe,  or  I've  loft  my  aim, 
They're  both  fair  buildings, — fhe  walk'd  plaguy  fafi;. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Eflifania,  courtefys  and  exit, 
And  hereabouts  I  loft  her;  ftay,  that's  fhe, 

Tis  very  fhe fhe  makes  me  a  low  court'fy. 

She's  in  again.    Certain  fome  noble  lady :  [£#.  Eflif. 
How  happy  mould  I  be  if  fhe  love  my  mafter  ! 
A  wondrous  goodly  houfe ;  here  are  brave  lodgings, 
And  I  mall  fleep  now  like  an  emperor, 
And  eat  abundantly.     I  thank  my  fortune  ! 
I'll  back  with  fpeed,  and  bring  him  happy  tidings.' 
Let  me  note  the  place,  the  ftreet  I  well  remember. 

{Exit. 

SCENE,  a  chamber  in  Margarita'*  houfe. 

Enter  three  old  ladies. 
\Jt  Lady.  What  fhou'd  it  mean,  that  in  fuch  hafte 

we're  fent  for  ? 

'zd  Lady.  Be  like  the  lady  Margaret  has  fome  baft- 
She'd  break  to  us  in  private.  [nefs 

3</  Lady.  I  fhou'd  feem  fo. 
'Tis  a  good  lady,  and  a  wife  young  lady. 

zd Lady.  And  virtuous  enough  too,  that  I  warrant  ye, 
For  a  young  woman  of  her  years  ;  'tis  a  pity 
To  load  her  tender  age  with  too  much  virtue. 

3</  Lady.  'Tis  more  fometimes  than  we  can  well 
away  with. 

Enter  Altea. 

Jit.  Good-morrow,  ladies. 
All.  Morrow,  my  goo'd  madam. 
\Ji  Lady.  How  does  the  fweet  young  beauty,  lady 

Margaret  ? 

zdLaay.  Has  fhe  flept  well  after  her  walk  laft  night  ? 
\fi  Lady.  Are  her  dreams  gentle  to  her  mind  ? 
Alt.  All's  well, 

She's  very  well,  fhe  fent  for  you  thus  fuddenly 
To  give  her  counfel  in  a  bufinefs  . 
That  much  concerns  her. 

"id.  Lady.  She  does  well  and  wifely, 
'•  To  afk  the  counfel  of  the  ancient'fl,  madam  ; 
*  Our  years  have  run  thro'  many  things  fhe  knows  not.5 
Alt.   She  vvou'd  fain  marry. 
\ft  Lady.  'Tis  a  proper  calling, 

And.. 
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And  well  befeems  her  years :  who  wou'd  me  yoke  with  ? 

Alt.  That's  left  to  argue  on,  I  pray  come  in 
And  break  your  faft,  drink  a  good  cup  or  two, 
To  ftrengthen  your  underflandings,  then  flie'll  tell  ye. 

^d  Lady.  And  good  wine  breeds  good  counfel,  we'll 
yield  to  ye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     a  Jtreet. 
Enter  Juan  de  Caftro,  and  Leon. 

Juan.  Have  you  feen  any  fervice  ? 

'Leon.  Yes. 

Juan.  Where  ? 

Leon.  Every  where. 

Juan.  What  office  bore  ye  ? 

Lean.  None,  I  was  not  worthy. 

Juan.  What  captains  know  you  ? 

Leon.  None,  they  were  above  me. 

Juan.  Were  you  ne'er  hurt  ? 

Leon.  Not  that  I  well  remember, 
But  once  I  ftole  a  hen,  and  then  they  beat  me. 
Pray  afk  me  no  long  queftions,  I've  an  ill  memory. 

Juan.  This  is  an  afs ;  did  you  ne'er  draw  your  fword 
yet? 

Leon.  Not  to  do  any  harm,  I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 

Juan.  Nor  ne'er  ta'en  prifoner? 

Leon.  No,  I  ran  away, 
For  I  had  ne'er  no  money  to  redeem  me. 

Juan.  Can  you  endure  a  drum  ? 

Leon.  It  makes  my  head  ake. 

Juan.  Are  you  not  valiant  when  you're  drunk  ? 

Leon.  I  think  not,  but  I  am  loving,  iir. 

Juan.  What  a  lump  is  this  man  : 
Was  your  father  wife  ? 

Leon.  Too  wife  for  me,  I'm  fure, 
For  he  gave  all  he  had  to  my  younger  brother. 

Juan.  That  was  no  foolifh  part,  I'll  bear  you  witnefs, 
Canft  thou  lye  with  a  woman  ? 

Leon.  I  think  I  could  make  ihift,  fir  j 
But  I  am  bamful. 

Juan.  In  the  night  ? 

Leon.  I  know  not, 

Parknefs 
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Darknefs  indeed  may  do  fome  good  upon  me. 

Juan,  Why  art  thou  fent  to  be  my  officer, 
Ay,  and  commended  too,  when  thou  dar'ft  not  fight  ? 

Leon.  There  be  more  officers  of  my  opinion, 
Or  I  am  cozen'd,  fir  ;  men  that  talk  more  too. 

Juan.  How  wilt  thou  'fcape  a  bullet? 

Leon.  Why  by  chance, 
They  aim  at  honourable  men,  alas  I'm  none,  fir. 

Juan.  This  fellow  has  fome  doubts  in  his  talk  that 
ftrikes  me. 

Enter  Alonzo. 
He  cannot  be  all  fool :  welcome,  Alonzo. 

Alon.  What  have  you  got  there,  temperance  Into 
your  company  ?  [then. 

The  fpirit  of  peace  ?  We  mall  have  wars  by  the  ounce 
Enter  Cacafogo. 

Caca.  Oh,  here's  another  pumpion  ; 
'  Let  him  loofe  for  luck  fake,'  the  cramm'd  fon* 
Of  a  ftarv'd  ufurer,  Cacafogo  ; 
Both  their  brains  butter'd,  cannot  make  two  fpoonfuls. 

Caca.  My  father's  dead  :  I  am  a  man  of  war  too, 
Monies,  demefnes ;  I've  mips  at  fea  too,  captains. 

Juan.  Take  heed  o'the  Hollanders,  your  mips  may 
leak  elfe. 

Caca.  I  fcorn  the  Hollanders,  they  are  my  drunkards. 

Alon.  Put  up  your  gold,  fir,  I  will  borrow  it  elfe. 

Caca.  I'm  fatisfied,  you  mall  not. 
Come  out,  I  know  thee,  meet  mine  anger  inftantly. 

Leon.  I  never  wrong'd  ye. 

Caca.  Thou'ft  wrong'd  mine  honour, 
Thou  look'dft  upon  my  miftrefs  thrice  lafcivioufly, 
I'll  make  it  good. 

Juan.  Do  not  heat  yourfelf,  you  will  furfeit. 

Caca.  Thou  won'ft  my  money  too,   with  a  pair  of 

bafe  bones, 

In  whom  there  was  no  truth,  for  which  I  beat  thee, 
I  beat  thee  much,  now  I  will  hurt  thee  dangeroufly. 
This  mail  provoke  thee.  [fie  ftrikes. 

'  Alon.  You  ftruck  too  low  by  a  foot,  fir. 

'  Juan.  You  mull  get  a  ladder  when  you'd  beat  this 
«  fellow.' 

Leon. 
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Lecn. I  cannot  choofe  but  kick  again,pray  pardon  me. 

Caca.  Hadil  thou  not  afk'd  my  pardon,  I  had  kill'd 

thee: 

I  leave  thee  as  a  thing  defpis'd,  lafo  las  manos  a  voftra, 
Seigncria.  [Exit.    Cac 

Alon.  You've  'fcap'd  by  miracle/  there  is  not  in  all 
A  fpirit  of  more  fury  than  this  fire-drake.  [Spain 

Leon.  I  fee  he's  hafty,  and  I'd  give  him  leave 
To  beat  me  foundly  if  he'd  take  my  bond. 

Juan.  What  fhall  I  do  with  this  fellow  ? 

Alan.  Turn  him  off, 

He  will  infect  the  camp  with  cowardice, 
If  he  go  with  thee. 

'Juan.  About  fome  week  hence,  fir, 
If  I  can  hit  upon  no  abler  officer, 
You  {hall  hear  from  me. 

Leon.  I  defire  no  better.  [Exeunf. 

SCENE,  a  chamber  in  Margarita'j  boufe. 
Enter  Eftifania  and  Perez. 

Per.  You've  made  me  now  too  bountiful  amends,lady, 
For  your  ftrift  carriage  when  you  faw  me  firft : 
Thefe  beauties  were  not  meant  to  be  conceal'd, 
It  was  a  wrong  to  hide  fo  fweet  an  objeft, 
I  cou'd  now  chide  ye,  but  it  fhall  be  thus  ; 
No  other  anger  ever  touch  your  fweetnefs. 

Eftif.  Y'appear  to  me  fo  honeft,  and  fo  civil, 
Without  a  bluih,  fir,  I  dare  bid  you  welcome. 

Per.  Now  let  me  afk  your  name. 

Eftif.  'Tis  Eftifania,  the  heir  of  this  poor  place. 

Per.  Poor,  do  you  call  it  ? 
There's  nothing  that  I  caft  mine  eyes  upon, 
But  Ihews  both  rich  and  admirable ;  all  the  rooms 
Are  hung  as  if  a  princefs  were  to  dwell  here  ; 
The  gardens,  orchards,  every  thing  fo  curious. 
Is  all  that  plate  your  own  too  ? 

Efiif.  'Tis  but  little, 

Only  for  prefent  ufe,  I've  more  and  richer, 
When  need  {hall  call,  or  friends  compel  me  ufe  it ; 
The  fuits  you  fee  of  all  the  upper  chamber, 
Are  thofe  that  commonly  adorn  the  hcufe  j 

I  think 
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I  think  I  have  befides,  as  fair  as  Seville, 
Or  any  town  in  Spain  can  parallel. 

Per.  Now  if  flie  be  not  married,  I  have  fome  hopes. 
Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Eft  if.  You  make  me  blufh  to  anfwer  ; 
I  ever  was  accounted  fo  to  this  hour, 
And  that's  the  reafon  that  I  live  retir'd,  fir. 

Per.  Then  wou'd  I  counfel  you  to  marry  prefently, 
(If  I  can  get  her  I  am  made  for  ever)  \.AJi<h. 

For  every  year  you  lofe,  you  lofe  a  beauty : 
A  hufband  now,  an  honeft  careful  hufband, 
Were  fuch  a  comfort :  will  ye  walk  above  Hairs  ? 

Eftif.  This  place  will  fit  our  talk,  'tis  fitter  far,  fhv 
Above  there  are  day-beds,  and  fuch  temptations 
I  dare  not  truft,  fir. 

Per.  She's  excellent  wife  withal  too. 

EJtif.  You  nam'd  a  hufband,  I  am  not  fo  ftrift,  fir, 
Nor  ty'd  unto  a  virgin's  folitarinefs, 
But  if  an  honeft,  and  a  noble  one, 
Rich,  and  a  foldier,  for  fo  I've  vow'd  he  fhall  be, 
Were  offer'd  me,  I  think,  fhou'd  accept  him  ; 
But  above  all  he  muft  love. 

Per.  He  were  bafe  elfe. 

There's  comfort  miniftred  in  the  word  foldier ; 
How  fweetly  mould  I  live  ! 

Eftif.  I'm  not  fo  ignorant, 
But  that  I  know  well  how  to  be  commanded, 
And  how  again  to  make  myfelf.obey'd,  fir ; 
J  wafte  but  little,  I  have  gather'd  much  ; 
My  rial  not  the  lefs  worth,  when  'tis  fpent, 
If  fpent  by  my  direction  ;  to  pleafe  my  hufband, 
I  hold  it  as  indifferent  in  my  duty, 
To  be  his  maid  i'  the  kitchen,  or  his  cook, 
•As  in  the  hall  to  know  myfelf  the  miftrefs. 

Per.  Sweet,  rich,  and  provident,  now  Fortune  ftick 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  a  bachelor,  lady,  [to  me; 

And  fuch  a  wife  as  you  I  could  love  infinitely ; 
They  that  ufe  many  words,  fome  are  deceitful  -, 
I  long  to  be  a  hufband,  and  a  good  one. 
For  'tis  moA  certain  I  fhall  make  a  precedent 

For 
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For  all  that  follow  me  to  love  their  ladies ; 
I'm  young  you  fee,  able  I'd  have  you  think  too, 
If 't  pleafe  you  know,  try  me  before  you  take  me. 
'Tis  true  I  fliall  not  meet  in  equal  wealth  with  ye, 
But  jewels,  chains,  fuch  as  the  war  has  given  me, 
A  thoufand  ducats  too  in  ready  gold, 
As  rich  clothes  too  as  any  he  bears  arms,  lady. 

EJiif.  You're  a  gentleman,  and  fair,  I  fee  by  ye, 
And  fuch  a  man  I'd  rather  take — 

Per.  Pray  do  fo, 
I'll  have  a  prieft  o'  the  fudden. 

EJiif.  And  as  fuddenly 
You  will  repent  too. 

Per.  I'll  hang'd  or  drown'd  firft, 
By  this  and  this,  and  this  kifs. 

EJiif.  You're  a  flatterer, 

But  I  muft  fay  there  was  fomething  when  I  faw  you 
Firft,  in  that  noble  face,  that  ftirred  my  fancy. 

Per.  I'll  ftir  it  better  e'er  you  fleep,  fweet  lady, 
I'll  fend  for  all  my  trunks  and  give  up  all  to  ye, 
Into  your  own  difpofe,  before  I  bed  ye, 
And  then,  fweet  wench. 

EJiif.  You  have  the  art  to  cozen  me.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    II.        SCENE 

An  apartment  in  Margarita'/  houfe. 

Enter  Margarita,  two  Ladies,  and  Altea. 

E,  fit  down,  and  give  me  your  opinions 
ferioufly. 

\ft  Lady.  You  fay  you  have  a  mind  to  marry,  lady. 
Mar.   'Tis  true,  I  have  for  to  preferve  my  credit, 
Yet  not  fo  much  for  that  as  to  preferve  my  ttate,  ladies. 
Conceive  me  right,  there  lies  the  main  o'  th'  queftion. 
Credit  I  can  redeem,  money  will  imp  it ; 
But  when  my  money's  gone,  when  the  law  fhall 
Seize  that,  and  for  incontinency  ftrip  me  of  all  ? 
'  \JiLady.  D'ye  find  your  body  fo  malicious  that  way. 
'  Marg.  I  find  it  as  all  bodies  are  that  are  young  and 
'  Lazy  and  high  fed ;'  I  defire  my  pleafure, 
And  pleafure  I  muft  have. 

id  Lady, 
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id  Lady.  'Tis  fit  you  ftiould  have, 
Your  years  require  it,  and  'tis  neceflary, 
As  neceflary  as  meat  to  a  young  lady, 
Sleep  cannot  nourifh  more. 

\Ji  Lady.  But  might  not  all  this  be,  and  keep  ye 
You  take  away  variety  in  marriage,  [fmgle  ? 

Th'  abundance  of  the  pleafure  you  are  barr'd  then  ; 
Is't  not  abundance  that  you  aim  at? 

Mar.  Yes,  why  was  1  made  a  woman  ? 

id.  Lady:  And  ev'ry  day  a  new  ? 

Mar.  Why  fair  and  young,  but  to  ufe  it  ? 

\Jl  Lady.  You're  ftill  i'  th'  right,  why  wou'd  you 
marry  then  ? 

Alt.  Becaufe  a  hufband  flops  all  doubts  in  this  point, 
And  clears  all  pafTages. 

2d  Lady.  What  hufband  mean  ye  ? 

Alt.  A  hufband  of  an  eafy  faith,  a  fool, 
Made  by  her  wealth,  and  moulded  to  her  pleafure  j 
One  though  he  fee  himfelf  become  a  monfter, 
Shall  hold  the  door,  and  entertain  the  maker. 

zd  Lady.  You  grant  there  may  be  fuch  a  man. 

\Ji  Lady.  Yes  marry,  but  how  to  bring  'em  to  this 
rare  perfection. 

zdLady.  Theymuftbechofen  fo,  things  of  no  honour, 
Nor  outward  honefty. 

Mar.  No,  'tis  no  matter, 
I  care  not  what  they  are,  fo  they  be  lufty. 

zdLady.  Methinks  now,  a  rich  lawyer;  fome  fuch 
That  carries  credit,  and  a  face  of  awe,  '  [fellow, 
'  But  lies  with  nothing  but  his  clients'  bufinefs.' 

Marg.  No,  there's  no  trufting  them ;  they  are  too 

fubtle; 
The  law  has  moulded 'em  of  natural  mifchief. 

\Jl  Lady.  Then,  fome  grave  governor, 
Some  man  of  honour,  yet  an  eafy  man. 

Mar.  If  he  have  honour,  I'm  undone  ;  I'll  none  fucht: 
'  I'll  have  a  lully  man  ;  honour  will  cloy  me.' 

Alt.   '   'Tis  fit  you  mould,  lady, 
'  And  to  that  end,'  with  fearch  and  wit  and  labour, 
I've  found  one  out,  a  right  one  and  a  perfeft  ; 
'  He's  made  as  flrong  as  brafs,  is  of  brave  years  too, 
.«  And  doughty  of  complexion.'  Mar. 
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Mar.  Is  he  a  gentleman  ?  [him, 

Alt.  Yes,  and  a  foldier,  but  as  gentle  as  you'd  wim 
A  good  fellowr  and  has  good  cloaths,  "  if  be  knew 
"  honju  to  wear  'em" 

Mar.  Thofe  I'll  allow  him. 
They  are  for  my  credit ;  does  he  underftand 
But  little. 

Alt.  Very  little. 

Mar.  'Tis  the  better  ; 
Have  not  the  wars  bred  him  up  to  anger  ? 

Alt.  No,  he  won't  quarrel  with  a  dog  that  bites  him ; 
Let  him  be  drunk  or  fober,  he's  one  filence. 

Mar.  H'  has  no  capacity  what  honour  is  ? 
For  that's  the  foldier's  god. 

Alt.  Honour's  a  thing  too  fubtile  for  his  wifdom  j 
If  honour  lie  in  eating,  he's  right  honourable. 

Mar.  Is  he  fo  goodly  a  man  do  you  fay  ? 

Alt.  As  you  (hall  fee,  lady ; 
But  to  all  this  he's  but  a  trunk. 

Mar.  I'd  have  him  fo. 

'  I  mall  add  branches  to  him  to  adorn  him ;' 
Go,  find  me  out  this  man,  and  let  me  fee  him, 
If  he  be  that  motion  that  you  tell  me  of, 
And  make  no  more  noife,  I  mall  entertain  him, 
Let  hiia  be  here. 

Alt.  He  mail  attend  your  ladyfhip.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,*  Jlreet. 
Enter  Juan,  Alonzo,  and  Perez. 

Juan,  Why  thou'rt  not  married  indeed  ? 

Per.  No,  no,  pray  think  fo  ; 
Alas  1  am  a  fellow  of  no  reckoning, 
Nor  worth  a  lady's  eye. 

Alon.  Wou'dft  fteal  a  fortune, 
And  make  none  of  thy  friends  acquainted  with  it, 
Nor  bid  us  to  thy  wedding  ? 

Per.  No  indeed. 

There  was  no  wifdom  in't  to  bid  an  artift, 
An  old  feducer,  to  a  female  banquet  : 
I  can  cut  up  my  pye  without  your  inftructions. 

Juan.  Was  it  the  wench  i'  the  veil  : 

Per. 
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Per.  Bajfa,   'twas  fhe. 

The  prettieft  rogue  that  e'er  you  look'd  upon, 
The  loving'ft  thief. 

Juan.   And  is  fhe  rich  withal  too  ? 
Per.   A  mine,   a  jjiine,  there  is  no  end  of  wealth, 
I  am  an  afs,  a  bamful  fool,  pr'ythee,  colonel,  [colonel  j 
How  do  thy  companies  fill  now  ? 

Juan.   You're  merry,  fir, 
You  intend  a  fafer  war  at  home  belike  now. 
Per.  I  do  not  think  I  mall  fight  much  this  year, 

colonel. 

I  find  myfelf  giv'n  to  myeafe  a  little, 
I  care  not  if  I  fell  my  foolifh  company, 
They're  things  of  hazard. 

Alvn.  How  it  angers  me, 
This  fellow  at  firft  fight  mould  win  a  lady, 
A  rich  young  v/ench  ;  '  and  I,  that  have  confum'd 
'  My  time  and  art  in  fearching  out  their  fubtleties, 
'  Like  a  fool'd  alchemift,  blow  up  my  hopes  ftill !' 
When  fliall  we  come  to  thy  houfe  and  be  freely  merry  ? 

Per.  When  I  have  manag'd  her  a  little  more ; 
I  have  an  houfe  to  maintain  an  army. 
Alon.  If  thy  wife  be   fair,  thou'lt  have  few  left 

come  to  thee. 

Per.  Where  they'll  get  entertainment  is  the  point, 
I  beat  no  drum.  [Signior  ; 

'  Alon.  You  need  none  but  her  tabor. 
'  Per.  May  be  I'll  march,  after  a  month  or  two, 
To  get  a  frefh  ftomach.    I  find,  colonel, 
A  wantonnefs  in  wealth,  methinks  I  agree  not  with. 
'Tis  fuch  a  trouble  to  be  married  too, 
Arid  have  a  thoufand  things  of  great  importance, 
Jewels,  and  plate,  and  fooleries  moleft  me, 
To  have  a  man's  brains  whimfied  with  his  wealth  ; 
Before  I  walk'd  contentedly.' 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser-v.  My  miftrefs,  fir,  is  fick,  becaufe  you're  abfent, 
She  mourns,  and  will  not  eat. 

Per.   Alas,  my  jewel; 

Come,  I'll  go  with  thee ;  gentlemen  your  fair  leaves. 
You  fee  I'm  ty'd  a  little  to  my  yoke, 

Pray 
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Pray  pardon  me,  wou'd  ye  had  both  fuch  loving  wives. 
[Exeunt  Per.  and  feriiant. 
Juan.  I  thank  ye 

For  your  old  boots  ;  never  be  blank,  Alonzo. 
Becaufe  this  fellow  has  outftript  thy  fortune  ; 
'  Tell  me  ten  days  hence  what  he  is,  and  how 
'  The  gracious  ftate  of  matrimony  ftands  with  him  ;* 
Come,  let's  to  dinner,  when  Margarita  comes 
We'll  vifit  both,  it  may  be- then  your  fortune.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  chamber. 
Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  and  Ladies. 

Mar.  Is  he  come  ? 

Alt.  Yes,  madam,  h'  has  been  here  this  half  hour. 
I've  queftion'd  him  of  all  that  you  can  afk  him, 
And  find  him  as  fit  as  you  had  made  the  man  : 
'  He'll  make  the  goodlieft  ihadow  for  iniquity  ! 

'  Marg.  Have  ye  fearch'd  him,  ladies  ? 

*  Qmnes.  He's  a  man  at  all  points,  a  likely  man  !' 

Mar.  Call  him  in,  Altea.  [Exit  Altea. 

Enter  Leon,  and  Altea. 

A  man  of  a  comely  countenance,  pray  ye  come  this  way ; 
Is  his  mind  fo  tame  ? 

Alt.  Pray  queftion  him,  and  if  you  find  him  not 
Fit  for  your  purpofe,  make  him  off,  there's  no  harm  done. 

Mar.  Can  ye  love  a  young  lady  ?  how  he  blufhes  ! 

Alt.  Lea^e  twirling  of  your  hat,   and  hold  your 
And  fpeak  to  th'  lady.  [head  up, 

Leon.  Yes,  I  think  I  can, 
I  muft  be  taught,  I  know  not  what  it  means,  madam. 

Mar.  You  mall  be  taught ;  and  can  you  when  me 
Go  ride  abroad,  and  ftay  a  week  or  two  ?          [pleafes 
You  mall  have  men  and  horfes  to  attend  ye, 
And  money  in  your  purfe. 

Leon.  Yes,  I  love  riding, 
And  when  I  am  from  home  I  am  fo  merry. 

Mar.  Be  as  merry  as  you  will.  Can  you  as  handfomely, 
When  you  are  lent  for  back,  come  with  obedience, 
And  do  your  duty  to  the  lady  loves  you  .' 

Leon.  Yes  fure,  I  mail. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  And  when  you.  fee  her  friends  here, 
Or  noble  kinfmen,  can  you  entertain 
Their  fervants  in  the  cellar,  and  be  bufied, 
And  hold  your  peace,  whate'er  you  fee  or  hear  ? 

Leon.  'Twere  fit  I  were  hang'd  elfe. 

Mar.  '  Let  me  try  your  kiffes ;' 
ff  Come,  falute  me. 

"  Leon.  Ma'mf" 

Mar.  How  the  fool  (hakes  !  I  will  not  eat  you,  fir. 
' '  Can't  you  falute  me?" 

'  Befhrew  my  heart,  he  kiffes  wondrous  manly  ? 
*  Can  you  do  any  thing  elfe  ,?> 

Leon.  Indeed,  I  know  not ; 
But  if  your  ladyfhip  will  pleafe  to  inftruft  me, 
Sure  I  mail  learn. 

"  Marg.   Come  on  then. 

"  Leon.   Come  on  then."  \Kiffei  her* 

Marg.  You  mall  then  be  inftrufted. 
If  I  mould  be  this  lady  that  affects  ye, 
Nay  fay  I  marry  ye  ? 

Alt.  Hark  to  the  lady. 

Mar.  What  money  have  ye  ? 

Leon.  None,  madam,  nor  no  friends, 
I  wou'd  do  any  thing  to  ferve  your  ladymip. 

Mar.  You  muft  not  look  to  be  my  mafter,  fir, 
Nor  talk  i'the  houfe  as  though  you  wore  the  breeches, 
No,  nor  command  in  any  thing. 

Leon.  I  will  not, 
Alas,  I  am  not  able,  I've  no  wit,  madam. 

Mar.  Nor  do  not  labour  to  arrive  at  any, 
'Twill  fpoil  your  head.  I  take  ye  upon  charity, 
And  like  a  fervant  ye  muft  be  unto  me, 
'  As  I  behold  your  duty  I  (hall  love  ye. 
'  And,  as  ye  obferve  me,  I  may  chance  lie  with  ye.' 
Can  you  mark  thefe  ? 

Leon.  Yes  indeed,  forfooth. 

Mar.  There  is  one  thing, 
That  if  I  take  ye  in  I  put  ye  from  me, 
Utterly  from  me,  you  muft  not  be  faucy, 
No,  nor  at  any  time  familiar  with  me, 
Scarce  know  me,  when  I  call  ye  not. 

4  Lton. 
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Leon.   I  will  not.     Alas,  I  never  knew  myfelf  fuffi- 

Mar.  Nor  muft  not  now.  [ciently. 

Leon.  I'll  be  a  dog  to  pleafe  ye. 

Mar.  Indeed  you  muft  fetch  and  carry  as  I  appoint  ye. 

Leon.  I  were  to  blame  elfe. 

Mar.  Kifs  me  again.     '  A  ftrong  fellow  ! 

*  There  is  vigour  in  his  lips  :'  If  you  fee  me 
K.ifs  any  other,  twenty  in  an  hour,  fir, 

You  muft  not  ftart,  nor  be  offended. 

Leon.  No,  if  you  kifs  a  thoufand  I  ftiall  be  contented, 
It  will  the  better  teach  me  how  to  pleafe  ye. 

Alt.  I  told  ye,  madam. 

Mar.  'Tis  the  man  I  wifh'd  for  ;  the  lefs  you  fpeak— • 

Leon.  I'll  never  fpeak  again,  madam  ; 
But  when  you  charge  me,  then  I'll  fpeak  foftly  too. 

Mar.  Get  me  a  prieft,  I'll  wed  him  inftantly. 
But  when  you're  married,  fir,  you  muft  wait  on  me, 
And  fee  ye  obferve  my  laws. 

Leon.  Elfe  you  mail  hang  me. 

Mar.  I'll  give  ye  better  clothes  when  you  deferve  'em. 
Come  in,  and  ferve  for  witnefles. 

Omnes.  We  mall,  madam. 

Mar.  And  then  away  to  the  city  prefently, 
I'll  to  ftiy  new  houfe  and  new  company. 

Leon.  A  thoufand  crowns  are  thine ;  I'm  a  made  man. 

Alt.  Do  not  break  out  too  foon. 

Leon.  I  know  my  time,  wench.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  grand  falcon. 
Enter  Clara,  and  Eftifania  ivith  a  paper. 

Sla.  What,  have  you  caught  him  ? 

Eftif.  Yes. 

Cla.  And  do  you  find  him 
A  man  of  thofe  hopes  that  you  aim'd  at  ? 

EJlif.  Yes,  too ; 
And  the  moft  kind  man,  '  and  the  ableft  alfo 

•  To  give  a  wife  content !  He's  found  as  old  wine, 
'  And  to  his  foundnefs  rifes  on  the  palate  ; 

'  And  there's  the  man  !'  I  find  him  rich  too,  Clara. 
Cla,  Haft  thou  married  him  ? 

2  Sflif. 
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Eftif.  What  doft  thou  think  I  fifti  without  a  bait, 
I  bob  for  fools :  he  is  mine  own.    I  have  him,  [wench, 
I  told  thee  what  would  tickle  him  like  a  trout, 
And  as  I  caft  it,  fo  I  caught  him  daintily, 
And  all  he  has  I've  'ftow'd  at  my  devotion, 

Cla.  Does   the  lady  know  this  ?  ftie's  coming  now 

to  town. 
Now  to  live  here  in  this  houfe. 

Eftif.  Let  her  come, 

She  mail  be  welcome,  I  am  prepar'd  for  her ; 
She's  mad  fure  if  me  be  angry  at  my  fortune. 
For  what  I  have  made  bold. 
Cla.  Doft  thou  not  love  him  ? 
Ejiif.  Yes,  entirely  well, 
As  long  as  there  he  flays  and  looks  no  farther 
Into  my  ends ;   but  when  he  doubts,  I  hate  him, 
And  that  wife  hate  will  teach  me  how  to  cozen  him. 
'  A  lady-tamer  he,  and  reads  men  warnings 
,  How  to  decline  their  wives,  and  curb  their  manners, 
To  put  a  ilern  and  flrong  rein  to  their  natures, 
And  holds  he  is  an  afs  not  worth  acquaintance, 
That  cannot  mould  a  devil  to  obedience* 
I  owe  him  a  good  turn  for  thefe  opinions, 
And,  as  I  find  his  temper,  I  may  pay  him.* 
Enter  Perez. 

0  here  he  is,  now  you  mall  fee  a  kind  man. 
Per.  My  Eftifania,  mail  we  to  dinner,  lamb  ? 

1  know  thou  llay'ft  for  me. 

Eftif.  I  cannot  eat  elfe. 

Per.  I  never  enter  but  methinks  a  paradifc 
Appears  about  me. 

Eftif.  You're  welcome  to  it,  fir. 

Per.  I  think  I  have  the  fweeteft  feat  in  Spain,  wench, 
Methinks  the  richeit  too,  we'll  eat  i'  the  garden 
In  one  o'the  arbours,  there  'tis  cool  and  pleafant, 
And  have  our  wine  cool'd  in  the  running  fountain. 
Who's  that  ? 

Eftif.  A  friend  of  mine,  fir. 

Per.  Of  what  breeding  ? 

Eftif.  A  gentlewoman,  fir. 

Per,  What  bufinefs  has  ihe  ? 

is 
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Is  fhe  a  learned  woman  i'  the  mathematics  ? 
Can  me  tell  fortunes  ? 

-£/?*/.  More  than  I  know,  fir. 

Per.  Or  has  me  e'er  a  letter  from  a  kinfwoman, 
That  muft  be  delivered  in  my  abfence,  wife, 
Or  comes  me  from  the  doctor  to  falute  you, 
And  learn  your  health  ?  fhe  looks  not  like  a  confeflbr. 

Eftif.  What  need  all  this,  why  are  you  troubled,  fir  ? 
What  do  you  fufpect,  fhe  cannot  cuckold  ye, 
She  is  a  woman,  fir,  a  very  woman. 

Per.  Your  very  woman  may  do  very  well,  fir, 
Towards  the  matter,  for  though  fhe  cannot  perform  it 
In  her  own  perfon,  fhe  may  do't  by  proxy, 
Your  rareft  jugglers  work  ftill  by  confpiracy. 

Eftif.  Cry  ye  mercy,  hufband,  you  are  jealous  then, 
And  haply  fufpeft  me. 

Per.  No  indeed,  wife. 

EJlif.  Methinks  you  fhould  not  till  you  have  more 

caufe, 

And  clearer  too :  I'm  fure  you've  heard  fay,  hufband, 
A  woman  forc'd  will  free  herfelf  through  iron. 
A  happy,  calm,  and  good  wife  difcontented 
May  be  taught  tricks. 

Per.  No,  no,  I  do  but  jeft  with  ye. 

EJlif.  To-morrow  friend,  I'll  fee  you. 

Cla.  I  fhall  leave  ye 

Till  then,  and  pray  all  may  go  fweetly  with  ye,  [Exit. 
\_A  knock  at  the  door. 

Eftif.  Why,  where's  this  girl  ?  who's  at  the  door  ? 

Per.  Who  knocks  there  ? 

Is't  for  the  king  you  come,  ye  knock  fo  boifteroufly  ? 
Look  to  the  door. 

Enter  maid. 

Maid.  My  lady,  as  I  live,  miftrefs,  my  lady's  come, 
She's  at  the  door,  I  peept  through,  I  faw  her, 
And  a  (lately  company  of  ladies  with  her. 

Eft  if.  This  was  a  week  too  foon,  but  I  muft  meet 
And  fet  a  new  wheel  going,  and  a  fubtile  one,  [with her. 
Muft  blind  this  mighty  Mars,  or  I  am  ruin'd. 

Per.  What  are  they  at  the  door  ? 
.  Such,  my  Michael, 

As 
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As  you  may  blefs  the  day  they  enter'd  here, 
Such  for  our  good. 

Per.  'Tis  well. 

Eftif.  Nay,  'twill  be  better 
If  you  will  let  me  but  difpute  the  bufmefs, 
And  be  a  ftranger  to't,  and  not  difturb  me. 
What  have  I  now  to  do  but  to  advance  your  fortune  ? 

Per.  Do,  I  dare  truft  thee,  I'm  afham'd  I  was  angry, 
I  find  thee  a  wife  young  wife. 

Eftif.  I'll  wife  your  worihip 
Before  I  leave  ye ; — \_AJide\  pray  ye  walk  by  and  fay 

nothing, 

Only  falute  them,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me,  fir. 
I  was  born  to  make  ye  a  man. 

Per.  The  rogue  fpeaks  heartily, 

Her  good-will  colours  in  her  cheeks,  I'm  born  to  love 
1  mult  be  gentle  to  thefe  tender  natures,  [her, 

A  foldier's  rude  harm  words  befit  not  ladies. 
Nor  muft  we  talk  to  them  as  we  talk  to  our  officers. 
Til  give  her  away,  for  'tis  for  me  {he  works  now ; 
I  am  hufband,  heir,  and  all  me  has. 

Enter  Margarita,  Leon,  Akea,  and  ladies* 
Who're  thefe,  I  hate  fuch  flaunting  things  ? 
A  wcman  of  rare  prefence  !  excellent  fair  j 
This  is  too  big  furefor  a  bawdy-houfe, 
Too  open  feated  too. 

Eftif.  My  hufband,  lady. 

Mar.   You've  gain'd  a  proper  man. 

Per.  Whate'er  lam,  I  am  your  fervant,  \z.&y,[Kiffis, 

Eftif.  Sir,  be  rul'd  now,  \_Apart  to  Perez. 

And  I  mall  make  ye  rich  ;  this  is  my  coufin, 
That  gentleman  dotes  on  her,  even  to  death ; 
See  how  he  obferves  her. 

Per.  She  is  a  goodly  woman, 

Eftif.  She  is  a  mirror. 

But  ihe  is  poor,  me  were  for  a  prince's  fide  elfe. 
This  houfe  flic  has  brought  him  to  as  to  her  own, 
And  prefuming  upon  me,  and  on  my  courtefy  j 
Conceive  me  mort,  he  knows  not  but  flic's  wealthy, 

*  Or  if  he  did  know  otherwife,  'twere  all  one. 

*  He's  fo  far  gone.' 

B  -Per. 
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Per.  Forward,  flic's  a  rare  face. 

Ejiif.  This  we  muft  carry  with  difcretion,  hufband, 
And  yield  unto  her  for  four  days. 

Per.  Yield  our  houfe  up,  our  goods,  and  wealth  ? 

Eftif.  All  this  is  but  feeming,  '  to  milk  the  lover  on.'* 
Do  you  fee  this  writing? 

Two  hundred  pounds  a  year,  when  they  are  married. 
Has  (he  feal'd  to  for  our  good  ?  the  time  is  unfit  now, 
I'll  fhew  it  you  to-morrow. 

Per.  All  the  houfe  ? 

Eft  if.  All,  all ;  and  we'll  remove  too,  to  confirm  him. 
The/!ll  into  the  country  fuddenly  again 
After  they're  match'd,  and  then  lhe'11  open  to  him. 

Per.  The  whole  poffefiion,  wife  ?  look  what  you  do^ 
A  part  o'  the  houfe. 

Eft  If,  No,  no,  they  mail  have  all, 
And  take  their  pleafure  too.   'tis  for  our  Vantage. 
Why,  what's  four  days  :  had  you  a  filler,  fir, 
A  niece  or  miflrefs,  that  requir'd  this  courtefy, 
And  mould  I  make  a  fcruple  to  do  you  good? 

Per.  If  eafily  it  would  come  back. 

Eft  if.  I  fwear,  fir,  as  eafily  as  it  came  on  ; 
'  Is  it  not  a  pity  to  let  fuch  a  gentlewoman  for  a  little 
You  give  away  no  houfe.  [help  ?' 

Per.  Clear  but  that  queftion. 

Eftijf.  I'll  put  the  writings  into  your  hand. 

Per.  Well  then. 

Ejiif.  And  you  mall  keep  them  fafe. 

Per.  I'm  fatisfied. 
Would  I  had  the  wench  fo  too  \_Afide. 

Eftif.  When  flic  has  married  him, 
So  infinite  his  love  is  linkt  unto  her, 
You,  I,  or  any  one  that  helps  at  this  pinch 
May  have  heav'n  knows  what. 

Per.  I'll  remove  my  trunks  ftraight, 
And  t;:ke  fome  poor  houfe  by,  'tis  but  for  four  days. 

Eftif.  I  have  a  poor  old  friend;  there  we  will  be. 
Per.  'Tis  well  then. 

Eftif.  Go  handfome  off,  and  leave  the  houfe  clear. 
Per.  Well. 

W- 
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Eflif.  That  little  fluff  we'll  ufe  (hall  follow  after ; 
And  a  boy  to  guide  ye.  Peace,  and  we  are  made  both. 

[Exit  Perez. 

Mar.  Come,  let's  go  in ;  are  all  the  rooms  kept  fweet, 
Wench  ? 

EJtrf.  They're  fweet  and  neat. 

Mar.  Why,  where 's  your  hulband  ? 

Eftif.  Gone,  madam. 
When  you  come  to  your  own  he  muftgive  place,  lady. 

Mar.  Well,    fend  you  joy,  you  would  not  let  me 
Yet  I  mall  not  forget  ye.  [know't, 

Ejtif.  Thank  your  ladymip. 

"  Mar.   Come  lead  me  in"  [Exeunt. 


ACT.     III.      SCENE,   a  chamber. 
Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  and  Boy. 

Alt.     A  RE  you  at  eafe  now,  is  your  heart  at  reft. 

,/V.  *  Now  you  have  got  a  Ihadow,  an  um- 
'  To  keep  the  fcorching  world's  opinion  [*  brella, 
'  From  your  fair  credit  P 

Mar.  I  am  at  peace,  Altea, 
If  he  continue  but  the  fame  he  mews, 
And  be  a  matter  of  that  ignorance 
He  outwardly  profefles,  I  am  happy. 

*  The  pleafure  I  fhall  live  in,  and'  the  freedom, 
4  Without  the  fquint-eye  of  the  law  upon  me, 

*  Or  prating  liberty  of  tongues,  that  envy!' 
Alt.  You're  a  made  woman. 

Mar.  But  if  he  fhou'd  prove  now 
A  crafty  and  diflembling  kind  of  hulband, 
One  read  in  knavery,  and  brought  up  in  the  art 
Of  villany  conceal'd. 

Alt.  My  life,  an  innocent. 

Mar.  That's  it  I  aim  at. 
That's  it  I  hope  too,  then  I'm  fure  I  rule  him : 

B  2  «  For 
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For  innocents  are  like  obedient  children 

Brought  up  under  a  hard  mother-in-law,  a  cruel, 
Who  being  notus'dto  breakfafts  and  collations,  ['  ful 

When  they  have  coarfe  bread  ofter'd  'em,  are  thank- 

And  take  it  fora  favour  too.'     Are  the  room's  made 
Toentertain  my  friends  ?  I  long  to  dance  now,   [ready 

And  to  be  wanton  ;  let  me  have  a  fong. 

Is  the  great  couch  up,  the  duke  of  Medina  fent? 

'  Alt.  'Tis  up  and  ready. 

*  Mar.  And  day-beds  in  all  chambers  ?' 

Alt.  '  In'  all,  lady,  your  houfeis  nothing- now  but 
The  gallants  begin  to  gaze  too.        [various  pleafureE, 

Mar.  Let  'em  gaze  on, 

I  was  brought  up  a  courtier,  high  and  happy, 
And  company  is  my  delight  and  courtfhip, 
And  handfome  fervants  at  my  will ;  where's  my  good 

hufband, 
Where  does  he  wait? 

Ah.  He  knows  his  diflance,  madam, 
I  warrant  ye  he  is  bufy  in  the  cellar 
Among  his  fellow  fervants,   or  aileep, 
Till  your  commands  awake  him. 

Enter  Leon  and  Lorenzo. 

Mar.  'Tis  well,   Ahea, 

It  mould  be  fo,  my  ward  I  muft  preferve  him 
Who  fent  fof  him,  how  dare  he  come  unc.ill'd  for, 
His  hat  on  too  ? 

Alt.  Sure  he  fees  you  not. 

Mar.  How  fcornfully  he  looks  ! 

Leon.   Are  all  the  chambers 
Deck'd  and  thus  for  my  lady's  pleafure  ? 
New  hangings  ev'ry  hour  for  entertainment, 
And  new  plate  bought,  new  jewels  to  give  luftre  ? 

Let:  They  are,    and  yet  there  mult  be   more  and 
richer,  It  is  her  will. 

Leon.  Hum,  is  it  fo  ?  'tis  excellent. 
Is  it  her  will  too,  to  have  feafts  and  banquets, 
Revels  and  ma/ques  r 

Lor. 
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Lor.  She  ever  lov'd  'em  dearly, 
And  we  (hall  have  the  braveft  houfe  kept  now,  fir  ; 
I  muft  ric  t  call  ye,  mafter,  fhe  has  warn'd  me. 
Nor  muft  not  put  my  hat  off  to  ye. 

Leon.   'Tis  no  fafhion  ; 

What  though  I  be  her  hufband,  I'm  your  fellow ; 
I  may  cut  firit  ? 

Lor.  That's  as  you  fhall  deferve,  fir. 

Leon.   "  I  thank  you."   '  And  when  I  lie  with  her*    - 

'  Lor*  May  be  I'll  light  ye, 

*  On  the  fame  point  you  may  do  me  that  fervice.' 

Enter  fir  ft  Lady. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  the  dukeM-dV/zawithfome  captains 
Will  come  to  dinner,  and  have  fent  rare  wine, 

And  their  belt  fervices. 

Mar.  They  fhall  be  welcome  ; 
See  all  be  ready  in  the  nobleft  fafhion, 

*  The  houfe  perfum'd.    Now  I  fhall  take  my  pleafure, 
'  And  not  my  neighbour  Juflice  maunder  at  me.' 
Go,  get  your  fyeft  clothes  on,  but  'till  I  call  ye, 

Be  fureyou  be  notfeen.  Dins  with  the  gentlewomen, 
And  behave  yourfelf  handfome,  fir,  'tis  for  my  credit. 
Enter  a  fecond  Lady. 

2  Lady.  Madam,  the  Lady  Julia • 
Leon.  That's  a  bawd, 

A  three-pil'd  bawd.     Bawd-major  to  the  army. 

2  Lady.  Has  brought  her  coach  to  wait  upon  your 

ladyfhip. 
And  tobeinform'difyou  will  take  the  air  this  morning. 

Leon.  The  neat  air  of  her  nunnery. 

Mar.  Tell  her  no,  i'  th'  afternoon  I'll  call  on  her.. 

2  Lady.  I  will,  madam.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Why,  are  you  not  gone  to  prepare  yourfelf? 
May  be  you  fhall  be  fewer  to  the  firft  courfe. 
'  A  portly  prefence  !   Altea,  he  looks  lean  ; 
'  'Tis  a  wafh  knave,  he  will  not  keep  his  flefh  well. 

'  Altea.    A   willing,    madam,  one  that  needs    no 
'  fpurring.' 

Leon.  Faith,  madam,  in  my  little  underftandtng, 
You'd  better  entertain  your  honeft  neighbours, 

B  3  Your 


30          RULE     A     WIFE     A  NET 

Your  friends  about  ye,  that  may  fpenk  well  of  ycr 
And  give  a  worthy  mention  of  your  bounty. 
Mar.  How  now,  what's  this  ? 
Lecn.   'Tis  only  to  perfuade  ye  : 
Courtiers  are  tickle  things  to  deal  withal, 
A  kicd  of  march-pane  men  that  will  not  !a!r,  madam  ; 
An  egg  and  pepper  goes  farther  than  their  portions, 
And  in  a  well  knit  body,  a  peer  parfnip 
Will  play  his  prize  above  their  ftrongpoiabiles,, 
Mar.  The  fellow's  mad ! 
Leon.  He  that  mall  counfel  ladies, 
That  have  both  liquoriih  and  ambitious  eyes, 
Is  either  mad  or  drunk,  let  him  ipeak  golpel. 
Alt.  He  breaks  out  modeitly. 
Leon.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry, 
My  indifcretion  has  made  bold  to  tell  ye 
What  you'll  find  true. 

Mar.   Thou  dar'ft  not  talk. 
Lecn.  Not  much,  madam, 
You  have  a  tie  upon  your  fervant's  tongue, 
He.  dare  not  be  fo  bold  as  reafon  bids  him  ; 
'Twere  fit  there  were  a  ftronger  on  your  temper. 
Ne'er  look  fo  flern  upon  me,  I'm  your  hufband, 
But  what  are  hufbands  ?  Readthe  new  world's  wonders^. 
Such  hufbands  as  this  monftrous  world  produces, 
And  you  will  fcarce  find  fuch  ftrange  deformities. 
They're  Ihadows  to  conceal  your  venial  virtues, 
Sails  to  your  mills,  that  grind  with  all  occafions, 
Balls  thai  lie  by  you,  to  warn  out  your  flains  ; 
And  bills  nail'd  up,  with  horns  before  your  doors 
To  rent  out  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Do  you  hear  him  talk  ? 
Lecn.  I've  done,  madam, 
An  ox  once  fpoke,  as  learned  men  deliver. 
Shortly  I  fhall  be  fuch,  then  I'll  fpeak  wonders. 
'Till  when  I  tie  myfelf  to  my  obedience.  \Exit~ 

Mar.  Firil   I'll   untie  myfelf ;    did  you  mark  the 

gentleman, 

How  boldly  and  how  faucily  he  talk'd  ; 
And  how  unlike  the  lump  I  took  him  for, 

•  The 
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'  The  piece  of  ignorant  dou^h  ?  he  flood  up  to  me, 
'  And  mated  my  commands  !'  This  was  your   provi- 
Your  wifdom  to  eleft  this  gentleman,  [dence, 

Your  excellent  forecail  in  the  man,  your  knowledge, 
What  think  ye  now  ? 

Alt.  I  think  him  an  afs  ftill, 

This  boldnefs  fome  of  your  people  hive  blown  into  him, 
This  wifdom  too  with  itrong  wine,   'tis  a  tyrant, 
And  a  philofopher  alfo,  and  finds  out  reafons. 

Mar.  I'll  have  my  cellar  lock'd,  no  fchool  kept  there, 
Nor  no  difcovery.     I'll  turn  my  drunkards, 
Such  as  are  underftanding  in  their  draughts, 
And  difpute  learnedly  the  whyes  and  wherefores, 
To  grafs  immediately.    I'll  keep  all  fools, 
Sober  or  drunk,  ftill  fools,  that  mall  know  nothing, 
Nothing  belongs  to  mankind,  but  obedience, 
And  fuch  an  hand  I'll  keep  over  this  hufband. 

Ah.  He'll  fall  again,  my  life,  he  cries  by  this  time, 
Keep  -him  from  drink,  he's  a  high  conftitution. 
Enter  Leon. 

Lfon.  Shall  I  wear  my  new  fuit,  madam  ? 

Mar.  No,  your  old  clothes. 
And  get  you  into  the  country  prefently, 
And  fee  myhawks  welltrain'd,  you  mall  have  victuals, 
Such-  as  are  fit  for  faucy  palates,  fir, 
And  lodgings  with  the  hinds,  it  is  too  good  too. 

Leon.  Good  madam,  be  not  fo  rough  with  repentance . 
Yoa  fee  how  he's  come  round  again. 

Mar.  I  fee  not  what  1  expeft  to  fee. 

Leon.  You  mail  fee,  madam,  if  it  pleafe  your  lady- 
fhip. 

Alt.  He's  humbled; 
Forgive,  good  lady. 

Mar.  Well,  go  get  you  hand  fome, 
And  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Leon.  Have  ye  yet  no  feeling  ?  [AJide. 

I'll  pinch  ye  to  the  bones  then,  my  proud  lady.  [Exit. 

Mar.  See  you  preferve  him  thus  upon  my  favour ; 
You  know  his  temper,  tie  him  to  the  grindftone ; 

B  4  The 


32  RULE     A     WIFE     AND 

The  next  rebellion  I'll  be  rid  of  him, 
I'll  have  no  needy  rafcals  I  tie  to  me, 
Difpute  my  life :  come  in  and  fee  all  handfome. 
All.  I  hope  to  fee  you  fo  too,  I've  wrought  ill  elfe. 

\_AJide.  Exeunt. 

SCENE     a    Chamber. 

Enter  Perez. 

Per.  Shall  I 

N  :\er  return  to  my  own  houfe  again  ? 
We're  lodg'd  here  in  the  miferable  dog-hole, 
A  Conjurer's  circle  gives  content  above  it ; 
A  Hawk's  Mew  is  a  princely  palace  to  it ; 
We  have  a  bed  no  bigger  than  a  baiket, 
And  there  we  He  like  butter  d: 
And  fweat  ou.rfelves  to  fauce  immediately  ; 
The  fumes  sre  infinite  inhabit  here  too, 
'  And  to  that  fo  thick,  they  cut  like  manjialet ;' 
So  various  too,  they'll  pofe  a  gold  finder  ! 
Never  return  to  my  own  Paraaife  ? 
Why  wife  I  fay,  why  Eftifania  ! 

£.Jtif.  [within]  I'm  going  prefently. 

Per.  Make  hafte  good  jewel. 

I'm  like  the  people  that  live  in  the  fweet  iflands  : . 
I  die,  I  die,  if  I  Hay  but  one  day  more  here. 
•  My  lungs  are  rotten  with  the  damps  that  rife, 
'  And  1  cough  nothing  now  but  ftinks  of  all  forti.' 
The  inhabitants  we  ha^e  are  two  ftarv'd  rats, 
For  they're  not  able  to  maintain  a  cat  here, 
And  thofe  appear  as  fearful  as  two  devils, 
They've  eat  a  map  o'  th'  whole  world  up  already, 
And  if  we  flay  a  night,    we're  gone  for  company. 
There's  an  old  woman  that's  now  grown  to  marble. 
Dry'd  in  this  brick-kiln,  and  me  fits  i'the  chimney, 
(Which  is  but  three  tiles  raifed  like  a  houfe  of  cards) 
The  true  proportion  of  an  old  fmoak'd  Sibyl. 
There  is  a  young  thing  too,  that  Nature  meant 
For  a  maid-fervant,  but  'tis  now  a  monfter, 
She  has  a  hufk  about  her  like  a  chefnut, 

With 
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With  lazinefs,  and  living  under  the  line  here, 
And  thefe  two  make  a  hollow  found  together, 
Like  frogs,  or  winds  between  two  doors  that  murmur : 

Enter    Eftifania. 

Mercy  deliver  me,  O  are  you  come,  wife, 
Shall  we  be  free  again  ? 

Eftif.  I  am  now  going, 

And  you  mall  prefently  to  your  own  houfe,  fir. 
The  remembrance  of  this  fmall  vexation 
Will  be  argument  of  mirth  for  ever. 
By  that  time  you  have  faid  your  orifons, 
And  broke  your  fait,  I  mall  be  back  and  ready 
To  ufher  you  to  your  old  content,  your  freedom. 

Per,  Break  my  fait,  break  my  neck  rather,  is  there 

any  thing  here  to  eat 
But  one  another,  like  a  race  of  canibals  ? 
A  piece  of  butter'd  wall  you  think  is  excellent. 
Let's  have  our  houfe  again  immediately, 
And  pray  ye  take  heed  unto  the  furniture, 
None  be  embezzl'd. 

'Eftif.  Not  a  pin,  I  warrant  ye. 

Per.  And  let 'em  initantly  depart. 

Eftif.  They  mall  both, 

(There's  reafon  in  all  courtefies)  '  they  muft  both/ 
For  by  this  time  I  know  me  has  acquainted  him, 
And  has  provided  too,  me  fent  me  word,  fir, 
And  will  give  over  gratefully  unto  you. 

Per.  I  will  walk  i'the  church-yard, 
The  dead  cannot  offend  more  than  thefe  living. 
An  hour  hence  I'll  expe&  ye. 

Eftif.  I'll  not  fail,  fir. 

Per.  And  do  you  hear,  let's  have  a  handfome  dinner, 
And  fee  all  things  be  decent  as  they  have  been, 
And  let  me  have  a  ftrong  bath  to  re'tore  me  : 
I  ftink  like  a  ftale  filh  fhambles,  or  an  oil-mop. 

Eftif.  You  mall  have  all,  which  fome  interpret  no- 
thing. 

I'll  fend  you  people  for  the  trunks  afore-hand,. 
'And  for  the  fluff.' 

Per.  Let  'em  be  known  and  honeft, 
And  do  my  fervice  to  your  niece. 
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Eflif.  I  mall,  fir, 

But  if  I  come  not  at  my  hour,  come  thither, 
That  they  may  give  you  thanks  for  your  fair  conitefy, 
And  pray  you  be  brave  for  my  fake. 

Per,  I  obferve  ye.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,     a  Street. 
Enter  Juan  de  Caftro,  Sancho,  and  Cacafogo. 

San.  Thou'rt  very  brave. 

Caca.  I've  reafon,  I  have  money. 

San.  Is  money  reafon  ? 

Caca.  Yes,  and  rhyme  too,  captain. 
If  you've  no  money,  you're  an  afs. 

San.  I  thank  ye. 

Caca.  Ye've  manners,  ever  thank  him  that  has  mo- 

San.  Wilt  thou  lend  me  any  ?  [nev- 

Caca.  Not  a  farthing,  captain. 
Captains  are  cafual  things. 

San.  Why  fo  are  all  men,  thou  fha't  have  my  bond. 

Caca.  Xor  bonds  nor  fetters,  captain, 
My  money  is  mine  own,  I  make  no  doubt  on't. 

Juan.  What  doft  thou  do  with  it  ? 

Caca.  Put  it  to  pious  ufes. 

Buy  wine  and  wenches,  and  undo  young  coxcombs 
That  would  undo  me. 

Juan.  Are  thofe  hofpitals  ? 

Caca.  I  firft  provide  to  fill  my  hofpitals 
With  creatures  of  mine  own,  that  I   know  wretched. 
And  then  I  build :  Thofe  are  more  bound  to  pray  for 
Befides,  I  keep  th'  inheritance  in  my  name  (till,  [me  : 

Juan.  A  provident  charity?    are  you  for  the  wars, 

Caca.  I  am  not  poor  enough  to  be  a  foldier,     [fir  I 
Nor  have  I  faith  enough  to  ward  a  bullet ; 
This  is  no  lining  for  a  trench,  I  take  it. 

Juan.  Ye  have  faid  wifely. 

Caca.  Had  you  but  my  money, 
You'd  fvvear  it  colonel ;  1  had  rather  drill  at  home 
A  hund-.ed  thoufand  crowns,  and  with  more  honour, 
Than  exercife  ten  thoufand  fools  with  nothing  ; 
A  wife  man  fafely  feeds,  fools  cut  their  fingers. 
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San.  A  right  ftate  ufurer;  why  doft  not  marry, 
And  live  a  reverend  juftice  ? 

Caca.  Is  it  not  nobler  t'  command  a  reverend  juftice, 

than  to  be  one  ? 

And  for  a  wife,  what  need  I  marry,  captain, 
When  every  courteous  fool  that  owes  me  money, 
Owes  me  his  wife  too,  to  appeafe  my  fury  ? 

Juan.  Wilt  go  to  dinner  with  us  ? 

Caca.  I  will  go,  and  view  the  pearl  of  Spain,  the 

orient 

Fair  one,  the  rich  one  too,  and  I  will  be  refpe&ed: 
I  bear  my  patent  here,  I  will  talk  to  her, 
And  when  your  captainfhips  mail  ftand  aloof 
And  pick  your  nofes,  I  will  pick  the  purfe 
Of  his  affeaion. 

Juan.  The  duke  dines  there  to-day  too,  the  duke  of 
Medina. 

Caca.  Let  the  king  dine  there, 
He  owes  me  money,  and  fo  far's  my  creature, 
And  certainly  I  may  make  bold  with  mine  own,  cap- 

San.  Thou  will  eat  monftroufly.  [tain, 

Caca.  Like  a  true-born  Spaniard, 
Eat  as  I  were  in  England  where  the  beef  grows,   , 
And  I  will  drink  abundantly,  and  then 
Talk  ye  as  wantonly  as  Qvld  did, 
To  ftir  the  intellectuals  of  the  ladies : 
I  learnt  it  of  my  father's  amorous  fcrivener. 

Juan.  If  we  fhou'd  play  now,  you  mult  fupply  me. 

Caca.  You  muft  pawn  a  horfe  troop, 
And  then  have  at  ye,  colonel. 

San.  Come,  let's  go  : 

This  rafcal  will  make  rare  fport ;  how  the  ladies 
Will  laugh  at  him  ! 

Juan.  If  I  light  on  him  I'll  make  his  purfe  fweat  too. 

Caca.  Will  ye  lead,   gentlemen  I  \Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     a  Chamber. 
Enter  Perez,  an  Old  Woman,  and  Maid. 

Per.-  Nay,  pray  ye  come  out  and  let  me  underftand 
And  tune  your  pipe  a  little  higher,  lady ;  [ye, 
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I'll  hold  ye  faft  ;  how  came  my  trunks  open  ? 
And  my  goods  gone,  '  what  pick  lock  fpirit  ?' 
Old  Worn.  Ha  !  what  would  ye  have  ? 
Per.  My  goods  again  ;  how  came  my  trunks  all  open? 
Old  Worn.  Are  your  trunks  all  open  ? 
Per.  Yes,   and  my  clothes  gone. 
And  chains  and  jewels :  how  me  fmells  like  hung  beef. 
*  The  pal fy,  and  picklocks;'  fye,  how  me  belches. 
The  fpirit  of  garlick 

Old  Worn.  Where's  your  gentlewoman  ? 
The  young  fair  woman  ? 

Per.  What's  that  to  my  queftion  ? 
She  is  my  wife,  and  gone  about  my  bu/inefs. 
Maid.  Is  Ihe  your  wife,  fir  ? 
Per.  Yes,  fir  ;  is  that  a  wonder  ? 
Is  the  name  of  wife  unknown  here? 

Old  Worn.  Is  me  duly  and  truly  your  wife  ? 
Per.  Duly  and  truly  my  wife  ;  I  think  fo, 
For  I  married  her  ;  it  was  no  vifion  fare  ! 

Maid.  She  has  the  keys,  fir.  [{pint? 

Per.  I  know  Ihe  has ;    but  who  has  all  my  goods, 
Old  Worn.  If  you  be  married  to  that  gentlewoman, 
You  are  a  wretched  man  ;  {he  has  twenty  hufbands. 
Maid.  She  tells  you  true. 
Old  Worn.  And  me  has  cozen'd  all,  fir. 
Per.  The  devil  me  has  !  I  had  a  fair  houfe  with  her, 
That  ftands  hard  by,  and  furnifh'd  royally. 

Old  Worn.  You're  cozen'd  too,  'tis  none  of  her's, 

good  gentleman, 

It  is  a  lady's.      '  What's  the  lady's  name,  wench  ?' 
Maid.  The  lady  Margarita  ;  Ihe  was  her  fervant, 
And  kept  the  houfe,  but  going  from  her,  fir, 
For  fome  lewd  tricks  me  play'd. 

Per.  Plague  o'the  devil, 
Am  I,  i'  the  full  meridian  of  my  wifdom, 
Cheated  by  a  ftale  quean !  What  kind  of  lady 
Is  that  that  owns  the  houfe  ? 
Old  Worn.  A  young  fweet  lady. 
Per.  Of  a  low  ftature  ? 

Old  Warn.  She's  indeed  but  little,  but  me  is  won- 
drous fair. 

Per. 
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Per.  I  feel  I'm  cozen'd  : 
Now  I  am  fen/ible  I  am  undone. 
*  This  is  the  very  woman  fure,  that  coufin, 
'  She  told  me  would  entreat  but  for  four  days, 
'  To  make  the  houie  hers  :  I'm  entreated  fweetly  !' 

Maid.  When  me  went  out  this  morning,  that  I  faw, 
She  had  two  women  at  the  door  attending,  [fir, 

And  there  fhe  gave  'em  things,  and  loaded  'em  ; 

But  what  they  were 1  heard  your  trunks  too  open, 

If  they  be  your's  ? 

Per.  They  were  mine  while  they  were  laden, 
But  now  they've  caft  their  calves,  they're  not  worth, 

owning. 
Was  fhe  her  miftrefs,  fay  you  ? 

Old  Worn.  Her  own  miftrefs,  her  very  miflrefs,  fir, 

and  all  you  faw 
About  and  in  that  houfe  was  hers. 

Per.  No  plate,  no  jewels,  nor  no  hangings  ? 

Maid.  Not  a  farthing,  fhe's  poor,  fir,  a  poor  fhift- 
ing  thing. 

Per.  No  money  ? 

Old  Worn.  Abominable  poor,  as  poor  as  we  are, 
Money  as  rare  to  her  unlefs  fhe  fteal  it ; 
But  for  one  fingle  gown  her  lady  gave  her, 
She  might  go  bear,  good  gentlewoman. 

Per.  I'm  mad  now, 

I  think  I  am  as  poor  as  fhe,  I'm  wide  elfe, 
One  fingle  fuit  I  have  left  too,  and  that's  all, 
And  if  fhe  fte^ls  that  fhe  muft  flay  me  for  it ; 
Where  does  fhe  ufe  ? 

Old  Worn.  You  may  "find  Truth  as  foon, 
Alas,  a  thoufand  conceal'd  corners,  fir,  fhe  lurks  in, 
And  here  fhe  gets  a  fleece,  and  there  another, 
And  lives  in  mifts  and  fmokes  where  none  can  find  her. 

Per.  Is  fhe  a  whore  too  ? 

Old  Worn.  Little  better,  gentleman, 
I  dare  not  fay  fhe  is  fo,  fir,  becaufe 
She  is  your's,  fir  ;  thefe  five  years  fhe  has  Hv'd 
Upon  picking  up,  '  till  fhe  came  to  ferve 
«  I  fear  he  will  nock  my  brains  out  for  lying.' 

3  P*r> 
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Per.  She  has  pick'd  up  me  finely  ; 
A  whore  and  thief?  two  excellent  moral  learnings  • 
In  one  (he-faint ;  I  hope  to  fee  her  legend. 
Have  I  been  fear'd  for  my  difcoveries, 
And  been  courted  by  all  women  to  conceal  'em. 
Have  I  fo  long  ftudied  the  art  of  this  fex, 
And  read  the  warning  to  young  gentlemen, 
Have  I  profefs'd  to  tame  the.pride  of  ladies, 
'  And  make  'em  bear  all  tefts,'  and  am  I  tricked  now? 
Caught  in  my  own  noofe  ?  here's  a  rial  left  yet, 
There's  for  your  lodging  and  your  meat  this  week. 
A  filk-worm  lives  at  a  more  plentiful  ordinary, 
And  fleeps  in  a  fweeter  box. 
Farewel  great  grand-mother, 
If  I  do  find  you  were  an  acceffary, 
"I'is  but  the  cutting  oft"  two  fmoking  minutes ! 
I'll  hang  you  prefentJy.  . 

'  OJd  Worn.  And  I  deferve  it — I  tell  you  truth. 
I    '  Per.  Not  1,  I  am  an  afs,  mother.' 

\PnJhes  her  dawn  and  Exit. 

"  Old  Worn.   Oh  the  rogue!  the 'villain!  lithisufage 
for  the  fair  fex!" 

S.C  E  N  E     A  Grand  Saloon. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Medina,  Juan  de  Caftro,  Alonzo, 
Sanchio,   Cacafogo,  and  Attendants*  . 

Duke.-  A  goodly  houfe. 

Juan.   And  richly  furnifh'd  too,  fir. 

Alnn.  Hung  wantonly  ;  I  like  that  preparation, 
It  ftirs  the  blood  unto  a  hopeful  banquet, 
And  intimates  the  miitrefs  free  and  jovial ; 
I  love  a  houfe  where  pleafure  prepares  welcome. 

Duke.  Now  Cacafogo,  how  like  you  this  manfion.? 
'Twere  a  brave  pawn. 

Caca.  I  fhall  be  mailer  of  it, 

'Twas  built  for  my  bulk,  the  rooms  are  wide  and  fpa- 
Airy  and  full  of  eafe,  and  that  I  love  well.         [cious, 
I'll  tell  you  when  I  tafle  the  wine,  my  lord, 
And  take  the  height  of  her  table  with  my  ftomach, 
How  my  affection  Hands  to  the  young  lady. 

Enter 
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Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  Ladies  and  Servant. 

Mar.  All  welcome  to  your  grace,  and  to  thefe  fol- 

diers, 

You  honour  my  poor  houfe  with  your  fair  prefence  ; 
Thofe  few  flight  pleafures  that  inhabit  here,  fir, 
I  do  befeech  your  grace  command,  they're  yours, 
Your  fervant  but  preferves  'em  to  delight  ye. 

Duke.  I  thank  ye,  lady,  I  am  bold  to  vifit  ye, 
Once  more  to  blefs  mine  eyes  with  your  fvveet  beauty, 
*T  has  been  a  long  night  fince  you  left  the  court, 
For  'till  I  faw  you  now,  no  day  broke  to  me. 

Mar.   Bring  in  the  duke's  meat. 

San.  She's  moft  excellent ! 

Juan.  Moft  admirable  fair  as  e'er  I  look'd  on, 
I  had  rather. command  her  than  my  regiment. 

Caca.  I'll  have  a  fling  ;  .'tis  but  a  thoufand  ducats,  . 
Which  I  can  cozen  up  again  in  ten  days, 

And  fome  few  jewels,  to  juftify  my  knavery. 

Say,  I  fhould  marry  her  ?  fhe's  got  more  money 

Than  all  my  ufury,  put  my  knavery  to  it : 

She  appears  the  moft  infallible  way  of  purchafe. 

I  could  wifh  her  a  fize  or  two  ftronger  for  the  encoun- 

For  I  am  like  a  lion  where  I  lay  hold  ;  [ter. 

But  thefe  lambs  will  endure  a  plaguy  load, 

And  never  bleat  neither ;  that,  fir,  time  has  taught 

I  am  fo  virtuous  now,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  her  ;     [us. 

The  arrant'ft  fhamefac'd  afs !  I  broil  away  too  ! 

Enter  Leon.  \_Ajide* 

Mar.  Why,  where's  this  dinner  ? 

Leon.   'Tis  not  ready,  madam. 
Nor  fhall  it  be  until  I  know  the  guefts  too, 
Nor  are  they  fairly  welcome  'till  I  bid  'em. 

Juan.  Is  not  this  my  Alferes  ?  he  looks  another 
Are  miracles  afoot  again  ?     '  [thing  j 

Mar.  Why,  firrah,  why  firrah,  you  ? 

Leon.  I  hear  you,  faucy  woman  ; 
And  as  you  are  my  wife,  command  your  abfence, 
And  know  your  duty:  'tis  the  crown  of  modefty. 

Duke.  Your  wife  ? 

Leon.  Yes,  good  my  lord,  I  am  her  hu/band, 

And 
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And  pray  take  notice  that  I  claim  that  honour, 
And  will  maintain  it. 

Caca.  If  thou  be'li  her  hufband, 
I  am  determin'd  thju  fh^.ll  be  my  cuckold, 
I'll  be  thy  faithful  friend. 

Leon.  Peace,  dirt  and  dungil ! 
I  will  not  lofe  mine  ar.p;er  on  a  rafcal ; 
Provoke  me  more,  I:ll  beat  thy  blown  up  body 
'Till  thou  rebound'!!  again  like  a  tennis-ball. 

Caca.  I'll  talk  with  vou  another  time.  [Exit. 

Alon.  This  is  miraculous. 

San.  Is  this  the  fellow 
That  had  the  patience  to  become  a  fool ; 

*  A  flirted  fool,  and  on  a  Aid  den  break 

'  (As  if  he'd  mew  a  wonder  to  the  world) 

*  Both  into  bravery,  and  fortune  too  ? 

'  I  much  admire  the  man  ;'  I  am  aftonifh'd  ! 

Mar.  I'll  be  divorc'd  immediately  ! 

Leon.  You  mail  not, 

You  mall  not  have  fo  much  will  to  be  wicked. 
I  am  more  tender  of  your  honour,  lady,  and  of  your  age, 
You  look  me  for  a  fhadow, 
You  took  me  to  glofs  over  your  difcredit, 
To  be  your  fool,  you  thought  you  had  found  a  cox- 
comb, 

I'm  innocent  of  any  foul  difhonour  I  mean  to  ye. 
Only  I  will  be  known  to  be  your  lord  now, 
And  be  a  fair  one  too,  or  I  will  fall  for't. 

Mar.  I  do  command  ye  from  me,  thou  poor  fellow, 
Thou  cozen'd  fool. 

Leon.  Thou  cozen'd  fool  !    '  It  u  not  fo  ;' 
I  will  not  be  commanded  :  I'm  above  ye  : 
You  may  dfvoi  oe  me  from  your  favour,  lady, 
But  from  your  eftate  you  never  mall,  I'll  hold  that, 
And  hold  it  to  my  ufe,  the  law  all 
And  then  maintain  yonr  wantonnefr,  I'll  wink  at  it. 

Mar.  Am  I  brav'd  thus  in  mine  own  houfe  ? 

Leon.  'Tis  mine,  madam, 
You  are  deceiv'd,  I'm  lord  of  it,  I  rule  it, 
And  all  that's  in't,  you've  nothing  to  do  here,  madam, 

But 
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But  as  a  fervant  to  fweep  clean  the  lodgings, 
And  at  my  farther  will  to  do  me  fervice, 
And  fo  I'll  keep  it. 

Mar.  'Tis  well. 

Leon.  It  fhall  be  better. 

Mar.  As  you  love  me,  give  way. 

Leon.  I  will  give  none,  madam. 
I  ftand  upon  the  ground  of  mine  own  honour, 
And  will  maintain  it ;  you  fhall  know  me  now 
To  be  an  underftanding  feeling  man, 
And  fenfible  of  what  a  woman  aims  it. 
A  young  proud  woman,  that  has  will  to  fail  with, 
A  wanton  woman  that  her  blood  provokes  too. 
I  caft  my  cloud  off,  and  appear  myfelf, 
The  matter  of  this  little  piece  of  mifchief, 
And  I  will  put  a  fpell  about  your  feet,  lady, 
They  fhall  not  wander  but  where  I  give  way  now. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  fellow  that  the  people  pointed  at, 
For  the  mere  fign  of  man,  the  walking  image  ? 
He  fpeaks  wond'rous  highly. 

Leon.  As  a  hufband  ought,  fir, 
In  his  own  houfe,  and  it  oecomes  me  well  too ; 
I  think  your  grace  would  grieve  if  you  were  put  to  it. 
To  have  a  wife  or  fervant  of  your  own, 
(For  wives  are  reckon'din  the  rank  of  iervants,) 
Under  your  own  roof  to  command  ye. 

*  Juan.  Brave,  a  ftrange  converfion,  thou  malt  lead 
*  In  chief  now.' 

Duke.  Is  there  no  difference  betwixt  her  and  you,  fir  ? 

Leon.  Not  now,  my  lord,  my  fortune  makes  me  ev'n, 
And  as  I  am  an  honefl  man,  I'm  nobler. 

Mar.  Get  me  my  coach. 

Leon.  Let  me  fee  who  dares  get  it 
Till  I  command,  I'll  make  him  draw  your  coach 
And  eat  your  coach  too,   (which  will  be  hard  diet) 
That  executes  your  will ;  or  take  your  coach  lady, 
I  give  you  liberty ;  and  take  your  people 
Which  I  turn  off,  and  take  your  will  abroad  with  ye, 
Take  all  thefe  freely,  but  take  me  no  more, 
And  fo  farewel. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Nay,  fir,  you  fhall  not  carry  it 
So  bravely  off,  you  fhall  not  wrong  a  lady 
In  a  high  hulHng  ftrain,  and  think  to  hear  it. 
We  (hall  not  ftand  by  as  bawds  to  your  brave  fury, 
To  fee  a  lady  weep,  "  dra-iv^  fir," 

Leon.  They're  tears  of  anger, 
e   (I  befeech  ye  note  'era),  not  worth  pity ;' 
Wrung  from  her  rage,  becaufe  her  will  prevails  not. 
(She  wou'd  e'en  now  fwoon  if  {he  could  not  cry) 
'  Elfe  they  were  excellent,  and  I  {hould  grieve  too  ; 
'But  falling  thus,  they  {hew  nor  fweet,  nor  orient.' 
Put  up,  my  lord,   this  is  oppreflion, 
And  calls  the  {"word  of  juilice  to  relieve  me, 
The  law  to  lend  her  hand,  the  king  to  right  me, 
All  which  mail  u-riderftand.  how  you  provoke  me  ;., 
In  mine  own  houfe  to  brave  me,  is  this  princely  ? 
Then  to  my  guard,  and  if  I  fpare  your  grace, 
And  do  not  make  this  place  your  monument, 
Too  rich  a  tomb  for  fuch  a  rude  behaviour. 
Msrcy  forfake  me, 
I  have  a  caufe  will  kiika  thou&nd  of  ye, , 

Juan.  Hold,  fair  fir,  I  befeech  ye, 
The  gentleman  but  pleads  his  own  right  nobly,    [donv 

Leon*  He"  that  dares  ftrike  againfl  the  hufband's  free-1 
The  husband's  curfe  ftickto  him,  a  tam'd  cuckold, 
His  wife  be  fair  .and  young,  but  moft  dimonefr, 
Moft  impudent,  and  he  have  no  feeling  of  it, 
Let  her  lie  by  him  like  a  flattering  ruin, 
And  at  one  inftant  kill  both, name  and  honour; 
*  Let  him  be  loft,  .no  eye.  to  weep  his  end, 
'  Nor  find  no  earth  that's  bafe  enongh  to  bury  him.'. 
Now,  fir,  fall  on,  I'm  ready  enough  to  oppofe  ye. 

Duke.  I've  better  thought,  I  pray  fir,,  ufe  your  wife 
well. 

Lefa,,  Mine  own  humanity  will  teach  me  that,  fir, 
And  now  you're  welcome  all,  and  we'll  to  dinner, 
This  is  my  wedding-day. 

Duke.  I'll  crofs  your  joy  yet.  \_Ajide. 

Juan.  I've  feen  a  miracle,  hold  thine  own,  foldier, 
Sure  they  dare  fightjn  fire  that  conquer  women. 

'  Sane* 
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e  Sane.  H'  has  beaten  all  my  loofe  thoughts  out  of  me,.^ 
*  As  if  he  had  threih'd  'em  out  o'  th'  hulk.' 
Enter  Perez. 

Per.  'Save  ye,  which  is  the  lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

Leon.  That's  me,  fir,  that  " good  natur'd"  pretty  ladyr. 
If  you'd  fpeak  with  her. 

Juan.  Don  Michael !  '  Leon;  another  darer  come  ?' 

Per.  Pray  do  not  know  me,  I  am  full  of  bufinefs. 
When  I  have  more  time  I'll  be  merry  with  ye. 
It  is  the  woman.     Good  madam,  tell  me  truly,. 
Had  you  a  maid  call'd  Efiifania  ? 

Mar.  Yes  truly,  had  I. 

Per.  Was  fhe  a  maid,  d'  you  think  ? 

Mar.  I  dare  not  fwear  for  her,'  • 

For  fhe  had  but  a  fcant  fame. 

Per.  Was  fhe  your  kinfwoman  ? 

Mar.  Not  that  I  ever  knew;  now  I  look  better,. 
I  think  you  married  her,  give  you  much  joy,  fir. 

Per.  Give  me  a  halter. 

Mar.  You  may  reclaim  her,  'twas  a  wild  young  girL 

Per.  Is  not  this  houfe  mine,  madam  ? 
Was  not  fhe  owner  of  it  ?  '  pray  fpeak  truly.' 

Mar.  No,  certainly,  I'm.  fure  my  money  paid  for  it, 
And  I  ne'er  remember  yet  I  gave  it  you,  fir. 

Per.  The  hangings  and  the  plate  too  ? 

Mar.   All  are  mine,  fir, 
And  every  thing  you  fee  about  the  building^ 
She  only  kept  my  houfe  when  I  was  abfent ;. 
And  fo  ill  kept  it,  I  was  weary  of  her. 

'  Sane.  What  a  devil  ails  he  ? 

'  Juan.  He's  poffefs'd,  I  affure  you.' 

Per.  Where  is  your  maid  ? 

Mar.  Do  not  you  know  that  have  her  ? 
She's  yours  now,  why  fhou'd  I  look  after  her  ? 
Since  chat  firft  hour  I  came  I  never  faw  her. 

Per.  I  faw  her  later,  wou'd  the  devil  had  had  her. 
It  is  all  true  I  find,  a  wild-fire  take  her. 

Juan.   Is  thy  wife  with  child,  Don  Micb&el.?  Thy 

excellent  wife. 
Ait  thou  a  man  yet .? 
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Alon.  When  /hall  we  come  and  vifit  thee  ? 

San.  And  eat  fome  rare  fruit  ?  them  haft  admirable 

orchards, 

You  are  fo  jealous  now,  pox  o'  your  jealoufy, 
How  fcurvily  you  look  ! 

Per.  Pr'ythee  leave  fooling, 
I'm  in  no  humour  now  to  fool  and  prattle  : 
Did  {he  ne'er  play  the  wag  with  you  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  many  times, 
So  often  that  I  was  alham'd  to  keep  her. 
But  I  forgave  her,  fir,  in  hopes  ihe'd  mend  ftill, 
And  had  not  you  o'  the  inftant  married  her, 
I'd  put  her  ciF. 

Per.  I  thank  ye,  I  am  blelt  ftill, 
Which  way  foe'r  I  turn  I'm  a  made  man, 
Miferably  gull'd  beyond  recovery. 

Juan.  You'll  ftay  and  dine  ? 

Per.  Certain  I  cannot,  captain  : 
Hark  in  thine  ear,  I  am  the  arrant'ft  puppy, 
The  miferableft  afs !  but  I  muft  leave  ye ; 
I  am  in  hafte,  in  hafts,  blefs  you  good  madam, 
And  may  you  prove  as  good  as  my  wife. 

"  Leon.  What  then,  fir  ? 

"  Per.  No  matter  if  the  devil  had  one  to  fetch  tbi 
"  other."  [Exit. 

Leon.  Will  you  walk  in,  fir,  will  your  grace  but 

honour  me, 

And  tafte  our  dinner?  You  are  nobly  welcome, 
All  anger's  pail  I  hope,  and  I  (hall  ferve  ye. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT      IV.         SCENE     A  fireet. 
Enter  Perez. 

Per.  T  'LL  to  a  conjurer  but  I'll  find  this  pole-cat, 

Jl    This  pilfering  whore :  a  plague  of  veils,  I  cry, 
And  covers  for  the  impudence  of  women, 

Their 
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Their  fan&ity  in  mow  v/ill  deceive  devils ; 
It  is  my  evil  angel,  let  me  blefs  me. 

Enter  Eftifania,  with  a  cajltct. 

EJtif.  'Tis  he,  I'm  caught.  I  mufi  Hand  tc  it  floudy, 
And  {how  no  fhake  of  fear.     I  fee  he's  angry, 
Vext  at  the  uttermoft. 

Per.  My  v/crthy  wife, 
I  have  been  looking  of  your  modeHy 
All  the  town  over. 

Eflif.  My  moft  noble  hufband, 
I'm  glad  I  have  found  ye,  for  in  truth  I'm  weary, 
Weary  and  lame  with  looking  out  your  lordihip. 

Per.  I've  been  in  bawdy-houfes • 

Eftif.  I  believe  you,  and  very  lately  too, 

Per.  'Pray  ye  pardon  me  j 
To  feek  your  ladyfliip,  I  have  been  in  cellars, 
In  private  cellars,  where  the  thirfty  bawds 
Hear  your  confeffions :  I  have  been  at  plays, 
To  look  you  out  among  the  youthful  actors : 
At  puppet  mews,  (you're  miilrefs  of  the  motions !) 
4  At  gpffipings  I  hearkcn'd  after  you, 

*  But  amongil  thofe  confufions  of  lewd  tongues 

*  There's  no  diftinguiming  beyond  a  Babel  :' 

I  was  amongil  the  nuns  becaufe  you  fing  well  ; 
B  ut  they  fay  yours  are  bawdy  fongs,  and  they  mourn  for 
And  lait  I  went  to  church  to  feek  you  out,  [ye; 

'Tis  fo  long  fince  you  were  there,  they  have  forgot  you. 

EJtif.  You've  had  a  pretty  progrefs,  I'll  tell  mine  now: 
To  look  you  out,  I  went  to  twenty  taverns 

Per.  And  are  you  fober  ? 

EJtif.  Yes,  I  reel  not  yet,  fir, 
Where  I  faw  twenty  drunk,  rnofl  of 'em  foldiers, 
There  I  had  great  hope  to  iind  you  difguifed  too  ; 
From  hence  to  the  dicir.g-houfe,  there  I  found  quarrels 
Needlefs  arid  fencelefs,  {words,  pots,  and  candleilicks, 
Tables  and  ftools,  and  all  in  one  confuiion, 
And  ho  man  knew  his  friend.     I  left  this  Chaos, 
And  to  the  furgeon's  went,  he  will'd  me  ftay, 
For,  fays  he  learnedly,  if  he  be  tippled, 
Twenty  to  one  he  whores,  and  then  I  hear  of  him  ; 

If 
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If  he  be  mad,  he  quarrels,  then  he  comes  too. 

I  fought  ye  where  no  fafe  thing  wou'd  have  ventur'd, 

Amongft  difeafes,  bafe  and  vile,  vile  women, 

For  I  remember'd  your  old  Roman  axiom, 

The  more  the  danger,  ftill  the  more  the  honour. 

Laft,  to  your  confeflbr  I  came,  who  told  me, 

You  were  too  proud  to  pray,  and  here  I've  found  ye. 

Per.  She  bears  up  bravely,  and  the  rogue  is  witty, 
But  I  mall  dam  it  inltantly  to  nothing. 
Here  leave  we  off  our  wanton  languages, 
And  now  conclude  we  in  a  iharper  tongue. 

Why  am  I  cozen'd  ? 

Ejftf.  Why  am  I  abufed  ? 
Per.  Thou  moft  vile,  bafe,  abominable 
Eft  if.  Captain. 

Per.  Thou  ftinking,  overilew'd  incorrigible——— 
Eft  if-  Captain. 
Per.  Do  you  echo  me  ? 
Eftif,  Yes,  fir,  and  go  before  ye, 
And  round  about  ye,  why  do  you  rail  at  me, 
For  that  was  your  own  fin,  your  own  knavery. 
Per.   And  brave  me  too  ? 

Eftif.  You'd  beft  now  draw  your  fword,  captain  t 
Draw  it  upon  a  woman,  do,  brave  captain, 
Upcn  your  wife,  O  molt  renown'd  captain  ! 

Per.  A  plague  upon  thee,  anfwer  me  direftly  ; 
Why  didft  thou  marry  me  ? 

'Eftif.  To  be  my  hufband ; 
I  thought  you  had  had  infinite,  but  I'm  cozen'd. 

Per.  Why  didit  thcu  flatter  me,  and  mew  me  wonders  ? 
A  houfe  and  riches,  when  they  are  but  fhadows. 
Shadows  to  me  ? 

Eftif.  Why  did  you  work  on  me, " 
It  was  but  my  part  to  requite  you,  fir,  [me 

With  your  ftrong  foldier's  wit,  and  fvvore  you'd  bring 
So  much  in  chains,  fo  much  in  jewels,  hufband, 
So  much  in  right  rich  clothes  ? 
Per.  Thou  haft  'em  rafcal ; 
I  gave  'em  to  thy  hands,  my  trunks  and  all, 
And  thou  haft  open'd  them,  and  fold  my  treafure. 
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Efllf.  Sir,  there's  your  treafure,  fell  it  to  a  tinker 
To  mend  old  kettles  ?  is  this  noble  ufage  ? 
Let  all  the  world  view  here  the  captain's  treafure. 
A  man  would  think  nowthefe  were  worthy  matters, 
Here's  a  ihoeing-horn  chain  gilt  over,  how  it  fcenteth, 
Worfe  than  the  dirty  mouldy  heei  it  ferv'd  for. 
And  here's  another  of  a  lefTer  value, 
So  little  I  would  fhame  to  tie  my  monkey  in't, 
Thefe  are  my  jointure  ;  blum  and  .fave  a  labour, 
Or  thefe  elfe  will  blum.  for  ye. 

Per.  A  fire  fubtle  ye,  are  ye  fo  crafty  ? 

Eftif.  Here's  a  goodly  jewel, 
Did  ,no.t  you  win  .this  at  Goletta,  captain, 
Or  took  it  in  the  field  from  fome  brave  Ba/htevo  ? 

See  how  it  fparkles Like  an  old  lady's  eyes ; 

'  And  fills  each  room  withlight — likeaclofelaathorn ! 
'   This  would  do  rarely  in.  an  ahby  window, 
'  To  cozen  pilgrims  With.' 

Per.  Pry'thee  leave  prating. 

>-Efi  if.  And  here's  a  chain  of  whitings  eyes  for  pearls, 
A  mufcle  monger  would  have  made  a  better. 

Per.  Nay,  pry'thee  wife,  my  clothes,  my  clothes. 

.Eftif.  I'll  tell  ye, 

Your  clothes  are  parallels  to  .thefe,  all  counterfeit. 
Put  thefe  and  them  on,  you're  a  man  of  copper  ; 
A  copper,  copper  captain,  thofe   you   thought,   my 

hufband, 
To  have  cozen'd  me  withal ;  but  I  am  quit  with  you. 

Per.  Is  there  no  hoafe  then,  nor  no  grounds  about  it  ? 
No  plate  nor  hangings  ? 

Eftif.  There  are  none,  fweet  hufband. 
Shadow  for  fhadow  is  as  equal  juitice. 

[Perez  fmgs.—  Eftif.  feugs. 
Can  you  rail  new  ?  pray  put  your  fury  up,  fir, 
And  fpeak  great  words,  you  are  a  foldier,  thunder  ! 

Per.  I  will  fpeak  little,  I  have  play'd  the  fool, 
And  fo  I  am  rewarded. 

Eftif.  You  have  fpoke  well,  fir  ; 
And  now  I  fee  you're  fo  conformable, 
I'll  heighten  v-ju  .-.gain  ;  go  to  ycur  hcu&, 

They're 


48  RULE    A    WIFE    AND 

They're  packing  to  be  gone,  you  muft  fup  there, 
I'll  meet  you  and  bring  cloaths  and  clean  Ihirts  after, 
And  all  things  ihall  be  well.     I'll  colt  you  once  more, 
And  teach  you  to  bring  copper.  [Afide. 

Per.  Tell  me  one  thing, 
I  do  befeech  thee  tell  me  truth,  wife ; 
However  I  forgive  thee  ;  art  thou  honeft  ? 
The  beldam  fwore 

EJiif.  I  bid  her  tell  you  fo,  fir, 
It  was  my  plot ;  alas,  my  credulous  hufband, 
The  lady  told  you  too 

Per.  Moft  flrange  things  of  thee. 

EJiif.  StilPtwas  my  way,  and  all  to  try  your  fuff'rance, 
And  ihe  denied  the  houfe. 

Per.  She  knew  me  not, 
No,  nor  no  title  that  I  had. 

EJiif.  ;T\vas  well  carried  ; 
No  more,  I'm  right  and  ftraight. 

Per.  I  wou'd  believe  thee, 
But  heaven  knows  how  my  heart  is ;  will  ye  follow  me  ? 

EJiif.  I'll  be  there  ftraight. 

Per.  I'm  fcol'd,  yet  dare  not  f.nd  it.      [Exit  Perez. 

EJiif.   Go,  filly  fool ;  thou  may'ft  be  a  good  foldier 
In  open  fields,  but  for  our  private  fervice 
Thou  art  an  afs ;  '  I'll  make  thee  fo,  or  mifs  elfe.' 

Enter  Cacafogo. 

Here  comes  another  trout  that  I  muft  tickle, 
And  tickle  daintily,  I've  loft  my  end  elfe. 
May  I  crave  your  leave,  fir  ? 

Caca.  Pr'ythee  be  anfwer'd,thou  mall  crave  no  leave, 
I'm  in  my  meditations,  do  not  vex  me, 
A  beaten  thing,  but  this  hour  a  moft  bruis'd  thing, 
That  people  had  compaffion  on  ;  '  it  look'd  fo  ; 
'  The  next,  Sir  Palmerin  :  here's  fine  proportion  ! 
'  An  afs,  and  then  an  elephant ;  fweet  juitice  ! 
*  There's  no  way  left  to  come  at  her  now,  no  craving  ; 
'  If  money  could  come  near,  yet  I  would  pay  him  ;' 
I  have  a  mind  to  make  him  a  huge  cuckold, 
And  money  may  do  much  ;  a  thoufand  ducats  ! 
'Tis  but  the  letting  blood  of  a  rank  heir. 

w- 
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Eftif.  'Pray  you  hear  me. 

Caca.  I  know  them  halt  fume  wedding-ring  to  pawn 
Of  iilver  gilt,  with  a  blind  pofy  in't,  [now, 

'  Love  and  a  mill-horfe  fhould  go  round  together/ 
Or  thy  child's  whittle,  or  thy  fquirrel's  chain. 
I'll  none  of  'em  ;  I  wou'd  fhe  did  not  know  me, 
Or  wou'd  this  fellow  had  but  ufe  of  money, 
That  I  might  come  in  any  way. 

Eftif.  I'm  gone,  fir, 

And  I  ftiall  tell  the  beauty  fent  me  to  ye, 
The  lady  Margarita — — 

Caca.   Stay,  I  pr'ythee, 
What  is  thy  will  ?  I  turn  me  wholly  to  ye. 
And  talk  now  till  thy  tongue  ake,  I  will  hear  ye. 

Eftif.  She  will  intreat  you,  fir. 

Caca.  She  fhz.ll  command,  fir, 
Let  it  be  fo,  I  befeech  thee,  my  fweet  gentlewoman, 
Do  not  forget  thyfelf. 

Eftif.  She  does  command  then 
This  courtefy,  becaufe  fhe  knows  you're  noble, 

Caca.  Your  millrefs  by  the  way  ? 

Eftif.  My  natural  mitlrefs. 
Upon  thefe  jewels,  fir,  they're  fair  and  rich, 
And,  view  'em  right. 

Caca.  To  doubt  'em  is  an  herefy. 

Eftif.  A  thoufand  ducats,   'tis  upon  neceffity 
Of  prefent  ufe  ;  her  hufband,  fir,  is  ftubborn. 

Caca.  Long  may  he  be  fo. 

Eftif.  She  defires  withal 

A  belter  knowledge  of  your  parts  and  perfon, 
And  when  you  pleafe  to  do  her  fo  much  honour-  •    » 

Caca.  Come  let's  difpatch. 

Eftif.  In  truth  I've  heard  her  .fay,  fir, 
Of  a  fat  man  fhe  has  not  feen  a  fweeter. 
But  in  this  bufinefs,  fir. 

Caca.  Let's  do  it  firft 
And  then  difpute ;  the  lady's  ufe  may  long  for't. 

Eftif.  All  fecrecy  fhe  wou'd  defire,  fhe  told  me 
How  wife  you  are. 

Caca.  We  are  not  wife  to  talk  thus, 
Carry  her  the  gold.  I'll  look  her  out  a  jewel 

C  Shall 
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Shall  fparkle  like  her  eyes,  and  thee  another : 
Come,  pr'ythee  come,  I  long  to  ferve  the  lady, 
Long  monftroufly  ;  now  valour  I  mail  meet  ye, 
You  that  dare  dukes. 
*  EJlif.  Green  goofe,  your 're  now  in  fippets. '  \Exeuni. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  chamber. 
Enter  the  Duke,  Sanchio,  Juan,  and  Alonzo. 

Duke  He  mail  not  have  his  will,  I  mall  prevent  him. 
I  have  a  "toy  here  that  will  turn  the  tide, 
And  fuddesly,  and  iirangely  ;  here  Don  Juan, 
Do  you  prefent  it  to  him. 

Juan.  I  am  commanded,  [Exit. 

Duke  A  fellow  founded  out  of  charity, 
'  And  moulded  to  the  height,  contemn  his  maker, 
'  Curb  the  free  hand  that  fram'd  him  ?' 
This  muft  not  be. 

San.  That  fuch  an  oyfler-mell  mould  hold  a  pear!, 
And  of  fo  rare  a  price  in  prifon,  '  Was  me 

Made  to  be  the  matter  of  her  own  undoing, 

To  let  a  flovenly  unwieldy  fellow 

Unruly  and  felf-will'd,  difpofe  her  beauties  ? 

We  fuffer  all,  in  this  fad  eclipfe  ; 

She  mould  mine  where  me  might  mew  like  h<rfelf, 

An  abfolute  fweetnefs,  to  comfort  thofe  admire  her, 

Ar.dfhed  her  beams  npon  her  friends.  We're  gull'd  all, 

And  all  the  world  will  grumble  at  your  patience, 

If  me  be-ravim'dthus.' 

Duke.  Ne'er  fear  it,  Sancl.no, 
We'll  have  her  free  again,  and  move  at  court 
In  her  clear  orb.     But  o.  e  fwcet  handfomenefs 
To  bleis  this  part  of  Spain,  and  have  that  flubber'd  ! 

.^/cw.'Tis  every  good  m:m'scaufe,and  we  muft  ftirin  it. 

Duke.  I'll  warrant  ye  he  mail  be  glad  to  pleafe  us. 
*  And  glad  to  (hare  too,  we  mail  hear  anon 
'  A  new  fong  from  hiin,  let's  attend  a  little.'  [Exeunt. 

Ai:c-tker  chamber. 
Enter  Leon,  and  Juan  <ivitb  a  commijfficn. 

Leon.   Col'nel,  I  am  bound  to  you  for  this  noblenefs, 
I  mould  have  been  your  olficer,  'tis  true,  fir, 

And 
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And  a  proud  man  1  fhou'd  have  been  to've  ferv'd  you  : 
'T  has  pleas'd  the  king,  out  of  his  boundlefs  favours, 
To  make  me  your  companion  ;   this  commiffion 
Gives  me  a  troop  of  horfe. 

Juan.  I  do  rejoice  at  it, 

And  am  a  ghd  man  we  fhall  gain  your  company  i 
I'm  fure  the  king  knows  you  are  newly  married, 
And  out  of  thatrefpedl  gives  you  more  time,  fir. 

Leon. Within  four  days  Fmgone,fohe  commands  me, 
And  'tis  not  mannerly  forme  to  argue  it  ; 
The  time  grows  fhorter  ftill ;  are  your  goods  ready  ? 

£an.  They  are  aboard. 
n.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  Sir, 
Leon.  Do  you  hear,    ho,   go  carry  this  unto  your 

miftrefs,  fir, 

And  let  her  feehow  much  the  king  has  honour'd  me  : 
Bid  her  be  lu%,  (he  mull  make  a  foldier.    Lorenzo  ! 
Enter  Lorenzo.  \Loretizo  i 

Go,  take  down  all  the  hangings, 
And  pack  up  all  my  cloaths,  my  plate  and  jewels, 
And  all  the  furniture  that's  portable. 
Sir,  when  we  lie  in  garrifon,  'tis  neceffary 
We  keep  a  handfome  port,  for  the  king's  honour. 
And,  do  yoa  hear,  Lorenzo,  let  all  your  lady's  wardrobe 
Be  fafely  placed  in  trunks  ;  they  muit  along  too  ? 
Lor.  Whither  muft  they  go,  fir  ? 
Leon.  To  the  wars,  Lortazo. 
Lor.  '  Why  then,  St.  Jacques  hey  !  you've  made  us 

•  all  fir; 

'  And  if  we  leave  you''  •      Muft  my  miftrefs  go  fir, 
"  Leon.  4y jour  tnijlrefs,  andyou  and  all  \  all t -all  muft 
I  will  not  leave  a  turnfpit  behind  me,  •  [go." 

That  has  one  dram  of  fpleen  againft  a  Dutchman, 
The  fluff  muil  go  to-morrow  tow'rdi  the  fea,  fir, 
And  you  and  all  ;  all,  all  muft  go.' 
Lor.   Why  Pedro,   Vafco,  Diego.  ['  comrades ! 

Come,    help  me ;    come,  come,    boys ;    foldadces, 
We'll  flay  thefe  beer-bellied  rogues;    come  away 

*  quickly.'  [Exit. 

C  2  Juan. 
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"Juan,  H'as  taken  a  brave  way  to  fave  his  honour, 
'  And  crofs  the  duke  ;  now   I  fhall  love  him  dearly,' 
By  the  life  of  credit  thou'rt  a  noble  gentleman. 

Enter  Margarita,  led  by  two  ladies. 
Leon.  Why  how  now, wife,  what  fick  at  myprefcrmen  t .? 
This  i-j  not  kindly  done. 

Mar.  No  fooner  love  ye, 
Love  ye  entirely,  fir,  brought  to  confider 
The  goodncfs  of  your  mind  and  mine  own  duty, 
But  lofe  you  inftantly,  be  divorc'd  from  ye? 
This  is  a  cruelty  ;  I'll  to  the  king 
And  tell  him  'tis  unjuft  to  part  two  fouls, 
Two  minds  fo  nearly  mix'd. 

Leon.  By  no  means,  fweet  heart. 

Mar.  If  he  were  married  but  four  days,  as  I  am 

Leon.  He'd  nan?  himfelf  the  fifth,  or  flv  his  country. 

\Afdi. 

Mar.  He'd  make  it  treafon  for  that  tongue  tha:  duril 
But  talk  of  war,  or  any  thing  to  vex  him  ; 
You  ihall  not  go. 

Leon.  Indeed  I  muft,  fweet  wife  ; 
What,  mould  I  lofe  the  king  for  a  few  kifles  ? 
We'll  have  enough. 

Mar.  I'll  to  the  duke  my  coufin,  he  Ihall  to  th'  king. 
Leon.  He  did  me  this  great  office, 
I  thank  his  grace  for't,  mould  I  pray  him  now 
T'  undo't  again  ?  fy,  'twere  a  bale  difcredit. 

Mar.  Would  I  were  able,  fir,  to  bear  you  company, 
How  willing  mould  I  be  then,  and  how  merry  1 
-1  will  not  live  alone. 

Leon.  Be  in  peace,  you  mall  not.    [Knocking  'within. 
Mar.  What  knocking's  this?  Oh  Heav'n  my  head, 

why  rafcals ; 
I  think  the  war's  begun  i'the  houfe  already. 

Leon.  The  preparation  is,  they're  taking  down 
And  packing  up  the  hangings,  plate  and  jewels., 
And  all  thofe  furnitures  that  Ihall  befit  .me, 
When  I  He  in  garrifon. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 
Lor.  Muft  the  coach  go  too,  fir  ? 

Leon, 
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Leon.  How  will  your  lady  pafs  to  the  fea  elfe  eafily  ? 
We  fhall  find  (hipping  for't  there  to  tranfport  it. 

Mar.  I  go  ?  alas  ! 

Leon.  I'll  have  a  main  care  of  ye, 
I  know  ye  are  fickly,  he  fhall  drive  the  eafier, 
And  all  accommodation  fhall  attend  ye. 

Mar.   Wou'd  I  were  able. 

Leo,:.   Come,  I  warrant  ye, 

Am  not  I  with  ye,  fweet  ?  are  her  clothes  packt  up 
And  all  her  linen  ?  give  your  maids  direftion, 
You  know  my  time's  but  fhort,  and  I'm  commanded. 

Mar.  Let  me  have  a  nurfe, 
And  all  fuch  neceflary  people  with  me, 
And  an  eafy  bark. 

Leon.  It  fhall  not  trot  I  warrant  ye, 
Curvet  it  may  fometimes. 

Mar.  I  am  with-child,  fir. 

Leon.  At  four  days  warning?  thisisfomethingfpeedy.- 
Do  you  conceive  as  our  jennets  do,  with  a  weft-wind  ? 
My  heir  will  be  an  arrant  fleet-one,  lady. 

*  I'll  fwear  you  were  a  maid  when  firft  I  lay  with  you. 
Mar.  Pray,  do  not  fwear  ;  I  thought  I  was  a  maid 

*  But  we  may  both  becozen'd  in  that  point,  fir.   [too; 
'  Lean.  In  fnch  a  ftraight  point,  fure  I  could  not  err, 

'  madam. 

*  Jxan.  This  is  another  tendernefs  to  try  him  ; 
'  Fetch  her  up  now.' 

Mar.  You  muft  provide  a  cradle,  and  what  a  trouble's 
Leon.  The  fea  fhall  rock  it,  [that? 

'Tis  the  heft  nurfe :  'twill  roar  and  rock  together. 
A  fwinging  ftorm  will  fing  you  fuch  a  lullaby. 
Mar.  Faith  let  me  ftay,  I  fhall  but  fhame  ye,  fir. 
Leon.   And  you  were  a  thoufand  fhames  you  lhall 

along  with  me, 

At  home  I'm  fure  you'll  prove  a  million. 
Every  man  carries  the  bundle  of  his  fins 
Upon  his  own  back,  you  are  mine,  I'll  fweat  for  ye. 

Enter  Duke,  Alonzo,  and  Sanchio. 
Duke.  What,  fir,  preparing  for  your  noble  journey  ? 
'Tis  well,  and  full  of  care. 
I  law  your  mind  was  wedded  to  the  war, 

C  3  An4 
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And  knew  you'd  prove  fome  good  man  for  your  country; 
Therefore  fair  coufm,  with  your  gentle  pardon, 
I  got  this  place  :  what,  mourn  at  his  advancement  ? 
•you  are  to  blame,  he'll  come  again,  fweet  coufin, 
Mean  time,  like  lad  Penelope  and  fage, 
Among  your  maids  at  home,  and  hufwifely. 

Leon.  No,  fir,  I  dare  not  leave  her  to  that  folitarinefs, 
She's  young,  and  grief  or  ill  news  from  thofe  quarters 
May  daily  crofs  her  ;  me  fhall  go  along,  fir. 

Duke.  By  no  means,  captain. 

Leon.  By  all  means,  an't  pleafe  ye. 

Duke.  What  take  a  young  and  tender-body'd  lady, 
And  expofc  her  to  thofe  dangers,  and  thofe  tumults, 
A  iickly  lady  too  ? 

Leon.  'Twill   make  her  well,  fir, 
There's  no  fuch  friend  to  health  as  wholefbme  travel. 

fan.  Away,  it  muft  not  be. 

•••>:.  It  ought  not,  fir. 
Go  hurry  her  !  It  is  not  humane,  captain. 

Dxktt  I  cannot   blame  her   tears,  fright  her  with 
With  thunder  of  the  war.  '     [tempefts, 

1  dcue  Avear  if  fhe  were  able  ••  • 

Leon.  She's  molt  able. 

And  pray  ye  fwear  not,  fhe  muft  go,  there's  no  remedy  j 
Jtfor  greatnefs,  nor  the  trick  you  had  to  part  us, 
Which  I  fmell  too  rank,  too  open,  too  evident, 
'   (And  I  muft  tell  you,  fir,  'tis  moft  unnoble)' 
Shall  hinder  me  :  Had  fhe  but  ten  hours  life, 
Nay  lefs,  but  two  hours,  I  would  have  her  with  me, 
I  would  not  leave  her  fame  to  fo  much  ruin, 
To  fuch  a  defolation  and  difcredit  as 
Her  weaknefs  and  your  hot  will  wou'd  work  her  to. 
"  Fy't  fye!  for  jhame<" 

Enter  Perez. 

What  mafque  is  this  now  ? 
More  tropes  and  figures  to  abufe  my  fuff  'ranee, 
What  coufin's  this  ? 

Juan.   Michael  Van  O-W,  how  doft  thou  ? 
In  what  dark  barn  or  tod  of  aged  ivy 
Has  thou  lain  hid  ? 

Per.  Things  muit  both  ebb  and  flow,  colonel, 

And 
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And  people  muft  conceal,  and  mine  again. 
You're  welcome  hither  as  your  friend  may  fay,  gen- 
tlemen, 

A  pretty  houfe  ye  fee  handfomely  feated, 
Sweet  and  convenient  walks,  the  waters  cryftal. 

jflon.  He's  certain  mad. 

yuan.  As  mad  as  a  French  taylor,  that 
Has  nothing  in  his  head  but  ends  of  fulHans. 

Per.  I  fee  you're  packing  now,   my  gentle  coufin, 
And  my  wife  told  me  I  mould  find  it  fo, 
'Tis  true- 1  do  ;  you  were  merry  when  I  was  laft  here, 
But  'was  your  will  to  try  my  patience,  madam. 
I'm  forry  that  my  fvvift  occafions 
Can  let  you  take  your  pleafure  here  no  longer, 
Yet  I  wcu'd  have  you  think,  my  honour'd  coulin, 
This  houfe  and  all  I  have  are  a'l   your  fervauts. 

Leon.  What  houfe,  what  pleafure,  fir,  what  do  you 
mean  \ 

Per,  You  hold  the  jefi  fo  ftifF,  'twill  prove  difccur- 

teous  ; 
This  houfe  I  mean,  the  pleafures  of  this  place. 

Leon.   And  what  of  them  ? 

Per.  They're  mine,  fir,  and  you  know  it, 
My  wife's  I  mean,  and  fo  conferr'd  upon  me. 

[si  knock  luitbin. 

The  hangings,  fir,  I  muft  intreat  your  fervants, 
That  are  fo  bufy  in  their  offices, 
Again  to  minifter  to  their  right  ufes  : 
I  fhall  take  view  o'  th'  plate  anon,  and  furnitures 
That  are  of  under  place  ;  you're  merry  ftill,  coufin, 
And  of  a  pleafant  confiitution  ; 
Men  of  great  fortunes  make  their  mirths  ad placitum. 

Leon,  Pr'ythee  good  ftubborn  wife,  tell  me  directly, 
Good  evil  wife  leave  fooling  and  tell  me  honeftly, 
Is  this  my  kinfman  ? 

Mar.  I  can  tell  ye  nothing, 

Leon.  I've  many  kinfmen,  but  fo  mad  a  one, 
And  fo  phantaftic all  the  houfe  ? 

Per.  All  mine, 

And  all  within  it.     I  will  not  bate  ye  an  ace  on't. 
Can't  you  receive  a  neble  courtefy, 

C  4.  And- 
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And  quietly  and  handfomely  as  ye  ought,  coz, 
But  you  muft  ride  o'  the  top  on't  } 

Leon,   Car.lt  thou  fight  ? 

Per.  I'll  tell  ye  prefently,  I  cou'd  have  done,  fir, 

Lecn.  For  you  mull  law  and  claw  before  ye  get  it. 

Juan.   Away,  no  quarrels. 

Leon.  Now  I  am  more  temperate, 
I'll  have  it  prov'd,  you  were  ne'er  yet  in  Bedlam, 
Never  in  love,  for  that's  a  lunacy, 
No  great  'ftate,  left  ye  that  ye  never  look'd  for, 
Nor  cannot  manage,  that's  a  rank  diftemper  ; 
That  you  were  chriften'd,  and  who  anfwer'd  for  ye, 
And  then  I  yield.     "  Do  but  kck  at  him." 

Per.  He  has  half  perfuaded  me  I  was  bred  i'th'  moon, 
I  have  ne'er  a  bu(h  at  my  breach  ;  are  not  we  both  mad  ? 
And  is  not  this  a  fantaftick  houfe  we  are  in, 
And  all  a  dream  we  do  :  Will  ye  walk  out,  fir  ? 
And  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  prefently 
Into  a  found  belief,  as  fenfe  can  give  thee, 
Brick  me  into  that  wall  there  for  a  chimney-piece, 
And  fay,  I  was  one  o'  th'  Ca>fars,  done  by  a  feal-cutter. 

Lecn.  I'll  talk  no  more,  come,  we'll  away  imme- 
diately. 

Mar.  Why  then  the  houfe  is  his,  and  all  that's  in  it ; 
I'll  give  away  my  fkin  but  I'll  undo  ye ; 
I  give  it  to  his  wife,  you  muft  reftore,  fir, 
And  make  a  new  provision. 

Per.  Am  I  mad  now, 
Or  am  I  chriften'd,  you  my  pagan  coufin, 
My  mighty  mauhound  kinfman,  what  quirk  now  ? 
You  mail  be  welcome  all,  I  hope  to  fee,  fir, 
Your  grace  here,  and  my  coz,  we  are  all  foldiers, 
And  muft  do  naturally  for  one  another. 

Dukf.  Are  ye  blank  at  this  ?  Then  I  muft  tell  ye,  fir, 
Ye've  no  command,  now  you  may  go  at  pleafure 
And  ride  your  afs  troop.      '  'Twas  a  trick  I  us'd 
'  To  try  your  jealoufy,  upon  entreaty, 
'  And  faving  of  your  wife.' 

Leen.  All  this  not  moves  me, 
Nor  ftirs  my  gall,  nor  alters  my  affe&ions  : 
You  have  more  furniture,  more  houfes,  lady, 

Aad 


HAVE      A      WIFE.  57 

And  rich  ones  too,  I  will  make  bold  with  thofe, 
And  you  have  land  i'  th'  Indies  as  I  take  it, 
Thither  we'll  go,  and  view  a-while  thofe  climates, 
Vifit  your  fa&ors  there,  that  may  betray  ye  ? 
'Tis  done,  we  muft  go, 
t  Mar.  Now,  thou'rt  a  brave  gentleman, 
And  by  this  facred  light  I  love  thee  dearly. 
"  Hark  ye,  Sir," 

The  houfe  is  none  of  your's,  I  did  but  jeft,  fir, 
You  are  no  coz  qf  mine,  I  befeech  ye  vaniih, 

I  tell  you  plain,  you've  no  more  right  than  he  has  ; 

That,  fenfelefs  thing,  your  wife  has  once  more  fooj'd 

Go,  and  confider.'  [ye: 

Leon.  Good-morrow,  my  fweet  mauhound  couiin ; 

I  mould  be  glad,  Sir,' 
You-  arg  --welcome,  welcome  all, 

My  coujin  too,  nve  are  foldiers, 

And  li-ould  naturally  do  for  one  another." 

Per.  By  this  hand  me  dies  for't, 
Or  any  man  that  fpeaks  for  her.  [Exit  Perez, 

Mar.  Let  me  requeft  you  flay  but  one  poor  month, 
You  (hall  have  a  commiffion,  and  I'll  go  too, 
Give  me  but  will  fo  far. 

Leon.  Well,  I  will  try  ye  ; 
Good-morrow  to  your  grace,  we've  private  bufinefs. 

'  Duke.  If  I  mifs  thee  again,  I  am  an  arrant  bungler, 

'  Juan.  Thou  malt  have   my  command,  and  I'll 

'  march  under  thee  ; 

'  Nay,  be  thy  boy,  before  thoif  malt  be  baffled, 
«  Thou  art  fo  brave  a  fellow. 

^  4lon.  I  have  feen  vifions !' 

"  Leon.  There  lies  your  <way — there."  [Exeunt^ 

ACT      v! 

'  Scene  a  chamber  in  Margarita'j  houfe. 
*  Enter  Leon  with  a  letter,  and  Margarita. 

*  Leon.  /^  OME  hither,  wife ;  d'you  know  this  hand  ? 

\^t    '  Marg.  I  do,  itr  ; 

*  'Tis  Eftifania's,  that  was  once  my  woman. 

C  5  Leon. 


58.  RULE     A    WIFE     AND 

'  Letn.  She  writes  to  me  here,  that  one  Cacafogd, 
'  An  ufuring  jeweller's  fon  (I  know  the  rafcal) 

*  Is  mortally  fallen  in  love  with  you- 

'  Mar.  He  is  a  monfter :  deliver  me  from  mountains  \ 
1  Leon.  D'you  go  a  birding  for  all  forts  of  people  ?— 

*  Andthiseveningwillcome  toyouand  (hew  you  jewels, 
'  And  offers  any  thing  to  get  accefs  to  you : 

'  If  I  can  make  or  fport  or  profit  on  him, 

*  (For  he  is  fit  for  both)  me  bids  me  ufe  him  ; 
f  And  fo  I  will,  be  you  conformable, 

'  And  follow  but  my  will. 

'  Mar.  I  mall  not  fail,  fir. 

«  Lion,  Will  the  duke  come  again,  d'you  think  f 

'  Mar.  No,  fure,  fir, 
'  H'  has  now  no  policy  to  bring  him  hither. 

*  Leon.  Nor  bring  you  to  him,  if  my  wit  hold,  fair 
'  wife! 

*  Let's  in  to  dinner.  [Exeunt.* 

SCENE   ajireet. 
Enter  Pere?.. 

Per.  Had  I  but  langs  enough  to  bawl  fufficiently, 
That  all  the  queens  in  Chriftendom  might  hear  me, 
That  men  might  run  away  from  the  contagion, 
I  had  my  wifh  :   Wou'd  it  were  made  high  treafon, 
Mod  infinite  high,  for  any  man  to  marry  ; 
I  mean  for  a  man  that  would  live  handfomely, 
And  like  a  gentleman,  in's  wits  and  credit. 
What  torments  (hall  I  put  her  tor  'Phalaris'  bull  now — 
«  Pox,  they  love  bulling  too  well,  tho'  they  fmoak  for  Y — 
Cut  her  in  p:eces  r  Every  piece  will  live  (till, 
And  every  morfel  of  her  will  do  miichief  ? 
They  are  fo  many  lives,  there's  no  hanging  of  'cm, 
They  are  too  light  to  drown,  they're  cork  and  feathers; 
To  burn  too  cold,  they  live  like  falainanders  ; 
Under  huge  heaps  of  ftor.es  to  bury  her, 
And  fo  deprefs  her  as  they  did  the  giants  ? 
She  will  move  under  more  than  built  old  Babel. 
\  muft  deftroy  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cacafogo,  ivith  a  cajkct. 

Cac.  Be  cozen'd  by  a  thing  of  clouts,  a  fhe  moth, 
That  ev'ry  lilk-man's  mop  breeds  ;  to  be  cheated, 
And  of  a  thoufand  ducats,  by  a  whim- wham  ! 

Per.  Who's  that  is  cheated,  fpeak  again  thou  vifion,> 
But  art  thou  cheated  ?  Minifter  fome  comfort: 
'  Tell  me  direftly,  art  thou  cheated  bravely  ? 
'  Come,  prithee  come;  art  thou  fo  pure  a  coxcomb 
'  To  be  undone?  do  not  diiiemble  with. me;' 
Tell  me  I  conjure  thee. 

Cac.  Then  keep  thy  circle, 
For  I'm  a  fpirit  wild  that  flies  about  thee,. 
And  whofoe'er  thou  art,  if  thou  be'ft  human, 
I'll  let  thee  plainly  know,  I'm  cheated  damnably. 

Per.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Cac.  Dolt    thou    laugh  ?  Damnably,    I    fay,    molt 
damnably. 

Pir.  By  whom,  good  fpirit,  fpeak,  fpeak,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

CM.  I'll  utter,  laugh  till  my  lungs  crack,  by  a  raf~ 

cal  woman, 

*•  A  lewd,  abominable,  and  plahv  woman.' 
Doft  thou  laugh  ftill  ? 

Per.  I  muft  laugh,,  pr'ythee  pardon  me, 
I  mail  laugh  terribly. 

Cac.  1  mall  be  angry, 
Terribly  angry.     I  have  caufe. 

Per.  That's  it, 

And  'tis  no  reafon  but  thou  fhould'ft  be  angry, 
Angry  at  heart,  yet  I  muft  laugh  ftill  at  thee. 
By  a  woman  cheated  ?  art  fure  it  was  a  woman  ? 

Cac.  I  mall  break  thy  head,  my  valour  itches  at  thee. 

Per.  It  is  no  matter,  by  a  woman  cozen'd, 
A  real  woman  ? 

Cac.  By  a  real  devrl. 

Plague  of-her  jewels  and  her  copper  chains, 
How  rank -they  fmell. 

Per.  Sweet  cozen'd  fir,  let's  fee  them, 
I  have  been  cheated  too,  I  vvou'd  have  you  note  that,, 
And  lewdly  cheated,  by  a  woman  alfo, 

Afcurvy 
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A  fcurvy  woman,  I  am  undone,  fvveet  fir, 
Therefore  I  muft  have  leave  to  laugh. 

Cac.  Pray  ye  take  it, 

You  are  the  merrieft  undone  man  in  Europe, 
What  need  we  fiddles,  bawdy-fongs,  and  fherry, 
When  our  own  miieries  can  make  us  merry  ? 

Per.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

I've  feen  thefe  jewels,  what  a  notable  pennyworth 
Have  you  had  ?  you  will  not  take,  fir, 
Some  twenty  ducats  ? 

Cc.c.  Thou'rt  deceiv'd,  I  will  take. 
'  Per.  To  clear  your  bargain  now.' 
Cac.  I'll  take  fome  ten, 
Some  any  thing,  fome  half  ten,  half  a  ducat. 

Per.  An  excellent  lapidary  fet  thefe  ftones,  fure ; 
D'ye  mark  their  waters  ? 

Caca.  Quickfand  choak  their  waters, 
And  hers  that  brought  'em  too,  but  I  mail  find  her. 
Per.  And  fo  fhall  I,  I  hope,  but  do  not  hurt  her, 
You  cannot  find  in  all  this  kingdom 
If  you  had  need  of  cozening,  as  you  may  have 
For  fuch  grofs  natures  will  defire  it  often, 
'  'Tis  fometimes  too  a  fine  variety,' 
A  woman  that  can  cozen  you  fo  neatly, 
She  has  taken  half  mine  anger  off  with  this  trick 

[Exit  Per. 

Cac.  If  I  were  valiant  now,  I'd  kill  this  felluw, 
I've  money  enough  lies  by  me  at  a  pinch 
To  pay  for  twenty  rafcals  lives  that  vex  me. 
Til  to  this  lady,  there  I  fhail  be  fatisned. 

[Exit  Caca. 

SCENE,  another  jlreet. 
Enter  Perez   and  Eiiifania. 

Per.  Why.  how  dar'it  thcu  meet  me  again ,  thou  rebel , 
And  know'fi  how  thou  haft  us'd  me  thrice,  thou  rafcal  ? 
Were  there  not  ways  enough  to  to  fly  my  vengeance, 
No.holes,  nor  vaults  to  hide  thee  from  my  fury, 
But  thou  muft  meet  me  face  to  face  to  kill  thee  ? 
I  would  not  feek  thee  to  deftroy  thee  willingly ; 
But  now  thou  com'ft  t'  invite  me,  ccm'ft  upon  me  ; 
How  like  a  fheep-  biting  rogue,  taken  i'  the  manner, 
And  ready  fora  halter,  dcit  thcu  look  now? 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  a  hanging  look,  thou  fcurvy  thing  ! 
Has  ne'er  a  knife, 

Ncr  e'er  a  firing  to  lead  thee  to  Elyfium  ? 
Be  there  no  pitiful  'pothecaries  in  this  town, 
That  have  compaflion  upon  wretched  women, 
That  dare  adminifter  a  dram  of  ratlbane, 
But  thou  mull  fall  to  me  ? 

Eftif.  I  know  you've  mercy. 

Per.  If  I  had  tons  of  mercy,  thou  deferv'fl  none. 
What  new  trick's  now  a-foot,  and  what  new  houfes 
Have  i'  the  air  ?  what  orchards  in  apparition? 
What  can'il  thou  fay  for  thy  life? 

Ejlif.  Little  or  nothing. 

I  know  you'll  kill  me,  and  I  know  'tis  ufelefs- 
To  beg  for  mercy.     Pray  let  me  draw  my  bock  out, 
And  pray  a  little. 

Per.  Do  a  very  little  ; 
For  I  have  farther  bufinefs  than  thy  killing. 
I  have  money  yet  to  borrow.  Speak  when  you're  ready. 

Eftif.  Now,  now,  fir,  now  [Shews  a  piftcl. 

Come  on.     Do  you  flart  of  from  me  f 
Do  you  fweat,  great  captain  :  Have  you  feen  a  fpirit  ? 

Per.  Do  you  wear  guns  ? 

Rftif.  I  am  a  foldier's  wife,  fir, 
And  by  that  privilege  I  may  be  armM. 
Nowwhat'sthe  news,  and  let's  difcourfe  more  friendly, 
And  talk  of  our  affairs  in  peace. 

Per.  Let  me  fee, 
Pr'ythee  let  me  fee  thy  gun,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 

F.ftif.  No,  no,  fir,  you  fhall  feel. 

Per.  Hold,  hold,  ye  villain  ;  what  wou'd  you 
Kill  your  hufband. 

Eftif.  Let  mine  own  hufband  then 
Be  in's  own  wits ;  there,  there's  a  thoufand  ducats  ; 
Who  muft  provide  for  you  ?  and  yet  you'll  kill  me. 

Per.  I  will  not  hurt  thee  for  ten  thoufand  millions. 

Eftrf.  When  will  you  redeem  your  jewels,  I  have 

pawn'd  'em, 
You  fee  for  what,  we  mud  keep  touch* 

Per.  I'll  kifs  the, 

And  get  as  many  more,  I'll  make  thee  famous, 
Had  we  the  koufe  now  I 
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Eftif,  Come  along  with  me, 
If  that  be  vanifh'd  there  be  more  to  hire,  fir. 

Per.  I  fee  I  am  an  afs  when  thou  art  near  me.  [Exeunt • 

SCENE,  a  chamber. 
Enter  Leon   and  Margarita- 

Leon.  Come,  we'll  away  unto  your  country  houfe^ 
And  there  we'll  learn  to  live  contentedly, 
This  place  is  full  of  charge  and  full  of  hurry, 
No  part  of  fweetnefs  dwells  about  thefe  cities. 

Mar.  Whither  you  will,  I  wait  upon  your  pleafure; 
Live  in  a  hollow  tree,  fir,  I'll  live  with  ye. 

Leon.  Ay,  now  you  ftrike  a  harmony,  a  true  one, 
When  your  obedience  waits  upon  your  hufband, 
'  And  your  iick  will  aims  at  the  care  of  honour* 
Why  now  I  doat  upon  you,  love  you  dearly, 
And  my  rough  nature  falls  like  roaring  ftreams> 
Clearly,  and  fweetly  into  your  embraces  j 
O,  what  a  jewel  is  a  woman  excellent, 
A  wife,  a  virtuous,  and  a  noble  woman  \ 

*  When  we  meet  fuch,  we  bear  ourftamps  on  both /ides, 
«  And  thro'  the  world  we  hold  our  current  virtues ;( 

«  Alone,  we're  fingle  medals,  only  faces, 

'  And  wear  our  fortunes  out  in  ufelefs  fhadows.* 

Command  you  now,  and  eafe  me  of  that  trouble, 

I'll'be  as  humble  to  you  as  a  fervant, 

Bid  whom  you  pleafe,  invite  your  noble  friends, 

They  mail  be  welcome  all ;   «  vifit  acquaintance, 

*  Go  at  your  pleafure,'  now  experience 

Has  link'd  you  faft  unto  the  chain  of  goodnefs  ! 

\ClaJhing fnuords.  A  cry  within,  Down  with  their 

fwords.] 
What  noife  is  this  ?  what  difmal  cry  ? 

Mar.  'Tis  loud  too  : 

Sure  there's  fome  mifchief  done  i'  th'  ftreet ;  look  out 
Leon.  Look  out  and  help.  [there. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Oh,  fir,  the  duke  Medina.'- — . 
Leon.  What  of  the  duke  Meditia  ? 

Lcr, 
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Lor.  Oh  fweet  gentleman, 
Is  almoft  flain. 

Mar.  Away,  away,  and  help  him, 
All  the  houfe  help.  [Exit  Lorenzo. 

Leon.  How !  ilain  ?  why  Margarita,  '  why,' 
Wife,  fure  fome  new  device  they  have  a-foot  again, 
Some  trick  upon  my  credit,  I  mail  meet  it ; 
I'd  rather  guide  a  fhip  imperial 
Alone,  and  in  a  ftorm,  than  rule  one  woman. 
Enter  Duke,  Sanchio,  Alonzo,  and  Lorenzo. 

Mar.  How  came  you  hurt,  fir  ? 

Duke.  I  fell  out  with  my  friend,  the-noble  colonel- 
My  caufe  was  naught,  for  'twas  about  your  honour : 
And  he  that  wrongs  the  innocent  ne'er  profpers, 
'  And  he  has  left  me  thus  ;'  for  charity, 
Lend  me  a  bed  to  eafe  my  tortur'd  body, 
That  'ere  I  perifh  I  may  Ihew  my  penitence, 
I  fear  I'm  flain. 

Leon.  Help,  «  gentlemen,'  to  bear  him  in, 
There  mall  be  nothing  ia  this  houfe,  my  lord, 
But  as  your  own. 

Dnke.  I  thank  ye,  noble  fir. 

Leon.  To  bed  with  him;   and  wife  give  your  at- 
tendance. 

Enter  Juan. 

'  Juan.  Doftors  and  furgeons— — • 

'  Duke.  Do  not  difquiet  me, 

*  But  let  me  take  my  leave.' 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Sanchio,  Alon.  Mar.  and  Lorenzo. 
Leon.  Afore  me.     'Tis  rarely  counterfeited. 
Juan.  True,  it  is  fo,  iir. 

*  And  take  you  heed  this  lafl  blow  do  not  fpoil  ye ;' 
He  is  not  hurt,  only  we  made  a  fcufHe, 

As  tho'  we  purpos'd  anger ;  that  fame  fcratch 
On's  hand  he  took,  to  colour  all,  and  draw  compaffion, 
That  he  might  get  into  your  houfe  more  cunningly. 
I  muft  not  flay.  Stand  now,  and  you're  a  brave  fellow. 

Leon.  I  thank  ye,  noble  colonel,  and  I  honour  ye. 
Never  be  quiet  ?  [Exit  Juan. 

Enter 
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Enter  Margarita. 

Mar.  He's  molt  defperate  ill,  fir. 
I  do  not  think  thefe  ten  months  will  recover  him. 

Leon.  Does  he  hire  my  houfe  to  play  the  fool  in, 
Or  does  it  ftand  on  fairy  ground  ?  we're  haunted : 
Are  all  men  and  their  wives  troubled  with  dreams  thus : 

Mar.  What  ail  you,  fir  ? 

Leon.  Nay,  what  ail  you,  fweet  wife, 
To  put  thefe  daily  paftimes  on  my  patience  ? 
What  doft  thou  fee  in  me,  that  I  fliou'd  fufier  this  ? 

*  Have  not  I  done  my  part  like  a  true  hufband, 

*  And  paid  fome  defperate  debts  you  never  look'd  for?' 

Mar.  You  have  done  handfomely,  I  muft  confefs. 

'  Leon.  Have  not  I  kept  thee  waking  like  a  hawk  r  [fir. 
'  And  watch'd  thee  with  delights  to  fatisfy  thee, 
'  The  very  tithes  of  which  had  won  a  widow  ?' 

Mar.  Alas,  I  pity  ye. 

Leon.  Thou'lt  make  me  angry, 
Thou  never  faw'ft  me  mad  yet. 

Mar.  -You  are  always, 
You  carry  a  kind  of  Bedlam  ftill  about  ye. 

Leon.  If  thou  purfu'ft  me  further,  I  run  ftark 
If  you  have  more  hurt  dukes  or  gentlemen,        [mad  : 
To  lie  here  on  your  cure,  I  mail  be  defperate ; 
I  know  the  trick,  and  you  lhall  feel  I  know  it. 
Are  ye  fo  hot  that  no  hedge  can  contain  ye? 
I'll  have  thee  let  blood  in  the  veins  about  thee, 
I'll  have    thy   thoughts   found  too,    and  have  them 

open'd ; 

Thy  fprrits  purg'd  for  thofe  are  they  that  fire  ye  ; 
Th'  maid  mail  be  thy  miftrefs,  thou,  the  maid, 
And  all  her  fervile  labours  thou  malt  reach  at, 
And  go  through  chearfully,  or  elfe  fleep  empty; 
That  maid  mall  lie  by  me  to  teach  you  duty, 
You  in  a  pallet  by  to  humble  ye, 
And  grieve   for  what  you  lofe  "  tbou  foolijh  wicked 

Mar.  I've  loft  myfelf,  fir,  ["  woman." 

And  all  that  was  my  bafe  felf,  difobedience,    [Kneels. 
My  wantonnefs,  my  ftubbornefs  I've  loft  too  : 
And-  now  by  that  pure  faith  good  wives  are  crown'd 
By  your  own  noblenefs  •     •  [with, 

lean. 
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"  Leon.  Beware,  beware  ! — have  you  no  fetch  non»? 

"  Mar.  No,  by  my  repentance,  no. 

"  Leon.  But  art  tbou  truly,  truly  honcft  ? 

te  Mar.  My  tears  will  jke-iv  if." 

Leon.  I  take  you  up. 

Enter  Altea. 

And  wear  you  next  my  heart ;  fee  you  be  worth  it» 
Now,  what  with  you  ? 

Altea.  I  come  to  tell  my  lady, 
There  is  a  fulfome  fat  fellow  would  fain  fpeak  with  her. 

Leon.   'Tis  Cacafogo  ;  "  keep  him  from  the  duke  ; 
"  The  duke  from  kirn;  anon,  he'll  yield  us  laughter." 

"  Altea.   Where  is  it  pleafe  you,  that  we  Jball  detain 
' '   Hejeems  at  war  with  reafon,  full  of  wine.        \him  ? 

"  Leon.  To  tb'  cellar  with  him,  'tis  the  drunkards  den  ; 
'I   Fit  cover  for  fuch  beafts\  Jbou'd  h?  be  rejiy 
' '   Say  F m  at  home,  un^weildy  as  he  is~, 
"  He'll  creep  into  an  augre  bole  to  Jhun  me. 

"  Altea.  I'll  difpofe  him  there.  [Exit  Altea. 

"  Leon.  Now  Margarita  comes  your  trial  on, 
"  7be  duke  expeffs you,  acquit ywrfelf  to.  him\ 
"  I  put  you  to  the  teji ;  you  have  my  truflt 
"  My  confidence,  my  lowe. 

"  Mar.  I  will  deferve 'em.  [Exit.  Mar. 

"  Leon.  My  <work  is  done,  and  no*iv  my  heart's  at  eaje. 
tf  I  read  in  e-~uery  look  Jhe  means  me  fairly , 
"  And  nobly  JJjall  my  lo*ve  reward  her  for  't  ; 
"  Hewho  betrays  bis  rights,  the  hujband's  rights, 
"  To  pride,  and  luantonncfs,  or  who  denies 
"  AjfecJion  to  the  heart  he  has  fubdiid, 
"  Forfeits  his  claim  to  manhood  and  humanity . 

\Exit  Leon-, 

S.C  E  N  E     another  Chamber. 
The  Duke  difcover'd  upon  a  Couch. 

"  Duke.   Why  now  this  is  mojl  excellent  invention^ 
"   Ijhallfttcceed,  fpite  of  this  huffing  hujband. 

Enter  Margarita. 
' '  Who's  there  ;  my  love  ? 

"  Mar.  'Tis  I,  my  hrd. 
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Duke.  Are  you  alone,  fweet  friend  ? 

Mar,  Alone,    and   come  to  enquire    how    you're 
wounds  are  ? 

Duke.  I  have  none,  lady,  not  a  hurt  about  me, 
My  damages  I  did  but  counterfeit, 
And  feign'd  the  quarrel  to  enjoy  you,  lady. 
I  am.  as  lufty  and  as  full  of  health, 
As  high  in  blood, 

"  Mar.  As  low  in  blood  you  mean. 
'  '•  Difhonejl  thoughts  debafe  the  great  eft  birth  ; 
"   The  man  that  a  Sis  unworthily  ,  though  enabled t 
*'  Sullies  his  honour. 

"  Duke.  Nay,  nay,  my  Margarita, 
*'•  Come  to  my  couch,  and  there  let  us  lifp  loves  language. 

' '  Mar.   Would  you  take  that,  <which  I've  no  right  to 
"  Steal  wedlock's  property,  and  in  his  houfe  [givf* 

tf  Wou'd  you  his  wife  betray  ?  will  you  become 
"  Th1  ungrateful  viper ;  who  reftor  d  to  life, 
".•Venom 'd 'the  breajl  that  fav'd  kirn  ? 

tl  Duke.  Leave  thefedutl  thoughts  to  mortifying  penance, 
"  Let  us,  'while  love  is  lufty,  prove  its ptw'r. 

"  Mar.  Illwijhes  once,  my  lord,  my  mind  debased  y 
"  You  found  my  weaknefs,  wanted  to  enfnare  it, 
"  Shameful  I  own  my  fault ,  but  'tis  repented;, 
t(.  No  more  the  wanton  Margarita  now, 
"  But  the  chafte  wife  o/^Leon.     His  great  mtrity 
<c  His  manly  tendtrnefs,  his  noble  nature, 
'*  Commands  from  me  ajfe&ion  in  return, 
ft  Pure  as  efteem  can  offer,  he  has  won  me+ 
"I  owe  him  all  my  heart. 

"  Duke.  Indeed,  fair  lady, 
'f  This  jefting  well  becomes  afprtghtly  beauty > 
"  Love  prompts  to  celebrate  fublimer  rites, 
*f  No  more  memento's,  let  me prsfs  you  tcmf* 
f(  Andjiifle  with  my  ki/es. 

"  Mar.  Nay,  within  then.' 

"  Enter  Leon,  Juan,  Alonzo,  and  SftncJiio* 

tl  Leon.  Did  you  call,  my  wife, — cryou,  my  lord ? 
tf  Was  it  your  grace  that  wanted  me  ? — No  anfwer, 
"  What  out  of  bed  !  how  do  you,  mj>  good '  lor.d  ? 

"Me- 
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tc  Me  thinks  you  look  but  poorly  on  this  matter, 

<e  Has  my  wife  wounded  yon,  you  were  we!/  before. 

"  Duke.  More  hurt  than  ever,  fpare  your  reproach, 
"  I  feel  too  much  already. 

"  Leon.  I  fee  it,Jtr,  and  now  your  grace  Jhall  know 
"  I  can  as  ready  pardon  as  revenge. 
"  Be  comforted,  all  is  forgotten. 

"  Duke.  I  thank  you,  Jlr. 

"  Leon.   Wife  you  are  a  right  one, 
"  And  now  with  unknown  nations,  I  daretruftye. 

"  Juan.  No  more  feign' d  fights,  my  lord,  they  never 
"  prof  per. 

"  Enter  Lorenzo. 

"  Loren.  Pleafe you,  fer, 
"   We  cannot  keep  this  grofs  fat  man  in  order, 
ft  He /wears  he'll  have  admittance  to  my  lady, 
tl  And  reels  about,  and  clamours  moji  outragioujly. 

ft  Leon.  Let  him  come  up ;  wife  here's  another  Juitor9 
"  We  forgot,  h'as  beenjlghivg  in  the  cellar, 
"  Making  my  cajks,  his  miftrejfcs> 
"  Will  your  grace  permit  us  to  produce  a  rival? 

"  Duke*  No  mere  on  that  theme,   Irequzji,  Dun  Leon. 

"  Leon.  Here  comes  the  porpoife ;  he's  devilifo  drunk  ; 
"  Let  me  ft  and  by. 

"   Enter  Cacafogo  drunk. 

ft  Caca.  Where  is  my  bona  roba  ?  O  you're  all  'here t 
"  Why  I  don't  fear  fnap  dragons — Impotent ial 
f<  Powerfully  potion V — I  can  drink  with  Heftor 
"  And  beat  him  too — then  what  care  I  for  captains  \ 
Cf  I'm  full  of  Greek  ivine,  the  true  ancient  courage, 
f<  S-iveet  Mrs  Margarita — Let  me  kifs  thee, 

Your  kijjlng  Jhall  pay  me  for  his  kicking* 
Leon.   What  woud you  ? 
Caca.   Sir.' 

Leon.   Lead-off  the  wretch. 
Duke.   Moft  filthy  figure  truly. 
Caca.  Filth!   O  you're  a  prince,  yet  I  can  buy 

Thy  dukedom,   I  can  buy  all  of  you, 

Tour  'wives  and  all. 

"  Juan.  Sleep  and  befilent. 
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"   Caca.   Speak  you  to  your  creditors, 
"  Goid  Captain  Halfpay,  /'//  not  take  thy  pavjns  ta." 

*  '  Leon.  'Tis  Cacafcgv ;  go,  and  entertain  him, 
'  And  drag  him  on  with  hopes. 

'  Mar.  I  (hall  obferve  yen. 

'   Leon.  I  have  a  rare  defign  upon  that  gentleman  ; 
'  And  you  mull  work  too. 

•  Alt.  I  mall,  fir,  moft  willingly. 

'  Leon.  Away  then  both,  and   keep  him  clofe  in 

'  fome  place, 
'  From,  the  duke's  fight ;  and  keep  the  duke  in  too ; 

*  Make  'em  believe  both  :  I'll  find  time  to  cure  'em. 

'   [Exeunt. 

'  Eater  Leon,  Margarita,  A  WAI  tea  ivith  aTapcr. 
'  Leon.  Is  the  fool  come? 
'  Alt.  Yes,  and  i'  the  cellar  faft, 
«  And  there  he  ftays  his  good  hour  till  I  call  him  ; 

*  He  will  make  dainty  mulick  'mon^  the  fack  buts, 
'  I've  put  him  juft,  fir,  under  the  duke's  chamber. 

'  Leon.  It  is  the  better. 

'  Alt.  He  has  giv'n  me  royally, 

*  And  to  my  lady  a  whole  load  of  portigues. 

•  *•  Leon. -Better  and  better  ftill ;  go,  Margarita, 
'  Now  play  your  prize  :  You  fay  you  dare  be  hone  ft  ; 

*  I'll  put  you  to  your  teft. 

'  I'fe.r.  Secure  vourfeif,  fir, 

*  Give  me  the  candle,  and  pafs  away  in  filence. 

'  [Ex.  Leon  and  Altea.]      [Mar.  knocks. 
'  Duks.   \fwitbiri\  Who's  there,  oh  !  oh  ! 
'  Mar.  My  Lord. 

'  Duke,  [within .~\  Have  ye  brought  me  comfort  ? 
'  Mar.  I  have,  my  lord  ; 
'  Come  forth:  'tis  I ;  Come  gently  out,  I'll  help  ye. 

'  Enter  Duke,  in  a  gvwn-. 
'  Come  foftly  too,  how  do  you  i1 
'  Duke  Are  there  none  here  ? 

*  The  preceding  pages  printed,  in  Italic  are  additions  and  altera- 
tions made  at  the  theatres  ;  the  following,  between  inverted  commas, 
are  as  the  authors  wrote  them,  but  now  omitted  in  the  representation. 
In  the  original,  after  line  9,  pa^s  6^,  came  tlie  following. 

'  Let 
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Let  me  look  round,  we  cannot  be  too  wary, 

Oh  let  me  blefs  this  hour ;  are  you  alone, 

Sweet  friend  ? 

'  Mar.  Alone  to  comfort  you, 

'   [  Cacafogo  makes  a  nclfe  (flaw. 

f  Duke.  What's  thatyou  tumble.  ? 

I've  heard  a  noife  this  half-hour  under  me, 

A  fearful  noife. 

'  Mar.  The  fat  thing's  mad  i'  th'  cella'r,       \AJide. 

And  ftumbles  from  one  hogfhead  to  another  ; 

Two  cups  more,  and  he  ne'er  mall  find  the  way  out. — 

What  do  you  fear  ?  come,  fit  down' by  me  chearfully  ; 
'My  hufband's  fafe.     'How  do  your  wounds  ? 

'  Duke.  I've  none,  lady. 

My  wounds  I  counterfeited  cunningly, 

And  feigu'd  the  quarrel  too,  t'  enjoy  you  fweet. 

Let's  lofe  no  time.     Hark,  the  fame  noife  again  ! 

'  Marg.  What  noife  ?  why  look  you  pale  ?  I  hear 
'  no  ftirring. 

(This  goblin  in  the  vault  will  be  fo  tippled  !) 

You  are  not  well,  I  know  by  your  flying  fancy  ; 

Your  body*s  ill  at  eafe  ;  your  wounds 

'  Buh.  I've  none  ; 

I  am  as  Infty,  and  as  full  of  health, 

High  in  my  blood 

'  Mur.  Weak  in  your  blood,  you  would  fay. 
:  How  wretched  is  my  cafe,  willing  to  pleafe  you, 
:  And  find  you  fo  difable  ! 

'  Duke  Believe  me,  lady 

'  Mar.  I  know  you'll  venture  all  you  have  to  fatisfy 

'  me, 

'  Your  life  I  know  ;  but  is  it  fit  I  fpoil  you  ? 
'•  Is  it  my  love  d'you  think  ? 

*  Caca.   liffcnv]  Here's  to  the  duke. 
'  Duke.  It  nam'd  me  certainly  ; 
c  I  heard  it  plainly  found. 

'  Mar.  You  are  hurt  mortally, 
'  And  fitter  for  your  prayers,  fir,  than  plearare. 
'  What  ftarts  you  mala;  ?  I  would  not  kifs  you  wantonly, 
t  For  the  world^s  wealth.  Have  Ifecurd  my  hufoand. 
'  And  put  all  doubts  afide,  to  be  deluded  ? 

*  Cac. 
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'  A  very  fpirit,  for  he  fpoke  under  ground, 
'  And.fpoke  to  you  juftas  you  would  have  ihatch'd  me, 
«  You  are  a  wicked  man,  and  fure  this  haunts  ye  ; 
-f  Wou'd  you  were  out  o'  the  houfe. 

*  Duke .  I  wou'd  I  were, 

•«  On  that  condition  I  had  leapt  a  window. 

'  Mar.  And  that's  the  leait  leap,  if  you  mtan  to 

'  'fcape,  fir. 

•*  Why,  what  a  frantick  man  were  you  to  come  here, 
'  What  a  weak  man  to  counterfeit  deep  wounds, 

*  To  wound  another  deeper  ? 

'  Duke.  Are  you  honeft  then  ? 

*  Mar.  Yes,   then,   and  now,   and  ever  j  and  ex- 

'  cellent  honeft, 

'  And  exercife  this  pailime  but  to  fhew  you, 

«  Great  men  are  fools  fometimes  as  well  as  wretches, 

«  'Would  you  were  hurt,  with  any  hope  of  life, 

'  Cut  to  the  brains,  or  run  clean  through  the  body, 

'  To  get  out  quietly  as  you  got  in,  fir  ! 

1  I  wiih  it  like  a  friend  that  loves  you  dearly ; 

*  For  if  my  hn/band  take  you,  and  take  you  thus 
'  A  counterfeit,  one  that  would  clip  his  credit, 

4   Out  of  his  honour  he  muft  kill  you  prefently  ; 
«  There  is  no  mercy,  nor  an  hour  of  pity  : 
•*  And  for  me  to  entreat  in  fuch  an  agony, 
'  Would  mew  me  little  better  than  one  guilty. 
"  "Have  you  any  mind  to  a  lady  now  ? 

'  Duke .  'Would  I  were  off  fair ! 
'•*  If  ever  lady  caught  me  in  a  trap  more— — 

'  Mar.  If  you  be  well  and  lufty,  fy,  fy,  make  not, 

*  You  fay  you  love  me,  come,  come,  bravely  now. 
*  Defpife  all  danger  ;  I  am  ready  for  you. 

'  Duke.  She  mocks  my  mifery  :   thoa  cruel  lady  ! 
'  Mar.  Thou  cruel  lord  !  wouldft  thou  betray  my 
honefty 

*  Betray  it  in  mine  own  houfe,  wrong  my  hufband, 

"  Like    a     night-thief,    thou   dar'il    not    name    by 

•  day-light? 

'  Duke.  I  am  moft  miferable. 
'  Mar.  You  are  indeed, 

•*  And,  like  a/oolifh  thing,  you  have  made  yourfelf  fo, 

'    Could 
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"  Cac.  \beloiu. ~\  I  come,  I  come. 

*  Duke.  Heav'n  blefs  me  ! 

'  Mar.   And  blefs  us  both,   for  fure  this  is  the  devil, 
I  plainly  heard  it  now  ;  he'll  come  to  fetch  you  ! 
Could  not  your  own  discretion  tell  you,  fir, 
When  I  was  married  I  was  none  of  yours  ? 
Your  eyes  were  then  commanded  to  look  off  me, 
And  I  now  ftand  in  a  circle  and  fecure  ; 
Your  fpells  nor  pow'r  can  never  reach  my  body. 
Mark  me  but  this,  and  then,  fir,  be  moil  miferable. 
'Tis  facrilege  to  violate  a  wedlock, 
You  rob  two  temples,  make  yourfelf  twice  guilty, 
You  ruin  her's,  and  foot  her  noble  hu  (band's. 

'  Duke.  Let  me  begone,  I'll  never  more  attempt  you, 

*  Mar.   You  cannot  go  ;  'tis  not  in  me  to  fave  you: 
Dare  you  do  ill,  and  poorly  then  fhrink  under  it  ? 
Were  I  the  duke  Medina  I  would  fight  now, 

For  ycu  muft  fight  and  bravely,  it  concerns  you  ; 
You  do  me  double  wrong  if  you  fneak  ofF,  fir, 
And  all  the  world  would  fay  I  lov'd  a  coward  : 
And  you  muft  die  too,  for  you  will  be  kill'd, 
And  leave  your  youth,  your  honour,  and  your  ftate, 
And  all  thofe  dear  delights  you  worfhipp'd  here. 
'  Duke.  The  noife  again  !  [No/fe  below. 

'  Cac.   {below. ~\   Some  fmall  beer,  if  you  love  me. 
4  Mar.  The  devil  haunts  you  fure ;  your  fins  are 

mighty ; 

A  drunken  devil  too,  to  plague  your  villainy. 
'  Duke.  Prefer ve  me  but  this  once  ! 

*  Mar.  There's  a  deep  well 

In  the  next  yard,  if  you  dare  venture  drowning  t 

It  is  but  death. 

4  Duke.  I  would  not  die  fo  wretchedly. 

*  Mar.  Out  of  a    garret-window  I  will    let  yoa 

down  th.cn  ; 

But  fay  the  rope  be  rotten  ;  'tis  huge  high  too. 
'  Duke.  Have  you  no  mercy? 

*  Mar.  Now  you're  frighted  thoroughly, 
And  iind  what  'tis  to  play  the  fool  in  vice,  ] 
And  fee  with  clear  eyes  your  detelled  folly, 
I'll  be  your  true  guard. 

«  Duke, 
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'  Duke.  And  I'll  be  your  true  fervant, 

*  Ever  from  this  hour  virtuoufly  to  love  ye, 
'  Chaftiy  and  modeftly  to  look  upon  ye, 

'  And  hear  I  feal. 

'  Mar.  I  may  kifs  a  ftranger, 
'  For  you  muft  now  be  fo. 
ILntsr  Leon,   Juan,    Alonzo,    Sanchio,   Cacafogo, 

and  Altea. 

'  Leon.  How  do  you,  my  lord  ? 
Methinks  you  look  but  poorly  on  this  matter. 
Has  my  wife  wounded  ye  I  you  were  well  before  ; 
Pray,  fir,  be  comforted,  I  have  forgot  all, 
Truly  forgiv'n  too.     Wife,  you're  a  right  one, 
And  now  with  unknown  nations  I  dare  truft  ye. 
'  juan.  No  more  feign'd  fights,  my  lord,  they  never 

'  profper. 

'  Lecn.  Who's  this  ?  the  devil  in  the  vault  ? 
'  Alt.  'Tis  he,  fir  ? 
'  As  lovingly  drunk,  as  though  he  ftudiedit. 

'  Caca.  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  and  kifs  me,  lady, 
'  Kifs  my  fweet  face,  and  make  thy  hufband  a  cuckold. 

*  An  ocean  of  fweet  fack ;  fhall  we  fpeak  treaibn  r 
'  Leon.  He's  devilifh  drunk. 

'  Duke.  I  thought  he'd  been  a  devil, 

*  He  made  as  many  noifes,  and  as  horrible.' 

"  Lecn.   '  O  a  true  lover,  fir,  will  lament  loudly  :3 
Which  of  the  butts  is  your  miftrefs  ?  [To  Cacti. 

Caca..  Butt  in  thy  belly. 

Lecn.  There's  two  in  thine  I'm  fure,  'tis  grown  fo 
monftrous. 

Caca.  Butt  in  thy  face, 

Leon.  Go,  carry  him  to  fleep, 

'  A  fool's  love  mould  be  drunk  ;  he  has  paid  well  for't 
When  he  is  fober,  let  him  out  to  rail,  ['  too.' 

Or  hang  himfelf;  there  will  be  no  lofs  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Cacafogo  and  Servant. 


Kere  the  ;-hy  goes  oa  again  as  afled  at  the  theatre,  from  line 
68. 

Enter 
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Enter  Perez  and  Eftifania. 

Leon.  Who's  this  ?  my  Mauhound  coufin  ? 

Per.  Good  fir,  'tis  very  good,  wou'd  I'd  a  houfe  too, 
For  there's  no  talking  in  the  open  air. 
My  termagant  coz,  I  would  be  bold  to  tell  ye, 
I  durft  be  merry  too,  I  tell  you  plainly, 
You  have  a  pretty  feat,  you  have  the  luck  on't, 
A  pretty  lady  too,  I  have  mifs'd  both, 
My  carpenter  built  in  a  mill  I  thank  him, 
Do  me  the  courtefy  to  let  me  fee  it, 
See  it  once  more.     But  I  mail  cry  for  anger. 
I'll  hire  a  chandler's  mop  clofe  under  ye, 
And,  for  my  foolery,  fell  foap  and  whip-cord. 
Nay,  if  you  do  not  laugh  now,  and  laugh  heartily, 
You  are  a  fool,  coz. 

Leon.  I  muft  laugh  a  little. 
And  now  I've  done ;  coz,  thou  malt  live  with  me, 
My  merry  coz,  the  world  mall  not  divorce  us, 
Thou  art  a  valiant  man,  and  thou  (halt  never  want : 
Will  this  content  thee  ? 

Per.  I'll  cry,  and  then  be  thankful. 
Indeed  I  will,  and  I'll  be  honeft  to  ye; 
I'd  live  a  fwallow  here,  I  muft  confefs. 
Wife,  I  forgive  thee  all  if  thou  be  honeft, 
And  at  thy  peril,  I  believe  thee  excellent. 

Eftif.  If  I  prove  otherways,  let  me  beg  firft. 

Mar*  Hold,  this  is  your's,  fome  recompence  for  fer- 
Ufe  it  to  nobler  ends  than  he  that  gave  it.          [vice,. 

Duke.  And  this  is  your's,  your  true  commiffion,  fir. 
Now  you're  a  captain. 

Leon.  You're  a  noble  prince,  fir, 
And  now  a  foldier,  '  gentlemen. 

'  Omnes.  We  all  rejoice  in't.' 

Juan.  Sir,  I  mail  wait  upon  you  through  all  fortune?, 

Alan.  And  I. 

Ah.  And  I  muft  needs  attend  my  miilrefs. 

Leon.  Will  you  go,  filter  ? 

Alt.  Yes,  indeed,  good  brother, 
I  have  two  ties,  mine  own  blood,  and  my  miilrefs. 

Mar.  Is  ihe  your  filter  ? 

D  Leon. 
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Leon.  Yes,  indeed,  good  wife, 
And  my  beft  fifler,  for  fhe  prov'd  fo,  wench, 
When  fhe  deceiv'd  you  with  a  loving  hufband.         " 

Alt.  I  wou'd  not  deal  fo  truly  for  a  ftranger. 

Mar.  Well,  I  cou'd  chide  ye  ; 
But  it  muft  be  lovingly,  and  like  a  filter.—- — 

Duke.  I'll  bring  you  on  your  way,  and  feafl  ye  nobly, 
For  now  I  have  an  honeft  heart  to  love  ye, 
'  And  then  deliver  you  to  the  blue  Neptune.' 

Juan.  Your  colours  you  muft  wear,  and  wear  'em 

proudly, 

Wear  'em  before  the  bullet,  and  in  blood  too. 
And  all  the  world  fhall  know  we're  Virtue's  fervants. 

Duke.  And  all  the  world  Jkall  know,  a  noble  mind 
Makes  women  beautiful,  and  envy  blind. 

tf  Leon.   All  you  who  mean  to  lead  a  happy  life. 
"  Firft,  learn  to  rule,  and  then  to  ha<ve  a  wife." 

[Exeunt  omnst. 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


night  our  worthy  friends,  and  may  you  fart- 
Each  with-  as  merry  and  as  free  a  hearty 
Ai  you  came  hither ;  to  thofe  noble  eyes, 
That  deign  to  f mile  on  our  poor  faculties, 
And  give  a  bleffing  to  our  labouring  ends, 
As  we  hope  many  to  Juch  fortune  fends 
Their  own  defer es,  wives  fair  as  light,  as  chajte •-;, 
To  thofe  that  live  byfpite,  wives  mads  iu  hajie. 


N        I        S. 


FLAYS  printed  for  T.  LOWNDES  and 
PARTNERS,  at  Six-pence  each. 


ABramule,byDr.Trapp 
Adventures  of  Half 

an  Hour 
Albion  and  Albani'us,  by 

Dryden 

Alchymift,  by  Benjohnfon 
Alcibiades,  by  Otway 
All  for  Love,  by  Dryden 
Ambitious     Step-mother, 

by  Rowe 

Amboyna,  by  Dryden 
Amphitryon,  by  Dryden 
Anatomift,  by  Ravenfcrcft 
Anna  Sullen,  by  Bankes 
A  you  like  It,  by  Shake- 

fpeare 

Artful  Hulband,  by  Ta- 
vern er 

Athaliah,byMr.Dnncomb 
Aurengzebe,  by  Dryden 
Bartholomew  Fair,  by  Ben 

Johnfon 

Baflet  Table,  by  Centlivre 
Beaux  Stratagem,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Beggars  Opera,  by  Gay 
Biter,  by  Rowe 
Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife 
Britifh    Enchanters,      by 

Lanfdown 

Bufiris,  by  Dr.  Young 
Bufy  Body,  by  Centlivre 
Caius  Marius,  by  Otway 
Carelefs  Huiband,  by  Cib- 

ber 

Catilii\e,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Cato,  by  Addifon 


Chances,  by  D.  Bucking- 
ham 

Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Mendez 
Cleomenes,  by  Dryden 
Cobler  of  Prefton 
Comedy    of   Errors,     by 

Shakefpeare 
Confcious  Lovers,  by  Cib- 

ber 
Committee,    by    Sir    R. 

Howard 

Confederacy,byVanbrugh 
Confcious  Loveus,by  Steele 
Conftant  Couple,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Contrivances,  by  Carey 
Coun  try  Lafies,byC.  John- 
fon 

Country  Wife, by  Wycherly 
Cymbeline,  altered  by  Mr. 

Garrick 
Damon  and  Phillida,  by 

Mr.  Dibden 
Devil  of  a  Wife 
Devil  to  pay,  by  Coffey 
Diftrefled      Mother,      by- 

Amb.  Phillips 
Don  Carlos,  by  Otway 
Double  Dealer,  by  Con- 

greve 

Double  Gallant, by  Gibber 
Dragon  of  Wantley 
Drummer,  by  Addifon 
Duke  and  no  Duke,  by  Sir 

A.  Cockain 

Duke  of  Guife,  by  Dryden 
Earl  of  EiTex,  by  Bankes 


THE 

RECRUITING  OFFICER. 

A 

COMEDY. 

WRITTEN    BY 

Mr.     FARQ^UHAR. 

Marked  with  the  Variations  in  the 

MANAGER 's    BOOK, 

A  T    THE 

itt 


CAPTIQJJE    DOLIS,    DONISQUE    COACTI 

VIR.  LIB.  II. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  T.  LOWNDES  ;  T.  CASLON;  T,  BUCKET  ; 
and  W.  NICOLL  j 


M.OCC.LXXVI, 


»  The  Reader  is  defir'd  to  obferve  that  the  paffages  omitted  in  the 
Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  -are  here  prefcrved,  and  marlced 
with  inverted  Commas ;  as  in  Line  25  to  29  in  Page  i  ^ 
Alfo  the  additions  made  at  the  Theatres  are  diftinguilhed  by  Italics* 
between  inverted  Commas,  as  in  Line  12  to  1 5  in  Page  30. 


PROLOG    U    E. 


JN  ancient  times  nvhen  Helen'j  fatal  charms 

Roux'd  the  contending  uni'verfe  to  arms, 
T'he  Grascian  council  happily  deputes 

The  Jly  Ulyffes  forth to  raife  recruits. 

The  artful  captain  found ,  without  delay , 

Where  great  Achilles,  a  deferter  lay. 

Him  fate  had  warned  to  Jhun  the  Trojan  blows  ; 

Him  Greece  required again/}  the  Trojan  feet* 

All  their  recruiting  arts  were  needful  here, 
To  raife  this  great,  this  tim'reus  'volunteer. 
UJyfTes  well  could  talk — heftirs,  he  warms 

The  warlike ycuth he  liftens  to  the  charms 

Of  plunders,  fine  lac'd  coats,  and  glittering  arms  \ 
UJyfles  caught  the  young  afpiring  boy, 
And  lifted  him  who  wrought  the  fate  cf  Troy, 
Thus  by  recruiting  was  bold  H.eQ.orjZain  : 
Recruiting  thus  fair  Helen  did  regain. 
If  for  one  Helen  fuch  prodigious  things 
Wire  acled,  that  they  even  lifted  kings  ; 
If  for  one  Helen'/  artful,  vicious  charms. 
Half  the  tranfported  world  was  found  in  arms  ', 
What  for  fo  many  Helens  may  we  dare, 
W.hofe  Minds  as  well  as  Faces  are  fo  fair  ? 
If  by  one  Helen'/  eyes,  old  Greece  could  find 
Ifs  Homer  fr'd  to  write,  ev'n  Homer  blind i 
The  Britons  fure  beyond  compare  may  write, 
That  view  fo  many  Helens  eve ry  etfry  night. 
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THE 

RECRUITING    OFFICER. 

ACT       I. 

SCENE    the   market-place. — ; Drum    beats    the 

grenadier-march. 

Enter  Serjeant  Kite,/e//cwV  by  Thomas  Apple-Tree, 
Collar  Pear-main,  and  the  mob. 

Kite   making  a  fpeecb. 

IF  any  gentleman  foldiers,  or  others,  have  a  mind 
to  ferve  his  majefty,  and  pull  down  the  French 
king:  if  any  'prentices  have  feve  e  matters,  any 
children  have  undntiful  parents  :  if  aay  fervants  have 
too  little  wages,  or  any  hufband  too  much  wife  :  let 
them  repair  to  the  noble  ferjeant  Kile,  at  the  fign  of 
the  Raven,  in  this  good  town  of  Skrenvjbury,  and 
they  mall  receive  prefent  relief  and  entertainment 

• Gentlemen,  I  don't  beat  my   drum 

here  to  infnare  or  inveigle  any  man,  for  you  muft 
know  gentlemen,  that  I  am  a  man  of  honour:  be- 
tides, I  don't  beat  up  for  common  foldiers;  no,  I 
lilt  only  grenadiers,  grenadiers,  gentlemen — Pray,. 

gentlemen,   obferve   this  cap This  is  the  cap  of 

honour,  it  dubs  a  man  a  gentleman  in  the  drawing  of 
a  trigger  ;  and  he  that  has  the  good  fortune  to  be  born 
fix  foot  high,  was  born  to  be  a  great  man — Sir,  will 
you  give  me  leave  to  try  this  cap  upon  your  head  ? 

Coft.  Is  there  no  harm  inrt  ?  won't  the  cap  lift  me  ? 

Kite.  No,  no,  no  more  than  I  can — Come,  let  me 
fee  how  it  becomes  you. 

Coft.  Are  you  fure  there  be  no  conjuration  in  it  ? 
no  gunpowder-plot  upon  me? 

Kite.  No,  no,  friend  ;  don't  fear,  man. 

Cojl.  My  mind  mfigives  me  plagtiily Let  m? 

fee  it (Going  to  put  it  en)  It  fmells  woundilyv' 

£weai  and  briiaitone.     Smell  Tiunmas.. 

A  3  r&9. 
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*Tho.  Ay,  wauns  does  it. 

Qojt.  Pray,  Serjeant,  what  writing  is  this  upon- the 
face  of  it  ? 
.     Kite.  The  crown,  or  the  bed  of  honour. 

Cojt.  Pray  now,  what  may  be  that  fame  bed  of 
honour  ? 

Kite.  O  !  a  mighty  large  bed  !  bigger  by  half  than 

the  great  bed  at  Ware ten  thouiand  people  may 

lie  in  it  together,  and  never  feel  one  another. 

Co  ft.  My  wife  and  1  woa'd  do  well  to  lie  in't,  for 
we  don't  care  for  feeling  one  another — But  do  folk 
iieep  found  in  this  fame  bed\of  honour. 

Kite.  Sound'?  ay,  fo  foundrhat  thev  never  'wake. 

Cojt.  Wauns !  I  wilh  again  that  my  wife  lay  there. 

Kite.   Say  you  fo  !   then,  I  find,  brother" 

Cojt.  Brother  1  hold  there  friend  ;  I  am  no  kindred 

to  you  that  I  know  of  yet Look'e,  Serjeant,  no 

coaxing,  no  wheedling,  d'ye  fee If  I  have  a  mind 

to  lift,-  why  fo If  not,  why  'tis  not  fo there- 
fore take  your  cap  and  your  b?otherfhip  back  again, 
for  I  am  not  difpofed  at  this  prefent  writing — No 
coaxing,  no  brothering  me,  faith. 

Kite.  I-  coax!  I  wheedle  !  I'm  above  it !  fir,  I  have 

ferv'd   twenty  campaigns     But,  fir,  you  taLk 

well,  and  I  muit  own  that  you  are  a  man  every,  inch 

of  you,  a  pretty  young  fp rightly  fellow 1  love  a 

fellow  with  a  fpirit ;  but  I  fcorn  to  coax,  'tis  bafe : 
Tho'  I  muft  fay,  that  never  in  my  life  have  I  feen  a 
man  better  built !  how  firm  and  ftrong  he  treads !  he 
fteps  like  a  eaftle ;  but  I  fcorn  to  wheedle  any  man 
— Come,  honeft  lad,  will  you  take  {hare  of  a  pot  ? 

Cojt.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  I'll  fpend  my  penny 
with  the  befl  he  that  wears  a  head,  that  is,  begging 
your  pardon,  fir,  and  in  a  fair  way. 

Kit*.  Give  me  your  hand  then ;  and  now  gentle- 
men, I  have  no  more  to  fay,  but  this Here's  a 

purfe   of  gold,  and  there  is  a  tub  of  humming  ale 

at  my  quarters 'Tis  the  king's  money,  and  the 

king's  driiik — He's  a  generous  king  and  loves  his 

fubjecU 
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fubjefts — I  hope,  gentlemen,  you  won't  refufe  the 
king's  health  ? 

Jill  tnob.  No,  no,  no. 

Kite.  Huzza  then  !  huzza  for  the  king,  and  the 
honour  of  Sbropjhire. 

All  Mob.  Huzza  ! 

Kite.  Beat  drum.  [Exeunt  flouting,  drum  beating  a 
grenadier' s  march. 

Enter  Plume  in  a  riding  habit. 

Plume.  By  the  grenadier  march  that  fhou'd  be  my 
drum";  and  by  that  fliout,  it  fliou-'d  beat  with*  fuccefs 
— Let  me  fee — Four  a  clock — [Looking  on  his  watch. "\ 
At  ten  yefterday  morning  F  left  London  •  'A 
hundred  and  twenty  miles  in  thirty  hours  is  pretty 
fmart  riding,  but  nothing  to  the  fatigue  of  recruiting. 
Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Welcome  to  Shrvwjbury,  noble  captain  :  from 
die .  ban-ks  -of  the  Danube  to  the  Severn  fide,  noble 
captain,  you're  welcome. 

Plume.  A  very  elegant  reception  indeed,  Mr.  Kite. 
Mnd  you  are  fairly  enter'd  into  your  recruiting  ftrain: 
—Pray  what  fuccefs  ? 

Kite.  I  have  been  here  a  week,  and  I  have  recruited 
five! 

Plume.  Five  !  pray  what  are  they  ? 

Kite.  I  have  litled  the  ftrong  man  of  Kent,  the  king 
of  the  Gypjies,  a  Scotch  pedlar,  a  fcoundrel  attorney, 
and  a  Welch  parfon. 

Plume.  An  attorney  !  \vert  thou  mad?  lift  a  lawyer  ! 
difvKarge  him,  difcharge  him  this  minute. 

Kite.   Why,  fir? 

Plume.  Becaufe  I  will  have  no  body  in  my  company 
that  can  write  ;  a  fellow  that  can  write,  can  draw  pe- 
titions— I  fay  this  minute  difcharge  him. 

K^e.  And  what  mail  I  do  with  the  parfon  ? 

Plume.   Can  he  write  ? 

Kite.  Hum  !  he  plays  rarely  upon  the  fiddle. 

Plume.  Keep  him  by  all  means — But  how  ftands  the 
country  affefted  ?  were  the  people  pleas'd  with  the 
news  of  my  coming  to  town  ? 

A  4  Kite. 
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Khf.  Sir,  the  mob  are  fo  pleas'd  with  your  honour,, 
and  the  jufticesand  better  fort  of  people  are  fo  delighted 
with  me,  that  we  mall  foon  do  your  bufmefs  - 

£ut,  Jir,  you  have  got  a  recruit  here  that  you  little 
think  of. 

Plume.  Who? 

Kite.  One  that  you  beat  up  for  the  laft  time  yon 
were  in  the  country :  you  remember  your  old  friend 
Molly  at  the  cattle  ? 

Plume.  She's  not  with  child,  I  hope. 

Kite.  '  No,   no,  fir'  •  me   was  brought  tp 

bed  yefterday. 

Plume.  Kite,  you  muft  father  the  child. 

Kite.  And  fo  her  friends  will  oblige  me  to  marry 
the  mother. 

Plume.  If  they  mou'd,  we'll  take  her  with  us  ;  ma 
can  warn  you  know,  and  make  a  bed  upon  occasion. 

Kite.  Ay,  or  unmake  it  upon  occafion.  But  your 
honour  knows  that  I  am  marry'd  already. 

Plume.  To  how  many  ? 

Kite.  I  can't  tell  readily — I  have  fet  them  down 
here  upon  the  back  of  the  mufter-roll.  [Draws  if 

out.]  Let  me  fee, Imprimis,   Mrs.  Shely  Snikereyesf 

ihe  fells  potatoes  upon  Qrmond-key  in  Dublin— Peggy 
Guzzle,  the  brandy  woman,  at  the  horfe-guards,  at 

Whitehall Dally  Waggon,  the  carrier's  daughter  at 

Hull — Mademoifelle  Van-bottom-flat  at  the  Bufs — — - 
Then  Jenny  Oakham,  the  ihip  carpenter's  widow,  at 
Pert/mouth  ;  but  I  don't  reckon  upon  her,  for  ihe  was 
inarried  at  the  fame  time  to  two  lieutenants  of  marines, 
and  a  man  of  war's  boatfwain. 

Plume..  A  full  company You  have  nam'd  five—- 
Come, make  'em  half  a  dozen Kite — is  the  child 

a  boy  or  a  girl  ? 

Kite.  A  chopping  boy. 

Plume.  Then  fet  the  mother  down  in  your  lift,  and 
the  boy  in  mine;  enter  him  a  grenadier  by  the  name 
of  Francis  Kite,  abfent  upon  furlow — I'll  allow  you  a 
man's  pay  for  his  fubfillence,  and  now  go  comfort  the 
wench  in  the  ftraw- 

Kite. 
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Kite.  I  mall,  fir. 

Plume.  But  hold,  have  you  made  any  ufe  of  your 
German  do&or's  habit  fince  you  arriv'd  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  yes,  fir,  and  my  fame's  all  about  the 
country  for  the  moft  faithful  fortune-teller  that  ever 

told  a  lie 1  was  oblig'd  to  let  my  landlord  into 

the  fecret,  for  the  convenience  of  keeping  it  fo  :  but 
he's  an  honeft  fellow,  arid  will  be  faithful  to  any 
roguery  that  is  trufted  to  him.  This  device,  fir,  will 
get  you  men,  and  me  money,  which,  I  think,  is  all 

we  want  at  prefent But  yonder  comes  your  friend 

Mr.  Worthy — Has  your  honour  any  farther  commands  ? 

Plume.  None  at  prefent.   [Exit.  Kite.]  'Tis  indeed 
tiie  pifture  of  Worthy,  but  the  life's  departed. 

Enter  Worthy. 

What,  arms  a-crofs,  Worthy  !  methinks  you  mould 
hold  'em  open,  when  a  friend's  fo  near — The  man 
has  got  the  vapours  in  his  ears,  I  believe  :  I  mull  ex- 
pel this  melancholy  fpirit. 

Spleen,  thou  ivorft  of  fiends  below, 
Fly,  I  conjure  thee,  by  this  magick  blow. 
\Slaps  Worthy  on  t 

War.  Plume  !  my  dear  captain,  welcome.  Safe  and 
found  return'd  ! 

-  Plume.  I  'fcap'd  fafe  from  Germany,  and  found,  I 
hope,  from  London  ;  you  fee  I  have  loft  neither  leg, 
arm,  nor  nofe  ;  then  for  my  infide,  'tis  neither  trou- 
bled with  fympathies  nor  antipathies  ;  and  I  have  an 
excellent  flomach  for  roaft-beef. 

War.  Thou  art. a- happy  fellow,  once  I  was  fo.. 

Plume.   What  ails  thee,  man  ?  no  inundations  nor 
earthquakes  in  Wales,  I  hope  ?  Has  your  father  rofe 
from  the  dead,  and  re-afium'd  his  eltate  ? 
,    War.   No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  marry'd  furely.. 

Wor.  No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  mad,  or  turning  quaker. 

War,.  Come,- 1  mult  out  with  it— -Your  once  gav, 
A  5  roving 
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roving  friend,  is  dwindled  into  an  obfequious  thought- 
ful, romantic,  conftant  coxcomb. 

Plume.  And  pray  what  is  all  this  for  ? 

Wor.  For  a  woman. 

Plume.  Give  me  thy  hand  :  if  thou  go  to  that,  be- 
hold me  as  obfequious,  as  thoughtful,  and  as  conitarit 
a  coxcomb  as  your  worfhip. 

Wor.  For  whom  ? 

Plume.  For  a  regiment But  for  a  woman  ! 

'Pieath  I  I  have  been  conftant  to  fifteen  at  a  time,  but 
never  melancholy  for  one,  and  can  the  love  of  one 
bring  you  into  this  condition  ?  pray,  who  is  this  won- 
derful Helen  ! 

Jf'cr.  A  Helen  indeed,  not  to  be  won  under  a  ten 
years  fiege,  as  great  a  beauty  and  as  great  a  jilt. 

Plume.  A  jilt  1  pho  1  is  me  as  great  a  whore  ? 

War.   No,   no. 

Phune.  'Tis  ten  thoufand  pities  :  but  who  is  fhe  ? 
do  I  know  her  ? 

War.  Very  well. 

Plume.  That  impoflible 1  know  no  woman  that 

will  hold  out  a  ten  year's  liege. 

JJ'cr.  What  think  ye  of  Melinda  ? 

Plume.  Melinda  !  why  fhe  began  to  capitulate  this 
time  twelve-month,  and  offered  to  furrender  upon 
honourable  terms  ;  and  I  advis'd  you  to  propofe  a  iet- 
tiement  of  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  to  her,  before 
I  went  laft  abroad. 

War.  I  did,  and  fhe  hearken'd  to  it,  def.ring  only 
one  week  to  confider — When,  beyond  her  hopes,  the 
town  was  reliev'd,  and  I  forc'd  to  turn  my  fiege  into 
a  blockade. 

Plume.  Explain,  explain. 

7/^r.  My  lady  Ricb'j,  her  aunt  in  Plintjhlre  dies, 
and  leaves  her,  at  this  critical  iime,  twenty  thoufand 
pounds. 

Plums.  Oh  the  devil  !  what  a  delicate  woman  was 

there  fpoil'd  I  but  by  the  rules  of  war  now 

Worthy,  blockade  was  foolilh After  fuch  a  convey 

of  provifions  was  enter'd  the  place,  you  could  have  no 
thought  of  reduciag  it  by  famine ;  you  fliould  have 

redoubled 
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redoubled  your  attacks,  taken  the  town  by  ftonn,  or 
have  dy'd  upon  the  breach. 

Wor.  I  did  make  one  general  aflault,  and  pufh'd  it 
with  all  my  forces ;  but  I  was  fo  vigoroufly  repuls'd, 
that  defpairing  of  ever  gaining  her  for  a  miftrefs,  I 
have  alter'd  my  conduct,  given  my  addrefTes  the  ob- 
fequious  and  diltant  turn,  and  court  her  now  for  a  wife. 

Plume.  So  as  you  grew  obfequious,  (he  grew  haughty ; 
and  becaufe  you  approach'd  her  as  a  goodefs,  me  us'd 
you  like  a  dog. 

War.  ExadUy.. 

Plume.  'Tis  the  way  of  'em  all.  ••  '  Come,  Wor- 
thy,  your  obfequious  and  diftant  airs  will  never  bring 
you  together ;  you  mufl  not  think  to  furmount  her 
pride  by  your  humility  :  wou'd  you  bring  her  to  bet- 
ter thoughts  of  you,  fhe  muft  be  reduc'd  to  a  meaner 
opinion  of  herfelf.  Let  me  fee,  the  very  firft  thing 
that  I  would  do,  mould  be  to  lie  with  her  chamber- 
maid, and  hire  three  or  four  wenches  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood to  report  that  I  had  got  them  with  child 
Suppofe  we  lampoon'd  all  the  pretty  women 
in  town,  and  left  her  out ;  or,  what  if  we  made  a 
ball,  and  forgot  to  invite  her  with  one  or  two  of  the 
uglieft. 

Wor.  Thefe  wou'd  be  mortifications,  I  muft  confefs ; 
but  we  live  in  fuch  a  precife,  dull  place,  that  we  can 
have  no  balls,  no  lampoons,  no 

Plume.  What !  no  baflards  !  and  fo  many  recruit- 
ing officers  in  town  !  I  thought  'twas  a  maxim  among 
them,  to  leave  as  many  recruits  in  the  country  as  they 
carry'd  out. 

War.  Nobody  doubts  your  good  will,  noble  captain, 
in  ferving  your  country  with  your  beft  blood,  witnefs 
our  friend  Molly  at  the  caftle  ;  there  have  been  tears 
in  town  about  that  bufmefs,  captain. 

Plume.  I  hope  Sylvia  has  not  heard  of  it. 

Wor.  O,  fir,  have  you  thought  of  her  ?  I  began 
to  fancy  yon  had  forgot  poor  Sylvia. 

Plume.  Your  affairs  had  quite  put  mine  out  of  my 

head.     'Tis  true,  Sylvia  and  I  had  once  agreed  to  go 

A  6  to 
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to  bed  together,  cou'd  we  have  adjufted  preliminaries  j 
but  fhe  wou'd  have  the  wedding  before  confummation, 
as  I  Xvas  for  confummation  before  the  wedding ;  we 
cou'd  not  agree.  She  was  a  pert,  obftinate  fool,  and 
wou'd  loofe  her  maidenhead  her  own  way,  fo  fhe  may 
keep  it  for  Plume. 

Wor.  But  do  you  intend  to  marry  upon  no  other 
conditions  ? 

Plume.  Your  pardon,  fir,  I'll  marry  upon  no  con- 
dition at  all If  I  fhou'd,  I  am  refolv'd  never  to 

bind  myfelf  to  a  woman  for  my  whole  life,  till  1 
know  whether  I  fhall  like  her  company  for  half  an 
hour.  Suppofe  I  marry'd  a  woman  that  wanted  a 
leg-—'  "fuch  a  thing  might  be,  unlefs  I  examin'd 
the  goods  before-hand— —if  people  wou'd  but  try 
one  another's  conftitutions,  before  they  engag'd,  it 
would  prevent  all  thefe  elopements,  divorces,  and  the 
devil  knows  what. 

Wor.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  the  town  did  not  Hick 
to  fay,  that — 

Plume.  I  hate  country- towns  for  that  reafon 
if  your  town  has  a  dishonourable  thought  of  Sylvia* 
it  deferves  to  be  burnt  to  the  ground — I  love  Sylvia, 

I  admire  her  frank,  generous  difpofition There's 

fomething  in  that  girl  more  than  woman,  '  her  fex 

*  is  but  a  foil  to  her.     The  ingratitude,  diffimulation, 

*  envy,  pride,  avarice,  and  vanity  of  her  fifter.  females, 
'  do  but  fet  off  their  contraries  in  her'— In  fliort,  were 
I  once  a  general,  I  wou'd  marry  her. 

Wor.  Faith,  you  have  reafon — for  were  you   but 

a  corporal,  fhe  wou'd  marry  you But  rny  Melindct 

coquets  it  with  every  fellow  fhe  fees I'll  lay 

fifty  pound  fhe  makes  love  to  you. 

Plume.  I'll  lay  you  a  hundred  that  I  return  it,  if 
fhe  does — Look'e,  Worthy,  I'll  win  her,  and  give  her 
to  you  afterwards. 

Wor.  If  you  win  her,  you  fhall  wear  her,  faith ;  I 
wou'd  not  value  the  conqueft,  without  the^  credit  of 
the  victory. 

Enter 
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Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Captain,  captain,  a  word  in  your  ear. 

Plume.  You  may  fpeak  out,  here  are  none  but 
friends. 

Kite.  You  know,  fir,  that  you  fent  me  to  comfort 

the  good  woman  in  the  ftraw,  Mrs.  Molly my 

wife,  Mr.  Worthy. 

Wor.  O  ho!  very  welt,  I  wifh  you  joy,  Mr.  Kite. 

Kite.  Your  worfhip  very  well  may for  I  have 

ft  both  a  wife  and  child  in  half  an  hour But  as 
rvas  faying — you  fent  me  to  comfort  Mrs.  Molly. 

my  wife  I  mean But  what  d'ye  think^ 

fir  ?  fhe  was  better  comforted  before  I  came. 

Plume.   As  how  ! 

Kite.  Why,  fu»  a  footman  in  a  blue  livery  had 
brought  her  ten  guineas  to  buy  her  baby  clothes.  • 

Plume.  Who,  in  the  name  of  wonder  cou'd  fend 
them  ? 

Kite.  Nay,  fir,    I  muft  whifper  that — Mrs.  Sylvia^ 

Plume.  Sylvia  !    Generous  creature ! 

Wcr.  Sylvia?   Impoffible! 

Kite.  Here  are  the  guineas,  fir. 1  took  the  gold 

as  part  of  my  wife's  portion.  Nay,  farther  fir,  fhe 
feat  word  the  child  fhould  be  taken  all  imaginable 
care  of,  and  that  me  intended  to  ftand  godmother. 
The  fame  footman,  as  I  was  coming  to  you  with  this, 
news,  call'd  after  me,  and  told  me,  that  his  lady 

wou'd  fpeak  with  me 1  went,  and  upon  hearing 

that  you  were  come  to  town,  fne  gave  me  half  a  guinea 
for  the  news:  and  crder'd  me  to  tell  you,  that  juilice 
Bat Vance,  her  father,  who  is  juft  come  out  of  the  couu- 
try,  would  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Plume.  There's  a  girl  tor  you,  Worthy Is  there 

any  thing  of  woman  in  this  ?  No,  'tis  noble,  generous, 
manly  friendship  ;  mew  me  another  woman  that  vvou'd 
lofe  an  inch  of  her  prerogative  that  way,  without  tears, 
fits  and  reproaches.  The  common  jealoufy  of  her  fex, 
which  is  nothing  but  their  avarice  of  plcafure,  fhe  de- 
fpifes  y  and  can  part  with  the  lover,  tho'  me  dies  for 
z  •  the. 
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the  man Come,  Worthy — Where's  the  bell  wine  ? 

For  there  I'll  quarter. 

Wor.  Horton  has  a  frem  pipe  of  choice  Barcelona, 
which  I  wou'd  not  let  him  pierce  before,  becaufe  I 
referv'd  the  maidenhead  of  it  for  your  welcome  to  town. 

Plume.  Let's  away  then Mr.  Kite,  go  to  the 

lady  with  my  humble  fervice,  and  tell  her,  I  Ihall 
only  refrefh  a  little,  and  wait  upon  her. 

Wor.  Hold,  Kite, — have  you  feen  the  other  recruit- 
ing captain  ? 

Kite.  No,  nr,  I'd  have  you  to  know  I  don't  keep 
fuch  company. 

Plume.  Another !  Who  is  he  ? 

Wor.  My  rival  in  the  firft  place,  and  the  rnofl  un- 
accountable fellow but  Pll  tell  you  more  as  we 

go.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE,    An  Apartment. 

Melinda  and  Sylvia  meeting. 

Mel.  Welcome  to  town,  coufm  Sylvia,  [/a/ute.]  I 
envy'd  your  retreat  in  the  country :  for  Sbre-ivfitiry, 
methinks,  and  all  your  heads  of  mires,  are  the  moft 
irregular  places  for  living  ;  here  we  have  fmoak,  noife, 
fcandal,  affectation,  and  pretenfion ;  in  fhort,  every 
thing  to  give  the  fpleen — and  nothing  to  divert  it — 
then  the  air  is  intolerable. 

Syl.  O  madam !  I  have  heard  the  town  commended 
for  its  air. 

Mel.  But  you  don't  confider,  Sylvia,  how  long  I 
have  lived  in't !  for  I  can  affure  you,  that  to  a  lady, 

the  leail  nice  in  her  conftitution- .no  air  can  be  good 

above  half  a  year.  Change  of  air,  I  take  to  be  the 
muft  agreeable  variety  in  life. 

Syl.  As  you  fay,  coufm  Melinda,  there  are  feveral 
fort  of  airs. 

Mel.  Pfhaw  !  I  talk  only  of  the  air  we  breathe,  or 

more  properly  of  that  we  tafte Have  not  you, 

Sylvia,  found  a  vaft  difference  in  the  talre  of  airs? 

Syl.  Pray,  coufin,  are  not  vapours  a  fort  of  air  ? 

u.le 
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tafte  air !.  you  might  as  well  tell  me,  I  might  feed 
upon  air :  but  pr'ythee,  my  dear  Melinda,  don't  put 
on  fuch  an  air  to  me.  Your  education  and  mine  were 
juft  the  fame ;  and  I  remember  the  time  when  we 
never  troubled  our  heads  about  air,  but  when  the  fharp 
air  from  the  Welch  mountains  made  our  fingers  ake  in 
a  cold  morning  at  the  boarding-fchool. 

Mel.  Our  education,  coufin,  was  the  fame,  but  our 
temperaments  had  nothing  alike  ;  you  have  the  con- 
ftitution  of  an  horfe. 

Syl.  So  far  as  to  be  troubled  with  neither  fpleen, 
cholick,  nor  vapours  ;  I  need  no  falls  for  my  ftomach, 
no  harts-horn  for  my  head,  nor  warn  for  my  com- 
plexion. I  can  gallop  all  the  morning  after  the  hunt- 
ing-horn, and  all  the  evening  after  a  fiddle.  In  fhort, 
I  can  do  every  thing  with  my  father,  but  drink,  and 
moot-flying  ;  and  I'm  fure  I  can  do  every  thing  my 
mother  cou'd,  were  I  put  to  the  trial. 

Mel.  You  are  in  a  fair  way  of  being  put  to't ;  for  I 
am  told  your  captain  is  come  to  town. 

Syl.  Ay,  Metuuta,  he  is  come,  and  I'll  take  care 
he  fhan't  go  without  a  companion. 

Mel.  You  are  certainly  mad,  coufin. 

,    Syl.- And  there's  a  pleafure  fure 

In  being  mad,    v.'biclj  none  but  madmen  knoiv. 

Mel.  Thou  poor  romantick  Quixote  ! Haft  thou 

the  vanity  to  imagine,  that  a  young  fprightly  officer, 
that  rambles  o'er  half  the  globe  in  half  a  year,  can 
confme  his  thoughts  to  the  little  daughter  of  a  country 
juilice,  in  an  obfcure  part  of  the  world? 

Syl.  Pmaw  !  what  care  I  for  his  thoughts ;  I  Ihou'd 
not  like  a  man  with  confin'd  thoughts;  it  (hews  a 
narroxvnefs  of  foul.  '  Conftancy  is  but  a  dull  fleepy 

*  quality  at  beft,   they  will  hardly  admit  it  among  the 
'  manly  virtues;  nor  do  I  think  it  deferves  a  place 

*  with  bravery,  knowledge,  policy,  juftice,  and  fome 
'  other  qualities  that  are  proper  to  that  noble  fex.'    In 
ihort,  Melinda,  I  think  a  petticoat  a  mighty  fimple 
thing,  and  I  am  heartily  tir'd  of  my  fex. 

Mel.  That  is,  you  are  tir'd  of  an  appendix  to  our 

&x,  that  you  can't  fo  handfomely  get  rid  of  in  petti- 

j  coats. 
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coats,  as  if  you  were  in  breeches O'  my  confclence, 

Sylvia,   hadft  thou  been  a  man,   thou  hadft  been  the 
greateil  rake  in  Chriftendom. 

Sj/.  I  fhou'd  havre  endeavour'd  to  know  the  world, 
which  a  man  can  never  do  thoroughly,  without  half  a 
hundred  friendmips,  and  as  many  amours;  but  now 
I  think  on't,  how  ftands  your  affair  with  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Me/.  He's  my  averfion, 

Syl.  Vapours  ! 

Mel.  What  do  you  fay,    madam  ? 

Syl.  I  fay,  that  you  fhould  not  ufe  thathoneft  fel- 
low fo  inhumanly.  He's  a  gentleman  of  parts  and 
fortune  ;  and  befides  that,  he's  my  Plume's  friend,  and 
by  all  that's  facred,  if  you  dcn't  ufe  him  better,  I 
iiiall  expedt  fatisfaclion. 

Mel.  Satisfaction !  you  begin  to  fancy  yourfelf  in 
breeches  in  good  earneit — But  to  be  plain  with  you, 
1  like  Worthy  the  worfe  for  being  fo  intimate  with  your 
captain,  for  I  take  him  to  be  a  loofe,  idle,  unman- 
nerly coxcomb. 

Sj!.  O  madam !  you  never  faw  him,  perhaps  iince 
you  were  miftrefs  of  twenty  thoufand  pounds;  you 
only  knew  him. when  you  were  capitulating  with'  Wor- 
thy for  a  fettlement,  which  perhaps  might  encourage 
him  to  be  a  little  loofe,  and  unmannerly  with  you. 

Mel.  What  do  you  mean,    madam  ? 

SyL   My  meaning  needs  no  interpretation,   madam. 

Mel.  Better  it  had,,  madam ;  for  methinks  you  are 
too  plain. 

Syl.  If  you  mean  the  plainnefs  of  my  perfon,  I 
think  your  lady/hip's  as  plain  as  me  to  the  full. 

Mel.  Were  I  fure  of  that,  I  wcu'dbe  glad  to  take  up 
with  a  rakehelly  officer  as  you  do. 

Syl.  Again!  Look'e  madam,  you're  in  your  own 
houfe. 

Mel.  And  if  you  had  kept  in  your's,  I  mou'd  have 
excus'd  you.. 

Syl.  Don't  be  troubled,  madam,  I  lhan't  defire  to 
have  my  vifit  return'd. 

Md.  The  fooner  therefore  you  make  an  end  of  this, 
the  better. . 


THE   RECRUITING   OFFICER.          i? 

Sy!.  I  am  eafily  perfuaded  to  follow  my  inclinations 
undfo,  madam,  your  humble  fervant.  [Exit. 

MeL  Saucy  thing  ! 

Enter  Lucy. 

Luc.  What's  the  matter,   madam  ? 

"Mel.  Did  you  not  fee  the  proud  nothing,  how  Hie 
fwell'd  upon  the  arrival  o'  her  fellow. 

Luc.  Her  fellow  has  not  been  long  enough  arriv'd 
to  occafion  any  great  fwelling,  madam  ;  I  don't  be- 
lieve fhe  has  feen  him  yet. 

MeL  Nor  fhan't  if!  can  help  it Let  me  fee— • 

I  have  it Bring  me  pen  and  ink hold,  I'll  go 

write  in  my  clofet. 

Luc .  An  anfwer  to  this  letter,  I  hope,  madam  ? 
[Prefects  a  letter. 

Met.  Who  fent  it  r 

Luc.  Your  captain,  madam. 

MeL  He's  a  fool,  and  I'm  tir'd  of  him,  fend  it 
back  unopen'd. 

Luc.  The  meffenger's  gone,  madam. 

Mel.  Then  how  ihou'd  I  fend  an  anfwer?  Call  him 
back  immediately,  while  I  go  write.  [Exeunt. 


ACT         II. 

SCENE,    An  Apartment. 
Enter  Jujiice  B al la n ce  and  Plume. 
SaJl.T    Ook'e,  captain,  give  us  but  blood  for  our 
\  j  money,  and  you  ftian't  want  men.     '  I  re- 
member that  for  fome  years  of  the  laft  war,  we  had 
no  blood,  no  wounds,   but  in  the  officers  mouths ; 
nothing  for  our  millions  but  news-papers  not  worth, 
a  reading — Our  army  did  nothing  but  play  at  pri- 
fon-bars,   and  hide  and  feek  with  the  enemy;  but 
now  ye  have  brought  us  colours,  and  ilandarcb,  and 
prifoners' — Ad's  my  life,  captain,  get  us  but  another 
anarfhal  of  France,  and  I'll  go  myfelf  for  a  foldier — 
Plume.  Pray,    Mr.  Ballaactt    how  does  your   fair 
daughter  ? 
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Ball.  Ah,  captain  ?  what  is  my  daughter  to  a  mar- 
lhal  of  France?  We're  upon  a  nobler  fubjeft,  I  want 
to  have  a  particular  defcription  of  the  battle  of  Mitt  Jen. 

Plume.  The  battle,  fir,  was  a  very  pretty  battle  as 
any  one  fhou'd  defire  to  fee,  but  we  were  all  fo  intent 
upon  vidary,  that  we  never  minded  the  battle :  All 
that  I  know  of  the  matter  is,  our  general  commanded 
us  to  beat  the  French,  and  we  did  fo  ;  and  if  he  pleafes 
but  to  fay  the  word,  we'll  do  it  again.  But  pray,  fir, 
how  does  Mrs.  Sylvia  ? 

Ball.  Still  upon  Sylvia  !  For  fhame,  captain,  you 
are  engag'd  already,  wedded  to  the  war ;  victory  is 
your  miftrefs,  and  'tis  below  a  foldier  to  think  of  any 
other. 

P{nme.  As  a  miftrefs,  I  confefs ;  but  as  a  friend, 
Mr.  Ballatice 

BaH^  Come,  come,  captain,  never  mince  the  mat- 
ter, wou'd  not  you  debauch  my  daughter,,  if  you  cou'd. 

Plume.  How,   fir  !  I  hope  (he's  not  to  be  debauch'd, 

Ball.  Faith,  but  me  is,  fir;  and  any  woman  in 
England  of  her  age  and  complexion,  by  a  man  of  your 
youth  and  vigour.  Look'e,  captain,  once  I  was 
young,  and  once  an  officer  as  you  are ;  and  I  can  guefs 
at  your  thoughts  now,  by  what  mine  were  then;  and 
I  remember  very  well,  that  I  wou'd  have  given  one  of 
my  legs  to  have  deluded  the  daughter  of  an  old  coun- 
try gentleman,  as  like  me  as  I  was  then  like  you. 

Plume.  But,  fir,  was  that  country  gentleman  your 
friend  and-  benefaftor ' 

Ball.   Not  much  of  that. 

Plume.  There  the  comparifon  breaks  :  the  favours, 
fir,  that 

Ball.  Pho,  pho,  I  hate  fet  fpeeches  ;  if  I  have  done 
you  any  fervice  captain,  'twas  to  pleafe  myfelf ;  I  love 
thee,  and  if  I  could  part  with  my  girl,  you  fhou'd 
have  her  as  icon  as  any  young  fellow  \  knpw  :  but  I 
hope  you  have  more  honour  than  to  quit  the  fervice, 
and  me  more  prudence  than  to  follow  the  camp  ;  but 
fhe's  at  her  own  difpofal,  fhe  has  fifteen  hundred  pounds 
in  her  packet,  and  fo— Sjb-via,  Sylvia*  [Calls. 

Enttr 
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Enter   Sylvia. 

Sjl<  There  are  fome  letters,  fir,  come  by  the  poft 
from  London,  I  left  them  upon  the  table  in  your  clofet. 

Ball.  And  here  is  a  gentleman  from  Germany.  [Pre- 
fects Plume  to  her.~\  Captain  you'll  excufe  me,  I'll  go 
and  read  my  letters  and  wait  on  you.  [Exit. 

Sjl.    Sir,    you  are  welcome  to  'England. 

Plume.  You  are  indebted  to  me  a  welcome,  ma- 
dam, fmce  the  hopes  of  receiving  it  from  this  fair 
hand,  was  the  principal  caufe  of  my  feeing  England. 

Syl.  I  have  often  heard,  that  foldiers  were  fincere, 
fhali  I  venture  to  believe  publick  report  ? 

Plume.  You  may,  when  'tis  back'd  by  private  in* 
fwance;  for  I  fwear,  madam,  by  the  honour  of  my 
profefiion,  that  whatever  dangers  I  went  upon,  it  was 
with  the  hope  of  making  myfelf  more  worthy  of  your 
efieem  ;  and  if  ever  I  had  thoughts  of  preferving  my 
life,  'twas  for  the  pleafure  of  dying  at  your  feet. 

S}L  Well,  well,  you  fhall  die  at  my  feet,  or  where 
you  will;  but  you  know,  fir,  there  is  a  certain  will 
and  teftament  to  be  made  before-hand. 

Plume.  My  will,  madam,  is  made  already,  and 
there  it  is ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  open  the  parchment, 
which  was  drawn  the  evening  before  the  battle  of 
Minden,  you  will  find  whom  I  left  my  heir. 

Syl.  Mrs.  Sylvia  Ballance,  [Of  ens  the  will  and  reads.  ~\ 
Well,  captain,  this  is  a  handfome  and  a  fubftantial 
compliment ;  but  I  can  a/lure  you,  I  am  much  better 
pleafed  with  the  bare  knowledge  of  your  intention, 
than  I  ihou'd  have  been  in  the  pofTeffion  of  your  legacy : 
bat  methinks,  fir,  you  fhou'd  have  left  fome  thing  to 
your  little  boy  at  the  Caftle. 

P/W'.That's  home,  {Afide.~\  My  little  boy!  Lack-a- 
day,  madam,  that  alone  may  convince  you 'twas  none 
of  mine;  why  the  girl,  madam,  is  my  ferjeant's  wife, 
and  fo  the  poor  creature  gave  out  that  I  was  father, 
in  hopes  that  my  friends  might  fupport  her  in  cafe  of 

ncceifity. That  was  all,  madam My  boy  !  No-, 

no,  no. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  my  mafter  has  receiv'd  fome  ill  news 
from  London,  and  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  immediate- 
ly, and  he  begs  the  captain's  pardon,  that  he  can't 
wait  on  him  as  he  promis'd. 

Plume.  Ill  news !  Heavens  avert  it,  nothing  could 
touch  me  nearer  than  to  fee  that  generous  worthy  gen- 
tleman afflicted :  I'll  leave  you  to  comfort  him,  and 
be  affur/'d,  that  if  my  life  and  fortune  can  be  any  way 
ierviceable  to  the  father  of  my  Sylvia,  lie  mall  freely 
command  both. 

Sy/.  The  necefllty  muft  be  very  preffing,  that  wou'd 
engage  ma  to  endanger  either. 

[Exeunt  /tveralfy* 

SCENE,    Another  apartment. 
Enter  Ballance  and  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Whilft  there  is  life,  there  is  hope,  fir  ?  perhaps 
my  brother  may  recover. 

Ball.  We  have  but  little  reafon  to  expect  it ;  the 
doctor  acquaints  me  here,  that  before  this  comes  to- 

my  hands,  he  fears  I  mall  have  no  fon Poor  Owen  ! 

.  -  .  —  But  the  decree  is  juft,  I  was  pleas'd  with  the 
death  of  my  father,  becaufe  he  left  me  an  eflate,  and 
now  I  am  punifh'd  with  the  lofs  of  an  heir  to  inherit 
mine  ;  I  muft  now  look  upon  you  as  the  only  hopes  of 
my  family,  and  I  expect  that  the  augmentation  of 
your  fortune  will  give  you  freih  thoughts,  and  new 
profpects. 

Syl.  My  defire  of  being  punctual  in  my  obedience 
requires  that  you  would  be  plain  in  your  commands, 
fir. 

Ball.  The  death  of  your  brother  makes  you  fcle 
heirefs  to  my  eftate,  which  you  know  is  about  twelve- 
hundred  pounds  a  year:  this  fortune  gives  you  a  fair 
claim  to  quality,  and  a  title  ;  you.  muft  let  a  juft  value- 
upon  yourfelf,  and  in  plain  terms,  think  no  more  of 
Captain  Plume. 

Syl.  You  have  often  commended  the  gentleman,  fir» 

RalL 
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Sail,  And  I  do  fo  ftill,  he's  a  very  pretty  fellow ;  but 
tho'  I  like  him  well  enough  for  a  bare  fon-in-law,  I 
don't  approve  of  him  for  an  heir  to  my  eftate  and  fa- 
mily; fifteen  hundred  pounds  indeed  I  might  truft  in 
his  hands,  and  it  might  do  the  young  follow  a  kind- 
nefs,  but, — odds  my  life,  twelve  hundred  pounds  a  year 
v/ou'd  ruin  him,  quite  turn  his  brain  :  a  captain  of  foot 
worth  twelve  hundred  pound  a  year  !  'tis  a  prodigy  in 
nature :  *  Befides  this,  I  have  five  or  fix  thoufand 
pounds  in  woods  upon  my  eftate.     O  1  that  wou'd 
make  him  ftark  mad  :   for  you  muft  know,  that  all 
captains  have  a  mighty  averfion  to   timber,    they 
can't  endure   to  fee  trees  Handing :   then  I  fhou'd 
have  fome  rogue  of  a  builder,  by  the  help  of  his 
damn'd  magick  art,  transform  my  noble  oaks  and 
elms  intocornilhes,  portals,  fames,  birds,  beafts  and 
devils,  to  adorn  fome  magotty,  new-fafhion'd  bauble 
upon  the  Thames;  and  then  I  fhou'd  have  a  dog  of  a 
gardener  bring  a  habeas  corpus  for  my  terra  Jirma, 
remove  it  to  Chelfea,  or  Twittenhtun,  and  clap  it  into 
grafs-plats  and  gravel-walks.' 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  here's  one  with  a  letter  below  for  your 
•worfhip,  but  he  will  deliver  it  into  no  hands  but  your 
C»wn. 

Ball.  Come,  fhew  me  the  meflenger. 

{Exit  with  Servant. 
Sjl.  Make  the  difpute  between  love  and  duty,  and 

I  am  Prince  Prcttyman  exaftly. If  my  brother  dies, 

ah  poor  brother  !  if  he  lives,  ah  poor  filler  !  'Tis  bad 
both  ways  ;  I'll  try  it  again- — Follow  my  own  incli- 
nations, and  break  my  father's  heart;  or  obey  his 
commands,  and  break  my  own  ;  worfe  and  worfe.  Sup- 
pofe  I  take  it  thus  ?  A  moderate  fortune,  a  pretty  fellow 
i'.nd  a  pad  ;  or  a  fine  eftate,  a  coach  and  fix,  and  an 

afs That  will  never  do  neither. 

Enter  Juftice  Ballance  and  a  Servant. 
Ball.  Put  four  horfes  to  the  coach,     [To  afervant 
who  goes  out.}     Ho,  Sylvia* 
W.  Sir. 

JBaJL 
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Sail.  How  old  were  you  when  your  mother  dy'd  ? 

SyL  So  young,  that  Idon't  remember  I  ever  had  one  ; 
and  you  have  been  fo  careful,  fo  indulgent  to  me  Jince, 
that  indeed  I  never  wanted  one. 

Sail.  Have  I  ever  deny'd  you  any  thing  you  afk'd 
of  me  ? 

SyL  Never  that  I  remember. 

Ball.  Then,  Sylvia,  I  muft  beg  that  once  in  your 
life  you  wou'd  grant  me  a  favour. 

SyL  Why  fhou'd  you  queftion  it,  fir  ? 

Ball.  I  don't,  but  I  wou'd  rather  counfel  than  com- 
mand ;  I  don't  propofe  this  with  the  authority  of  a 
parent,  but  as  the  advife  of  your  friend ;  that  you 
wou'd  take  the  coach  this  moment,  and  go  into  the 
-country. 

SyL  Does  this  advice,  fir,  proceed  from  the  contents 
of  the  letter  you  receiv'd  juil  now  ? 

Bail.  No  matter,  I  will  be  with  you  in  three  or 
four  days,  and  then  give  you  my  reafons — But  before 
you  go,  I  expect  you  will  make  me  one  folemn  promife. 

SyL  Propofe  the  thing,  fir. 

Ball.  That  you  will  nex'er  difpofe  of  yourfelf  to  any 
man,  without  my  confent. 

SyL  I  promife. 

Ball.  Very  well,  and  to  be  even  with  you,  I  pro- 
mife I  never  will  difpofe  of  you  without  your  own  con- 
fent,  and  fo,  Sylvia,  tlie  coach  is  ready ;  farewel.  {Leads 
her  to  the  door,  and  returns.'}  Now  (he's  gone,  I'll  ex- 
amine the  contents  of  this  letter  a  little  nearer. 

[Reads. 
S  i  R, 

JM  T  intimacy  with  Mr.  Worthy  has  drawn  a  fecret 
from  him,  that  he  had  from  his  friend  Captain 
Plume  ;  and  my  friend/hip  and  relation  to  ycur  family, 
ablige  me  to  give  you  timely  notice  of  it  :  the  Captain  has 
dishonourable  def.gns  upon  my  coufin  Sylvia.  Evils  of 
this  nature  are  more  eajily  prevented  than  amended,  and 
that  you  nvou'd  immediately  fend  my  coufin  into  the  country  t 
is  the  advice  of, 

Sir,  your  humble  fervant, 

M  £  L  I  N  D  4. 

Why 


THE    RECRUITING    OFFICER.         23 

Why  the  devil's  in  the  young  fellows  of  this  age,  they 
are  ten  times  worfe  than  they  were  in  my  time ;  had 
he  made  my  daughter  a  whore,  and  forfwore  it  like  a 
gentleman,  I  could  have  almoft  pardon'd  it ;  but  to 
tell  tales  before-hand  is  monftrous. —  Hang  it,  I  can 
fetch  down  a  woodcock  or  a  fnipe,  and  why  not  a  hat 
and  feather  ?  I  have  a  cafe  of  good  piftols,  and  have 
a  good  mind  to  try. 

Enter  Worthy. 
Worthy  !  your  fervant. 

Wor.  I'm  forry,  fir,  to  be  the  meflenger  of  ill  news. 

Ball.  I  apprehend  it,  fir,  you  have  heard  that  my 
fon  Oavf»  is  paft  recovery. 

Wor.  My  letters  fay  he's  dead,  fir. 

Ball.  He's  happy,  and  I'm  fatisfy'd  :  the  ftrokes  of 
Heaven  lean  bear ;  but  injuries  from  men,  Mr.  Worthy, 
are  not  fo  eafily  fupported. 

Wor.  I  hope,  fir,  you're  under  no  apprehenfion  of 
wrong  from  any  body. 

Ball.  You  know  I  ought  to  be. 

Wor.  You  wrong  my  honour,  in  believing  I  cou'd 
know  any  thing  to  your  prejudice,  without  refenting  it 
as  much  as  you  fhou'd. 

Ball.  This  letter,  fir,  which  I  tear  in  pieces  to  con- 
ceal the  perfon  that  fent  it,  informs  me,  that  Plume  has 
a  defign  upon  Sylvia,  and  that  you  are  privy  to't. 

Wor.'Na.y  then,  fir,  I  muft  do  myfelf  juftice,  and  en- 
deavour to  find  out  the  author,  (Takes  up  a  bit.}  Sir,  I 
know  the  hand,  and  if  you  refufe  to  difcover  the  con- 
tents, 'Melinda  (hall  tell  me.  (Going. 

Ball.  Hold,  fir,  the  contents  I  have  told  you  already, 
only  with  this  circumftance,  that  her  intimacy  with  Mr. 
Worthy  had  drawn  the  fecret  from  him. 

Wor.  Her  intimacy  with  me  !  Dear  fir,  let  me  pick 
up  the  pieces  of  this  letter;  'twill  give  me  fuch  a  hank 
upon  her  pride,  to  have  her  own  an  intimacy  under 
her  hand  :  this  was  the  luckieft  accident !  (Gathering 
up  the  letter.}  The  afperfion,  fir,  was  nothing  but 
malice,  the  effeft  of  a  little  quarrel  between  her  'and 
Mrs.  Sjhia. 

r  Ball. 
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Ball.  Are  you  fare  of  that,  fir  ? 

Wcr.  Her  maid  gave  me  the  hiftory  of  part  of  the 
battle,  juil  now,  as  me  over-heard  it.  But  I  hope,  iir, 
your  daughter  has  fuffer'd  nothing  upon  the  account. 

Ball.  No,  no,  poor  girl,  fhe's  fo  afHicled  with  the 
news  of  her  brother's  death,  that  to  avoid  company,  ihe 
begg'd  leave  to  be  gone  into  the  Country, 

War.  And  is  ihe  gone  ? 

Ball.  I  cou'd  not  refufe  her,  (he  was  fo  preffing  ; 
the  coach  went  from  the  door  the  minute  before  you 
came. 

Wor.  So  preffing  to  be  gone,  fir ! 1  find  her  for- 
tune will  give  her  the  fame  airs  with  Melinda,  and  then 
Plume  and  I  may  laugh  at  one  another, 

Ball.  Like  enough,  women  are  as  fubjedl  to  pride  as 
men  are ;  and  why  mayn't  great  women,  as  well  as  great 

men,   forget  their  old  acquaintance? But  come, 

where's  this  young  fellow  ?  I  love  him  fo  well,  it  would 
break  the  heart  of  me  to  think  him  a  rafcal  I'm 
glad  my  daughter's  gone  fairly  off  tho'.  (AJide.)  Where 
does  the  captain  quarter  ? 

Wcr.  At  Horfon's  ;  I  am  to  meet  him  there  two  hours 
hence ,  and  we  mould  be  glad  of  your  company. 

Ball.  Your  pardon,  dear  Worthy,  I  mult  allow  a  day 
or  two  to  the  death  of  my  fon  :  the  decorum  of  mourn- 
ing is  what  we  owe  the  world,  becaufe  they  pay  it  to 
us.  Afterwards,  Fm  yours  over  a  bottle,  or  how  you 
will. 

Wor.  Sir,  I'm  your  humbly  fervant. 

[Exeunt  fcveralfj, 

SCENE,     nejlreet. 

Enter  Kite,  iuith  Collar  Pear-main  in  one  hand,  and 
Thomas  Apple-tree  in  the  other  t  drunk. 

Kite  Jlngs. 

Our  'prentice  Tom  may  netv  refufe 
To  ivipe  his  fcoundrel  maker's  jboes  ; 
•  For  no'iv  he's  free  tofing  and  play, 
Over,  the  hills  and  far  away — O<ver,  &c. 

mob  fings  the  chorus. 

tr  C 
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77  V  foall  lead  more  happy  lives, 
By  getting  rid  of  brats  and  <wi<ves, 
'That  fccld  and  orativl  both  night  and  day, 
O-~uer  the  hills,  and  far  away—Over,  &C. 

Kite .  Hey  boys  !  thus  we  foldiers  live  !  drink,  flng, 

dance,  play :  we  live,  as  one  fnou'd  fay we  live 

'tis  impoflible  to  tell  how  we  live We  are  all  princes 

Why — why,  you  are  a  king — You  are  an  empe- 
ror, and  I'm  a  prince — now — an't  we — • 

'Tho.  No,  ferjeant,  I'll  be  no  emperor. 

Kite.  No! 

T'ho.  No,  I'll  be  a  jnflice  of  peace. 

Kite.  A  juitice  of  peace,  man  ! 

Tho.  Ay,  wauns  will  I ;  for  fince  this  p:erung-acl:, 
they  are  greater  than  any  emperor  under  the  fun. 

Kite.  Done  :  you  are  a  juftice  of  peace,  and  vou  are 
a  king,  and  I  am  a  duke,  and  a  rum  duke,  an't  1  ? 

CojL   Ay,  but  I'll  be  no  king. 

Kite.  What  then  ? 

Co/?.  I'll  be  a  queen. 

'Kite.  A  queen  ! 

Co/?.  Ay,  queen  of  England,  that's  greater  than 
any  king  of 'em  all. 

Kite.  Bravely  faid,  faith  ;  huzza  for  the  queen. 
[Huzza  !]  But  heark'e,  you,  Mr.  Juflice,  and  you,  Mr. 
Queen,  did  you  never  fee  the  king's  piclure  ? 

Beth.  No,  no,  no. 

Kite.  I  wonder  at  that ;  I  have  two  of 'em  fet  in  gold, 
and  as  like  his  majeity,  God  blefs  the  mark.  See  here, 
they  are  fet  in  gold, 

[Takes  two  guineas  cut  of  his  packet,  gives  one  to  each. 

77jo.  The  wonderful  works  of  Nature  ! 

[Looking  at  it. 

Co/?.  What's  this  writing  about  ?  Here's  a  pofy,  I 
believe,  Ca-ro-lus What's  that,  ferjeant  ? 

Kite.   O!   Carolus  ? Why,   Carolus  is  Latin 

for  king  George  ;  that's  all. 

Co/?.  'Tis  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  fcollard -ferjeant, 

will  you  part  with  this  r  I'll  buy  it  on  you,  if  it  come 
within  the  compafs  of  a  crown. 

B  Kite. 
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Kite.  A  crown  !  never  talk  of  buying  ;  'tis  the:  fame 
tiling  among  friends,  you  know;  I'll  prefent  them  to 
ye  both  :  you  fhall  give  me  as  good  a  thing.  Put  'cm 
up,  and  remember  your  old  friend,  when  1  am  over  the 
hills,  and  far  away.  ^'heyfing,  and  put  uj>  the  money. 

Enter  Plume  Jinging. 

.Plume.  .Over  the  hills,  and  over  the  main, 
T'o  Flanders,  Portugal,  or  Spain  .- 
'The  kttig  command's ,   and  ive'll  obey, 
Over  tht  hills  and  far  aivay. 

Come  on- my  men  of  mirth,  away  with  it,  I'll  make 
one  among  ye  :  who  are  thefe  hearty  lads  ? 

Kite.  Off  with  your  hats ;  'ounds  off  with  your  hats^ 
this  is  the  captain,  the  captain. 

<T'ho.  'We-have  feen  captains  afore  now,  mun. 

•Coft.  Ay,  and  lieutenant  captains  too;  s'ilefh,  I'll 
keep  on  my  nab. 

<fho.  And  I'fe  fcarcely  d'off  mine  for  any  captain  in 
England :  my  vether's  a  freeholder. 

Plume.  Who  are  thefe  jolly  lads,  ferjeant  ? 

Kite.  A  couple  of  honelt  brave  fellows  that  are  wil- 
ling to  ferve  the  king  -.  I  haveentertain'd  'em  jult  now, 
as  volunteers,-  under  your  honour's  command. 

Plume.  And  good  enteKtaicment  they  fhall  have  : 
volunteers  are  the  raen  I  want,  thofe  are  the  men  fit 
to  make  foldiers,  captains,  generals. 

Tho.  Wounds,  Tummas,  what's  this !  are  you  lifted? 

Cojl.  FLeih  !   not  I :  are  you  Coftar  °S 

T'ho.  Wounds,  not  I. 

Kite.  What !  not  lifted !  ha,  ha,  ha !  a  very  gcod 
jeft,  I'faith. 

Co/}.  Come,  Tummas,  we'll  go  home. 

Tho.  Ay,  ay,  come. 

Kite.  Home.!  for  fhame,  gentlemen,  behave  ynur- 
fclves  better  before  your  captain:  dear/fiMUttr,  honcit 
Cejiar. 

7 ho.  No,  no,  we'll  be  gone. 

Kite.  Nay,  then,  I  command  you  to  ftay  :  I. place 
you  both  centinels  in  this  place,  for  cwo  hours,  to 

v.utch. 
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vetch  the  motion  of  St.  Mary's  clock,  you  ;  and  you 
the  motion  of  St.  Chad's  :  and  he  that  dares  ilir  from 
,his  poft,  till  he  be  reliev'd,  fhall  have  my  ivvord  in  his 
guts  the  next  minute. 

Plume.  What's  the  matter,  ferjeant  ?  I'm  afraid  you 
are  too  rough  with  thefe  gentlemen. 

Kite.  I'm  too  mild,  fir  !  they  difobey  command, 
fir,  and  one  of  'em  fhou'd  be  mot  for  an  example  to 
the  other. 

CojL   Shot,  Tttrnmas? 

Plume.  Come,  gentlemen,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Tho.  We  don't  know  !  the  noble  ferjeant  is  pleas' d 
to  be  in  a  paflion,  fir, but 

Kite.  They  difobey  command,  they  deny  their  be- 
ing lilted. 

The.  Nay,  ferjeant,  we  don't  downright  deny  it 
neither ;  that  we  dare  not  do,  for  fear  of  being  (hot : 
but  we  humbly  conceive,  in  a  civil  way,  and  begging' 
your  worlhip's  pardon,  that  we  may  go  hom-e. 

Plume.  That's  caiily  known ;  have  either  of  you  re- 
ceiv'd  any  of  the  king's  money  ? 

Co/?.  Not  a  brafs  farthing,  fir. 

Kite.  Sir,  they  have  each  of  them  receiv'd  one  and 
twenty  millings,  and  'tis  now  in  their  pockets. 

Co/?.  Wounds,  if  I  have  a  penny  in  my  pocket  but 
a  bent  fix-pence,  I'll  be  content  to  be  iiiled,  and  Ihot 
into  the  bargain. 

ff/jo.  And  I :   look  ye  here,  fir. 

Cojl.  Nothing  .but  the  king's  picture,  that  the  fer- 
jeant gave  me  juft  now. 

Kite.  See  there,  a  guinea,  one  and  twenty  millings ; 
t'other  has  the  fellow  -on't, 

'.Plume.  The  cafe  is  plain,  gentlemen,  the  goods  are 
found  upon  you :  thole  pieces  of  gold  are  worth  one 
and  twenty  millings  each. 

Co/?.  So  it  feems,  that  Carolus  is  one  and  twenty 
{hillings  in  Latin. 

ff'ho.  'Tis  the  fame  thing  in  Greek,  for  we  are  lifted. 
'     Cofi.   Flclli  !   but   we  an't,  T'tanmas :  I  defu-etO.be. 
carry 'd  before  the  mayor,  captain. 

[Captain  and  Serjeant  wbifper  the  while. 
B  2  Plume. 
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Plume.  'Tv/ill  never  do,    Kite your  datnn'd 

tricks  will  ruin  me  at  lalt 1  won't  lofe  the  ic 

tho',  if  I  can  help  it Well,   gentlemen,    there 

muit  be  fome  trick  in  this ;  my  ferjeant  offers  to  take 
his  oath  that  you  are  fairly  lilted. 

!Tbo.  Why,  captain,  we  know  that  you  foldiers  have 
more  liberty  of  confcience  than  other  folks ;  but  for 
me,  or  neighbour  C after  here,  to  take  fuch  an  oath, 
'twou'd  be  downright  perjuration. 

Plume.  Look'e,  rafcal,  you  villain,  if  I  find  that 
you  have  impos'd  upon  thefe  two  honeft  fellows,  I'll 

trample  you  to  death,  you  dog Come,  how 

vvus't  ? 

Tho.  Nay  then,  we'll  fpeak ;  your  ferjeant,  as  you 
fay,  is  a  rogue,  an't  like  your  worihip,  begging  your 
worship's  pardon — and 

Coft.  Nay,  ^Tummas,  let  me  fpeak  ;  you  know  I 
can  read-  And  fo,  fir,  he  gave  us  thofe  two 

pieces  of  money  for  pictures  of  the  king,  by  way  of  a 
prefent. 

Plume.  How !  by  way  of  a  prefent !  the  fon  of  a 
whore !  I'll  teach  him  to  abufe  honeft  fellows,  like  you  ! 
icoundrel,  rogue,  villain  ! 

\_Beats  off  the  Serjeant,  and  follows. 

Boih.  O  brave  noble  captain  !  huzza  !  a  brave  cap- 
tain, 'faith. 

Coft.  Now  Tummas,  Care/us  is  Latin  for  a  beating  :: 

this  is  the  braveft  captain  I  ever  faw wounds  I 

have  a  month's  mind  to  go  with  him. 
Enter  Plume. 

Plume.   A  dog,  to-abafe  two  fdch  honeft  fellows  as 

you Look'e,  gentlemen,  I  love  a  pretty  fellow, 

I  ccnie  among  you  as  an  officer  to  lift  foldiers,  not  as 
a  kidnapper,  to  fteal  flaves. 
..Coft.   Mind  that,   Tummas. 

Plume.  I  defire  no  man  to  go  with  me,  but  as  I 
went  myfelf :  I  went  a  volunteer,  as  you,  or  you,  may 
do  i  for  a  little  time  carry'd  a  mufket,  and  now  I  com- 
a  company. 
.  Mind  that,  Coftar  :  a  fweet  gentleman. 

Plume, 
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Plume.  'Tis  true,  gentlemen,  I  might  take  an  ad- 
vantage of  you  ;  the  king's  money  was  in  your  pockets, 
my  ferjeant  was  ready  to  take  his,  oath  you  were  liiled; 
but  I  fcorn  to  do  a  bafe  thing,  you  are  both  of  you  at 
your  liberty. 

Co/}.  Thank  you,  noble  captain  -  I-cod,  I  can't 
find  in  my  heart  to  leave  him,  he  talks  fo  finely. 

Tbo.  Ay,  Cojlar,  wou'd  he  always  hold  in  this 
mind. 

Plume.  Come,  my  lads,  one  thing  more  I'll  tell 
you  :  you're  both  young  tight  fellows,  and  the  army- 
is  the  place  to  make  you  men  for  ever  :  every  man  has 
his  let,  and  you  have  yours  :  what  think  you  now  of 
a  purfe  of  French  gold  out  of  a  monfieur's  pocket,  after 
you  have  dafh'd  out  his  brains  with  a  but-end  of  your 
firelock?  eh!  ' 

Coft.  Wauns  !  I'll  have  it.  Captain  -  give  me 
a  {hilling,  I'll  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

Tbo.  Nay,  dear  Cojlar,  do'na;  be  advis'd. 

Plume.  Here,  my  hero,  here  are  two  guineas  for 
thee,  as  earnefl  of  what  I'll  do  farther  for  thee. 

Tho.  Do'na  take  it,  do'na,  dear  Coftar, 

[Cries  and  pulls  tack  his  arm. 

Coft.  I  wall  -  1  wull  -  Waunds,  my  mind 
gives  me  that  I  mail  be  a  captain  myfeif  -  1  take 
your  money,  fir,  and  now  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Plume.  Give  me  thy  hand,  and  now  you  and  I  will 
travel  the  world  o'er,  and  command  it  wherever  wa 
tread  -  Bring  your  friend  with  you  if  you  can. 


Coft.  Well,  Tummas,  muft  we  part  ? 

T/JO.  No,  Coftar,  I  canno  leave  thee  -  Come, 
captain,  I'll  e'en  go  along  too  ;  and  if  you  have  two 
honefler  fimpler  lads  in  your  company,  than  we  two 
have  been,  I'll  fay  no  more. 

Plume.  Here,  my  lad,  [Gives  him  money.']  Now  your 
na'me  ? 

'The.   Tummas  Applet  ree. 

Plume.   And  yours. 

Coft.   Coftar  Pearmain. 

Plume.  Well  faid  Collar  !  Born  where  ? 

B  3  rbt, 
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Tho.  Both  in  HetYfortfjbire. 

Plume.   Very  well ;  courage,  my  lads— —  Now  we'll 
fmg,    Q<ver  the  bills,   and  far  away. 
Courage,   boys,  'tis  one  to  ten 
But  iie  return  all  gentlemen  ; 
While  conquering  cclours  ive  difplay, 
Over  tte  kills  and  far  aivaj. 
Kite,  take  care  of  'em. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite,  An't  you  accnpie  of  pretty  fellows  now  !  here 
you  have  complain'd  to  the  captain,  I  am  to  be  rurn'd 
out,  and  one  of  you  will  he  ferjennt.     "  Which  c/jfcu 
f  *  is  to  L-ai'e  n:y  halberd  ? 
"   Both  Rea-it-ts.      I. 

"   Kite.   So  youfaall in  ysrtr  guts — "      '   But  in 

'  the  mean  time,'  march  you  fons  of  whores. 

[Heats  tke>r.  ijf. 


A   e   T    in. 

SCENE,     Toe  market -jL.ee. 
Enter  Pluine  aud  Worthy. 

Wor.  T  Cannot  forbear  admiring  the  equality  of  our 
A  two  fortunes  :  we  lov'd  two  ladies,  they  met; 
tis  half  way,  and  juft  as  we  were  upon  the  point  of 
leaping  into  their  arms,  Fortune  drops  into  their  lap.-, 
pride  pcfiefles  their  hearts,  a  maggot  fills  their  heads, 
madnefs  takes  'em  by  the  tails,  they  fnort,  kick  up 
their  heels,  and  away  they  run. 

Plume.  And  leave  us  here  to  mourn  upon  the  (here 

• A  couple  of  poor  melancholy  moafters— — -What 

lhall  we  do  ? 

it'ar.  I  have  a  trick  for  mine  ;  the  letter,  you  know, 
and  the  fortune-teller. 

Flume.  And  I  have  a  trick  for  mine. 

K'er.   Whitis't? 

Flume.  I'li  never  think  of  her  again. 

Wor. 
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Jfir.    N-0? 

•Plurm\  No  ;  I  think  myfelf  above  administering  to 
the  pride  of  any  woman,  were  Itie  worth  twelve  thou- 
fand  a  year  ;  and  I  ha'n't  the  vanity  to  believe  I 
fhall  ever  gain  a  lady  worth  twelve  hundred  •  •• 

The  generous  gGod-riatur'd  Sjf-via,   in  her  fmock,  I 
admire;   but  the  haughty,  fcornful   Sylvia,  with  her 

fortune,  I  defpife What  fneak  out  of  town,  and 

not  fo  much  as  a  word,  a  line,  a  compliment. • 

'Sdeath  !  how  far  off  does  fhe  live  ?  i:ll  go  and  break 
her  windows. 

ffor.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  ay,  and  the  window-bars  too, 

to  come  at  her Come,  eome,  friend,  no  more 

of  your  rough  military  airs. 

later  Kite. 

Kite.  Captain,  Captain,  fir.!  look  yonder,  me's  a 
coining  this  way  :  "f  is  the  prettyeft,  cleanelt  little  tit  ! 

Plume.  Now  Worthy,  to  mew  you  how  much  I  am 
in  love; here  fhe  comes:  But  Kite,  what  is  that- 
great  country  fellow  with  her? 

Kite.   I  can't  tell,    fir. 

Enter  Rofe,  follow  d  by  her  brother  Bullock,  'with 
chickeni  on  her  arm  in  a  bajktt. 

Rofe.  Buy  chickens,  young  and  tender  chickens, 
young  and  tender  chickens. 

Plume.   Here,  you  chickens  ! 

Rofe.  Who  calls  ? 

Plume.   Come  hither,  pretty  maid. 

Rofe.  Will  you  ple.afe  to  buy,  fir  ? 
.    fFor.  Yes  child,  we'll  both  buy. 

Plume.  Nay,  Worthy-,  that's  not  fair,  market  for 
your  fclf come  child,  I'll  buy  all  you  have, 

Rofe.   Then  all  1  have  is  at  your  fervice.    [Cwrtf.es. 

Jf'or.  Then  mufti  fliift  for  myfelf,  I  find.   .  [Exit. 

Plume.   Let  me  fee  ;  young  and  tender,  you  fay. 

[Chucks  her  under  the  chin. 

Rofe.   As  ever  you  tafred  in  your  life,  fir. 

Plume.  Come,  I  muit  examine  your  bafltet  to  the 
bottom,  my  dear. 

Rye.  Nav,  for  what  matter,  put  in  your  hand  ? 
B  4  feel 
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tee!  fir  j  I  warrant  my  ware   as  good    as  any  in  the 
market. 

Plume.  And  I'll  buy  it  all,  child,  were  it  ten  times 
more. 

R':fet  S:r,   I  can  furniih  you. 

Plume.   Come  then,  we   won't  quarrel    about  the 

price,  they're  fine  birds Pray  what's  your  name, 

j  retry  creature  ? 

Rt/e.  Rc/e,  fir  :  My  father  is  a  farmer  withia  three 
fhort  mile  o'  the  town ;  we  keep  this  market  :  I  fell 
chickens,  eggs,  and  butter,  and  my  brother  Bulhtk 
there  fells  corn. 

Bullock.  Come,  filler,  hafte,  we  fhall  be  late 
hoame.  \lfrhijrles  about  the  ft  age. 

Plume.   Kite  !   \Tips  him  ihe  ^ivink,  ke  returns    it.] 

-Pretty  Mrs.    Ro/e you  have let    me  fee - 

how  many  ? 

Rf>/e.  A  dozen,  fir,  and  they  are  richly  worth  a 
crown . 

Bull.  Ccme,  Ruofe,  I  fold  fifty  ftrakes  of  barley 
to-day  in  half  this  time  ;  but  you  will  higgle  and 
higgle  for  a  penny,  more  than  the  commodity  is 
worth. 

Rofe.  What's  that  to  you,  oaf!  I  can  make  as 
much  out  of  a  groat,  as  you  can  out  of  four-pence, 

I'm  fure the  gentleman  bids   fair,  and   when  I 

meet  wjth  a  chapman,  I  know  how  to  make  the  beft 

of  him And  fo,  fir,  I  fay,  for  a  crown  piece 

the  bargain's  yours. 

Plume.  Here's  a  guinea,  my  dear. 

Rofc.  I  can't  change  your  money,  fir. 

Plume.  Indeed,  indeed,  but  you  can — my  lodging, 
is  hard  by,  chicken,  and  we'll  make  change  there. 

[Goes  off,  Jbe  follows  him. 

Kite.  So,  fir,  as  I  was  telling  you,  I  have  feen  one 
of  thefe  Hujfars  eat  up  a  ravelin  for  his  breakfaft,  and 
afterwards  pick'd  his  teeth  with  a  palifado. 

Lull.  Ay,  you  foldiers  fee  very  ftrange  things ;  but 
pray,  fir,  what  is  a  rabelin  ? 
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Kite.  Why,  'tis  like  a  modern  minc'd  pye,  but 
the  cruft  is  confounded  hard,  and  the  plumbs  are 
fomewhat  hard  of  digeftion. 

Bull.  Then  your  palifado,  pray  what  may  he  be? 
come,  Ruofe,  pray  ha'  done. 

Kite.  Your  paliiado  is  a  pretty  fort  of  bodkin,  about 
the  thicknefs  of  my  leg. 

Bull.  That's  a  fib,  I  believe.  [ji/tJe.}  Eh  !  where 'a 
Ruofe  !  Ruofe  !  Ruofe  !  s'flefh  where  Ruofe  gone  ? 

Kite.  She's  gone  with  the  captain. 

Bull.  The  captain  !  Waun's,  there's  no  preffing 
of  women,  fure. 

Kite.  But  there  is,  fure. 

Bull.  If  the  captain  fhou'd  prefs  Rtto/e,  I  fhou'd  be 

ruin'd Which   way  went  me  !    O  !  the  devil 

take  your  rabelins  and  palifadoes.  [Exit. 

Kite.  You  mail  be  better  acquainted  with  them, 
honeft  Bullock,  or  I  mail  mifs  my  aim. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Wor.  Why  thou  art  the  moft  ufeful  fellow  in  na- 
ture to  your  captain  ;  admirable  in  your  way,  I  find. 

Kite.  Yes,  fir,  I  underftand  my  buh nefs,  I  will  fay  it. 

JJ'o,\  How  came  you  fo  qualifi'd  ? 

Kite.  You  muft  know,  fir,  I  was  born  a  gipfv,  and 
bred  among  that  crew  till  I  was  ten  years  old,  there  I 
learn'd  canting  and  lying  ;  I  was  bought  from  my 
mother  Clccpctra,  by  a  certain  nobleman  for  three 
guineas,  who  liking  my  beauty,  made  me  his  page  ; 
there  I  learn'd  impudence  and  pimping.  I  was  turn'd 
off  for  wearing  my  Lord's  linen,  and  drinking  my 
lady's  ratafia,  and  turn'd  bailiff's  follower  ;  there  I 
learn'd  bullying  and  fwearing.  I  at  laft  got  into  the 
army,  and  there  I  learn'd  whoring  and  drinking — 
So  that  if  yourworlhip  pleafes  to  caft  up  the  whole  fum, 
f/s.  Canting,  lying,  impudence,  pimping,  bullying, 
fwearing,  whoreing,  drinking,  and  a  halbert,  you 
will  find  the  fum  total  amounting  to  a  recruiting  fer- 
jeant. 

War.  And  pray  what  induc'd  you  to  turn  foldier  ? 

Kite.  Hunger  and  ambition  ;  the  fears  of  ftarvinf, 
B  5  and 
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and  hopes  of  a  truncheon,  led  me  along  to  a  gen- 
tleman with  a  fair  tongue,  and  fair  periwig,  who 
loaded  me  with  promifes  ;  but  'gad  it  was  the  lighted 

load  that  I  ever  felt  in  my  life He  promiVd  ro 

advance  me,  and  indeed  he  did  fo to  a  garret  in 

the  Sat'ty.  I  afked  him  why  he  put  me  in  priion  ;  he 
cr.ll'd  me  lying  dog,  and  faid  I  was  in  garrifon  ;  and 
indeed,  'tis  a  garrilon  that  may  hold  out  till  dooms- 
day before  Ilhou'd  defire  to  take  it  again.  But  here 
comes  Juftice  Eallance. 

Enter  Ball?.nce  and  Bullock. 

Pall.  Here,  you  ferjrant,  vvhere's  your  captain  ? 
here's  a  poor  foolifh  fellow  comes  clamouring  to 
me  with  a  complaint,  that  your  captain  has  pref/d 
his  fifter;  do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  matter, 
Worthy. 

U'er.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  know  his  fifter  is  gone  v.irh 
flume  to  his  lodging,  to  fell  him  feme  chickens. 

Bali.  Is  that  all  ?  the  flow's  a  fool. 

Bull.  I  know  that,  an't  like  your  worfhip ;  but  if 
your  worfhip  pleafes  to  grant  me  a  warrant  to  bring 
her  before  your  worfhip  for  fear  of  the  worft. 
'    Ball.  Thotfrt  mad,  fellow,  thy  filter  is  Cafe  enough. 

Km.  I  hope  fo  too.  [Jfitie, 

Wor.  Halt  thou  no  more  fenfe,  fellow,  than  to  be- 
lieve that  the  cr.ptam  can  lift  women. 

Entl.  I  knew  not  whether  they  lift  them,  or  whh't 
they  do  with  them,  but  I  am  fure  they  carry  as  mr.ny 
women  as  men  with  them  uut  of  the  country. 

Ball,  But  how  came  you  not  to  go  along  with  v'our 
f::U"  : 

Bull.  Lord,  fir,  I  thought  no  more  cf  her  going 
than  I  do  of  the  day  I  fhall  die  ;  bat  this  gentlem?..*! 

here  not  fufpefting  any  hurt  neither,  I  believe— 

yen  thought  no  harm,   friend,  did  you  \ 

Kite.  Lackaday,    fir,  not  1 — only  that,  I  b- 
Khali  marry  her  to-morrow.  [jf/iefe 

Ball.  I  begin  to  fme1!  powder.  Well,  friend,  but 
what  did  that  gentleman  with  you  ? 

Bull.  Why,  fir,  he  er^ertain'd  ine  with  a  fine  ftery 

of 
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ofa  gre.it  fea-fight  between  the  Hungarians,  I  thick 
it  was,  and  the  W"ild-lrijh, 

Kite.  And  fo,  fir,  while  we  were  in  the  heat  of  bat- 
tle  the  captain  carry'd  oft"  the  baggage. 

Ball.  Serjeant,  go  along  with  this  fellow  to  your 
captain,  give  him  mv  humble  fervice,  and  defire  him 
to  difcharge  the  wench,  tho'  he  has  lilted  her. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  if  he  ben't  free  for  that,  he  ihall  have 
another  man  in  her.  place. 

Kite.  Come,  honeil  friend,  you  {hall  go  to  my  quar- 
ters initead  of  the  captain's  [j4jide.~\  , 

.     {.Exeunt  Kite  and  Bullock. 

Ball.  We  muft  get  this  mad  captain  his  complement 
of  men,  and  fend  him.  packing,  elie  he'll  over-run 
the  country. 

ff'or.  You  fee,  fir,  how- little  he  values  your  (daugh- 
ter's difdain. 

Ball.  I  like  him  the  better  ;  I  was  juft  fuch  anothejr 
fellow  at  his  age-;  '  I  never  fet  my  heart 'upon- any 

woman  fo  much  as  to,  make  myfelf  uneafy  at  the 

difappointment ;  but  what  was  very  furprizing  both 

to   myfelf  and  friends,    I    chang'd   o'  th'  fudden', 

£pm  the,  molt:  fickle   lover,    to   the  moft   conftant 

hulband  in  the  world.'  But  how  goes  your  affair 
with  Melineia  ? 

Wvr.  Very  flowly,  Cw/s/aTiad  formerly  wings,  but  I 
think  in  this  ;tge,.hc  goes  upon  crutches;  or  I  fancy 
lrenm  had  been  dallying  with  her  cripple  Vulcan  when. 
my  amour  commenc'd,  which  has  made  it  go  on  fo 
l;:mely ;  my  miilrcfs  h^s  got  a  captain  too,  but  fuch  a 
captain  !  as  I  live,  .yonder  he  conies. 
..  -Butt.  Who :  that,  bluff-  fellow  in  the  fafli !  I  don't 
know  him. 

.War.  But  I  engage  he  knows  you,  and  every,  body 
at  firfl  fight ;  his  impudence  were  a  prodigy,  were 
not  his  ignorance  proportionable ;  he  has  the  moft 
aniverfal  acquaintance  of  any  man  living,  for  he 
won't  be  alon,e,  and  no  body  will  keep  him  company 
twice ;  then  he's  a  Ccffar  among  the  women,  veni, 
vdi,  i,'ici,  that's  -.11.  .if  he  has  but  talk'd  .with  -the 

maid, 
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ma;d,  he  fwears  he  has  lain  with  the  miftrefs ;  but  the 
moft  furprizing  part  of  his  character  is  his  memory, 
which  is  the  moft  prodigious,  and  the  mofl  trifling  in 
the  world. 

Ball.  '  I  have  met  with  fuch  mcn;  and  I  take  this 
'  good  for  nothing  memory  to  proceed  from  a  certain 

*  contexture  of  the  brain,  which  is  purely  adapted  to- 
'  impertinencies,   and   there    they  lodge  fee ure,   the 
'  owner  having  no  thoughts  of  his  own  to   difturb 
'  them.     I  have  known  a  man  as  perfect  as  a  chrono- 

*  loger,  as  to  the  day  and  year  of  moft  important 

*  tran factions,    but    be    altogether   ignorant    in   the 
'  caufes,  or  confequences  of  any  one  thing  of  mo- 

'  merit ;'  I  have  known  another  acquire  fo  much  by 
travel,  as  to  tell  you  the  names  of  moft  places  in 
Europe,  with  their  diftances  of  miles,  leagues  or  hours, 
as  punctually  ?.s  a  poft-boy  ;  but  for  any  thing  elie, 
us  ignorant  as  the  horfe  that  carries  the  mail. 

Wor.  This  is  your  man,  fir,  add  but  the  traveller's 
privilege  of  lying,  and  even  that  he  abufes ;  this  is 
the  picture,  behold  the  life, 

Enter  Brazen. 

Brass.  Mr.  Worthy,  I  am  your  fervant,  and  fo  forth 
Hark'e,  my  dear. 

War.  Whifpering,  fir,  before  company  is  not  man- 
ners, and  when  no  body's  by,  'tis  foolim. 

BraK.  Company !  mart  de  ma  vie  !  I  beg  the  gen- 
tleman's pardon  ;  who  is  he  ? 

Wor.  A&.  him. 

Brax.  So  I  will.  My  dear,  I  am  your  fervant, 
and  fo  forth  ; your  name,  my  dear  ? 

Ball.  Very  Lacuiick,  fir. 

Brax.  Laccnick  !  a  very  good  name  truly:  I  have 
known  feveral  of  the  Laconicks  abroad  :  poor  Jack 
Laconick .'  He  was  kill'd  at  the  battle  of  Landen.  I 
remember  that  he  had  a  blue  ribbon  in  his  hat  that 
very  day,  and  after  he  fell,  we  found  a  piece  of  neat's 
tongue  in  his  pocket. 

Ball.  Pray,  fir,  did  the  French  attack  us,  or  we 
them,  at  Landen  ? 

Braz* 
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Braz.  The  French  attack  us !  Oons,  fir,  are  you  a 
Jacobite  ? 

Ball.  Why  that  queftion  ? 

Braz.  Becaufe  none  but  a  Jacobite  cou'd  think  that 

the  French  durft  attack  us No,  fir,  we  attack'd 

them  on  the 1  have  reafon  to  remember  the  time, 

for  I  had  two  and  twenty  horfes  kill'd  under  me  that 
day. 

Wor.  Then,  fir,  you  muft  have  rid  mighty  hard. 

Ball.  Or  perhaps,  fir,  like  my  countrymen,  you 
rid  upon  half  a  dozen  horfes  at  once. 

Braz.  What  do  ye  mean,  gentlemen  ?  I  tell  you 
they  were  kill'd,  all  torn  to  pieces  by  cannon-mot, 
except  fix  I  ftak'd  to  death  upon  the  enemies  Ckevaux 
defrife. 

Ball.  Noble  captain,  may  I  crave  your  name  ? 

Braz.  Brazen,  at  your  fervice. 

Ball.  Oh,  Brazen,  a  very  good  name  ;  I  have 
known  feveral  of  the  Brazens  abroad. 

Wor.  Do  you  know  one  captain  Plume,  fir  ? 

Braz.  Is  he  any  thing  related  to  Frank  Plume  in 

Northamptonjhire  ? Honeft  Frank  !  many,  many 

a  dry  bottle  have  we  crack'd  hand  to  fift  ;  you  mull 
have  known  his  brother  Charles  that  was  concern'd 
in  the  India  Company,  he  marry'd  the  daughter  of 
old  Tongue-Pad,  the  Matter  in  Chancery,  a  very  pret- 
ty woman,  only  fquinted  a  little  ;  me  dy'd  in  child- 
bed of  her  firft  child  ;  but  the  child  furviv'd,  'twas  a: 
daughter,  but  whether  'twas  call'd  Margaret  or  Mar-' 
gery,  upon  my  foul,  I  can't  remember,  [Locking  on 
his  watch.]  But  gentlemen,  I  muft  meet  a  lady,  a 
twenty  thoufand  pounder,  prefently,  upon  the  walk 

by  the  water Worthy,  your  fervant,  Laccnick 

yours  !  [Ex if. 

Ball.  If  you  can  have  fo  mean  an  opinion  of  Melin- 
da,  as  to  be  jealous  of  this  fellow,  I  think  me  ought 
to  give  you  caufe  to  be  fo. 

Wor.  I  don't  think  me  encourages  him  fo  much  for 
gaining  herfelf  a  lover,  as  to  fet  me  up  a  rival  j  were 
there  any  credit  to  be  given  to  his  words,  I  fhould  be- 
lieve 
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lieve  Melinda  had  made  him  this  aff.guation  ;  I  muft 
go  fee;  fir,  you'll  pardon  me.  [Exit.- 

Ball.  Ay,  ay,  fir,  you're  a  man  of  buiinefs — But 
what  have  we  got  here  ? 

Enter  JHof*  jitgrng. 

Rofe.  And  I  fhall  be  a  lady,  a  captain's  lady,  and 
ride  ilngle  upon  a  white  horfe  with  a  ftar,  upon  a  vel- 
vet fide-faddle ;  and  I  fliall  go  to  London,  and  fee  the 
tombs,  and  the  lions,  and  the  king.  Sir,  an  piea/e 
your  worfhip,-  I  have  often  feen  your  worCiip  ride 
through  our  grounds  a  hunting,  begging  your  worship's- 

pardon PraX  what   may  this  l?.ce  be  worth    a 

yard  ?  [Shewing  feme  lace. 

Ball.  Right  Mec-blin,  by  this  light !  v,  here  did  you 
get  this  lace,  child  ? 

Rofe.  NO  matter  for  that,  fir,  I  came  honeftly  by  it. 

Rail.  I  queition'it  much.  [-^^. 

Rofe.  And  fee  here,  fir,  a  fine  Turky-fhell  fnuff- 
box,  and  fine  mangere,  fee  here,  [Takes  jnuff '  aj'etted- 
li.~\  The  captain  learn'd  me  ho\v  to  take  it  with  an 
air. 

Ball.  Oho  !  the  captain  !  now  the  murder's  oat,  and 
fo  the  captain  taught  you  to  take  it  with  an  air. 

Rofe.  Yes,    and  give  it  with  an  air  too— will 

vour  woiftup  pleafe  to  taite  mv  fnuff  ? 

'  {Offers  the  loxfjfeftcdly. 

Ball.   You  are  a  very  apt  fcholar,  pretty  maid.   And 
pray,    v  hat  did  you-  give   the  captain  for  thefe  fine  , 
things  -  . 

Rofe.  He's  to  have  my  brother  for  a  fokiier,  and  two 
or  \hree  fweet-hearts  that  I  have  in  the  country,  they 
fhaJl  all  go  with  the  captain  :  O  he's  the  f.neil  man,  . 
and  the  humbleft  withall ;  wou'd  you  believe  it,  fir, 
he  carry'd  me  up  with  him  to  his  own  chamber,  with 
as. much  fam-mam-mill-yararality  as  if  I- had  been  the 
beft  lady  .in  the  land. 

J?rt///Oh!  he's  a  mighty  familiar  gentleman, .as. 
can  be. 

Enter  PlumeyfttgvV/£. 

Plume.  £nt  it  is  not  fa 

With 
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With  tbofe  that  go, 
^Thro1  j~roft  a 
MoJ}  apropo, 

j\Jj  maid  ivitb  the  milklng-patl. 
[Ya*ts 

How,    the  jullice  !  then  I'm  arraign'd,   condemn'd, 
and  executed. 

Bull.  O,  my  noble  captain  ! 
RcJ'e  .  And  my  noble  captain  too,  fir. 
Plume.  'Sdeath   child,    are  you  mad  ?  -  Mr.  &al- 
lance,  I  am  fo  full  of  bufinefs  about  my  recruits,  that 
I  ha'n't  a  moment's  time  to  —  I  have  juft  now  three 
or  four  people  to  • 

Ball.  Nay,  captain,  I  muft  fpeak  to  you  — 
Rcfe.   And  fo  mufti  too,  captain. 
Piume.   Any  other  time,  fir,  -  1  cannot  for  rny 
life,  fir  -  . 

Ball.   Pray,   fir  - 

Piume.   Twenty  thoufand  things  -  1  wou'd  — 

bat  —  now,  fir,   pray  -  devil  take  me  -  1  can- 

not —  I  mult  —  [Breaks  aivay. 

Ball'.   Nay,  I'll  follow  you.  [Exit. 

R'.ft.  And  I  too.  [£A:>.  " 

SCENE,    the  walk  ty  tkt  Severn  fide. 

Enter  Melinda,  and  her  flMrVLuCy. 
K-Ii'l.    And,    pray,    was    it   a  ring,    or  buckl?,  er 
pendants,  or  knots  r  or  in  what  fhape  was  the  almighty-  . 
gwid  transform'd,   that  has  brib'd  you  fo  much  in  his-  ' 

t.AUU!   ? 

Luc.  Indeed,  madam,  the  laft  bribe  I  had  from  -the  ' 
captain,  was  only  u  fmall  piece  of  Flanders  edging  for;: 
pinneis. 

Me/,  Ay,  Flanders  lace  is  as  conflant  a  prefent  from  • 
officers  to  their  women,  as  fomethinp;  elle  is  from  their 
women  to  them.     They  every  year  bring  over  a  cargo  - 
of  lace,  to  cheat  the  king  of  his  duty,  and  his  fubjcch 
of  their  honefty. 

Luc.  They  only  barter  one  fort  of  prohibited  goods 
for  another,  madam. 

Mel 
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Mel.  Has  any  of  'em  been  bartering  with  you,  Mrs* 
Pert,  that  you  talk  fo  like  a  trader  ? 

f  Luc.  Madam,  you  talk  as  peevifhly  to  me,  as  if  it 
were  my  fault ;  the  crime  is  none  of  mine,  tho'  I  pre- 
tend to  excufe  it :  Tho'  he  fhou'd  not  fee  you  this 
week,  can  I  help  it  ?  But  I  was  faying,  madam — his 
friend,  captain  Plume,  has  fo  taken  him  up  thefe  two 
days — 

'  Mel.  Pfha  !  wou'd  his  friend,  the  captain,  were  ty'd 
upon  his  back ;  I  warrant,  he  has  never  been  fober 
fmce  that  confounded  captain  came  to  town  :  the 
devil  take  all  officers,  I  fay — they  do  the  nation  more 
harm  by  debauching  us  at  home,  than  they  do  good 
by  defending  us  abroad:  No  fooner  a  captain  comes 
to  town,  but  all  the  young  fellows  flock  about  him, 
and  we  can't  keep  a  man  to  ourfelves.' 
Luc.  One  wou'd  imagine,  madam,  by  your  concern 
for  Worthy's  abfence,  that  you  fhou'd  ufe  him  better 
when  he's  with  you. 

Mel.  Who  told  you,  pray,  that  I  was  concerned  for 
his  abfence  ?  I'm  only  vex'd  that  I've  had  nothing  faid 
to  me  thefe  two  days  :  One  may  like  the  love,  and  de- 
fpife  the  lever,  I  hope  ;  as  one  may  love  the  treafon, 
and  hate  the  traitor:  O  !  here  comes  another  captain, 
and  a  rogue  that  has  the  confidence  to  make  love  to 
me  ;  but,  indeed,  I  don't  wonder  at  that,  when  he  has 
theaiTurance  to  fancy  himielfa  fine  gentleman. 

Luc.  If  he  fhou'd  fpeak  o'th'  affignation,  I  fhou'd  be 
ruin'd.  \_AJide. 

Enter  Brazen. 

£raz.  True  to  the  touch,  'faith  !  \_AJide~\  madam,  I 
am  your  humble  fervant,  and  all  that,  madam  ?  A 

fine  river  this  fame  Severn Do  you  love  fifhing, 

madam  ? 

Mel.  'Tis  a  pretty  melancholy  amufement  for  lovers. 

Braz.  I'll  go  buy  hooks  and  lines  prefently;    for 

you  muft  know,  madam,  that  I  have  ferv'd  in  Flan-. 

ders  againft  the  French,  in  Hungary  againft  the  T'ur^Sy 

and  in  Tangier  againft  the  Moors,  and  I  was  never  fo 

3  much 
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reach  in  -We  before;  and  fplitme,  madam,  in  all  the 
campaigns  1  ever  made,  I  have  not  feen  ib  fine  a  wo- 
man as  your  lady/hip. 

Mel.  And  from  all  the  men  I  ever  faw,  I  never  had 
fo  fine  a  compliment:  but  you  foldiers  are  the  belt 
bred  men,  that  we  muft  allow. 

£raz.  Some  of  us,  madam — But  there  are  brutes 
among  us  too,  very  fad  brutes ;  for  my  own  part,  I 
have  always  had  the  good  luck  to  prove  agreeable — 
I  have  had  very  confiderable  offers,  madam — I  might 
havemarry'da  German  princefs,  worth  fifty  thoufand 
crowns  a  year,  but  her  ftove  difgufted.me.  The  daugh- 
ter of  a  Turkijb  Bajbaw  fell  in  love  with  me  too,  when 
I  was  prifoner  among  the  infidels;  (he  offer'd  to  rob 
her  father  of  his  treafure,  and  make  her  efcape  with 
me  :  but  I  don't  know  how,  my  time  was  not  come; 
hanging  and  marriage,  you  know,  go  by  deftiny.  Fate 
has  referv'd  me  for  a  Shropfiire  lady  worth  twenty 
thoufand  pounds  .  Do  you  know  any  fuch  perfoa 
madam  ? 

Mel,  Extravagant  coxcomb!  [jf/tde.]  To  be  fure,  a 
great  many  ladies  of  that  fortune  wou'd  be  proud  of 
the  name  of  Mrs.  Brazen. 

Brax.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  madam,  there  are  wo- 
men of  very  good  quality  of  the  name  of  Brazen. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  O  !  are  you  there,  gentleman  ?  — Come, 
captain,  we'll  waik  this  way,  give  me  your  hand. 

Braz.  My  hand,  heart's  blood  and  guts  are  at  your 

fervice Mr.  Worthy t  your  fervant,  my  dear. 

[Exit,  leading  Melinda. 

War.  Death  and  fire !  this  is  not  to  be  borne. 
Enter  Plume. 

Plume.  No  more  it  is,  faith. 

War.  What? 

Plume.  The  March  beer  at  the  Raven;  I  have  been 
doubly  ferving  the  king,  railing  men,  and  railing  the 
excife — Recruiting  and  elections  are  rare  friends  to  the 
excife. 

Wor.  You  an't  drunk. 

Plume* 
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Plume.  No,  no,  whimfical  only  ;  I  cou'd  be  mighty 
fbolifh,  and  fancy  myfelf  mighty  witty.  Reaion  Ki.lt 
keeps  its  throne,,  but  it  nods  a  little,  that's  all. 

Wor.  Then  you're  juft  fit  for  a  frolick, 

Plume.   As  fit  as  ciofe  pinners  for  a  punk  in  the  pit, 

War.  There's  your  play  then,  recover  me  that  vef- 
fel  from  that  Tangerine. 

Phone.  She's  well  rigg'd,  but  how  is  (he  mann'd  ?' 

ff^or.  By  captain  Brazen,  that  I  told  you  of  to-day  ; 
fhe  is  call'd  the  Melindn,  a  firft-rate,  I  can  affure  you  ; 
ihe  fheer'd  oft"  with  him  juft  now,  on  parpofe  to  af- 
front me;  but  according  to  your  advice  I  wou'd  take 
no  notice,  becaufe  I  wou'd  feem  to  be  above  a  con- 
cern for  her  behaviour;  but  have  a  care  of  a  quarrel. 

Plume.  No,  no,  I  never  quarrel  with  any  thing  in 
jny  cups  but  an  oyfter  wench,  ot  a  cook-maid;  and 
if  they  been't  civil,  i  knock 'em  down.  Bat  heark'c, 
my  friend,  I'll  make  lover  and  .1  malt  make  love.  I 
tell  you  what,  I'll  make  love  like  a  platoon. 

War.  Platoon,  how's  that? 

Plume.  I'll  kneel,  ftoop,  and  ftand,  'faith;  moil 
ladies  are  gain'd  by  platooning. 

Wor.  Here  they  come  ;  I  muft  leave  you.       [Exit. 

Plxme.  Soh  !  now  muft  I  look  as  fober,  and  as  de  • 
mure,  as  a  whore  at  a  chriftening. 

Enter  Brazen  and  Melinda. 

Braz.  Who's  that,    madam  ? 

Me!.  A  brother-officer  of  yours,  Tfuppofe,  fir. 

JWr.   Ay- My  dear  [To  Plume. 

Plume.   My  dear.  [Run  and  embrace. 

Braz.  My  dear  boy,  how  is't?  Your  name,  my 
dear?  if  I  be  not  miftaken  I  have  feen  your  face. 

Plums.  I  never  faw  yours  in  my  life,  my  dear — 
But  there's  a  face  v/ell  known,  as  the  fun's,  thatihines 
.on  all,  and  is  by  all  ador'd. 

Braz.  Have  you  any  pretenfions,  fir? 

Plume.   Pretenfions ! 

Braz.  That  is,  fir,  have  you  ever  ferv'd  abroad? 

Plume.  1'  have  ferv'd  at  home,  fir,  for  ages  ferved' 
this  cruel  fair — And  that  will- ferve-  the  turn,  fir; 

mi 
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Mil.  So  between  the  fool  and  the  rake,  I  (hall 
ftrin^  a  fine  fpot  of" work  upon  my  hands— I  fee  Wor- 
thy yonder 1  cou'd  be  content  to  be  friends  with 

him,  wou'd  he  coine  this  way.  [Jjide. 

Braz.   Will  you  fight  for  the  lady,  fir  ? 
Plume-  No,  fir,  but  I'll  have  her  notwithftanding. 
Thou  peerlefs  princefs  »f  Salopian's  plains, 
Envy'd  by  Nymphs,   and  lucrftnfd  by  the  Sixains* 
Braz.   Oons,  fir,  not  fight  for  her! 

Plume.   IVythec  be  quiet 1  (hall  be  out — 

Behold,  'ho--vj  humbly  does  the  Severn  glide% 
7o  g reel  tbee ,  prinwfs  of  the  Severn  fide. 

Braz.  Don't  mind  him,  madam If  he  were  not 

fo  well  drefs'd,   I  fhou'd  take  him  for  a  poet But 

I'll  (hew  you  the  difference  prefently Come,  ma- 

v.kim, we'll  place  you  between  us,  and  now  the 

lon^eft  fword  carries  her.  [Draws. 

Mil.   [Shrieking.] 

Enter   Worthy. 
Oh  !  Mr.  Worthy,  favc  me  from  thefe  madmen. 

[Exit  <witb  Worthy. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  why  don't  you  follow,  fir  ? 
and  fight  the  bold  ravifher. 

Braz.  l^o,  fir,  you  are  my  man. 
Plume.  I  don't  like  the  wages,  I  won't  be  your  man. 
J3rtfz,  Then  you're  not  worth  my  fword. 
Plume.  No!  Pray  what  did  it  coft? 
Brax.  It  coft  me  twenty  piftoles  in  France,  and  my 
enemies  thoufands  of  lives  in  Flankers. 
Plume.   Then' they  had  a  dear  bargain. 

Enter  Sylvia  in  Man's  Jfpparel.- 
SjL  Save  ye,  fave  ye,  gentlemen. 
Braz.   My  dear !  I'm  yours. 
Plume.  Do  you  know  the  gentleman  ? 

Braz.  No,  but  I  will  preiently Your  name» 

my  dear? 

Syl.  Wilful ;   Jack  Wilful,  at  your  fen-ice. 
Braz.  What,  the  Kentijh  Wiifuh,  or  thofe  of  Staf. 
f^rdhire. 

Syl.  Both,  fir,  both  ;  I'm  related  to  all  the  Wilfult 
•  iii  Eurc£et  and  I'm  head  of  the  family  at  prefent. 

Plume. 
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Plume.  Do  you  live  in  this  country,  fir  ? 

SyL  Yes,  iir,  I  live  where  I  Hand;  I  have  neither 
home,  houfe,  nor  habitations,  beyond  this  fpot  of 
ground. 

Brax.  What  are  you,  fir  ? 

SyL  A  rake. 

Plume,  In  the  army,  I  prefume. 

SyL  No,  bat  I  intend  to  lift  immediately — Look'e, 
gentlemen,  he  that  bids  the  faireil,  has  me.  • 

Brax,.  Sir,  I'll  prefer  you,  I'll  make  you  a  corpo- 
ral this  minute. 

Plume.  Corporal !  I'll  make  you  my  companion, 
you  mall  eat  with  me. 

Brax,.  You  fhall  drink  with  me. 

Plume.  You  mall  lie  with  me,  you  young  rogue. 

Wfr. 

Brax..  You  mail  receive  your  pay,  and  do  no  duty. 

SyL  Then  you  mull  make  me  a  field  officer. 

Plume.  Pho,  pho,  pho  !  I'll  do  more  than  all  this ; 
I'll  make  you  a  corporal,  and  give  you  a  brevet  for 
ferjeant. 

Brax.  Can  you  read  and  write,  fir  ? 

SyL  Yes. 

Brax.  Then  your  bufmefs  is  doie I'll  make 

you  chaplain  to  the  regiment. 

Syl.  Your  promifes  are  fo  equal,  that  I'm  at  a  lof« 
to  chufe;  there  is  one  Plume,  that  I  hear  much  com- 
mended, in  town ;  pray  which  of  you  is  captain  Plums  ? 

Plume.  I  am  captain  Plume. 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  am  captain  Plume. 

SyL  Hey  day ! 

Plume.  Captain  Plume  !  I'm  your  fervant,  my  dear. 

Bra.  Captain  Brazen .'  I  am  yours the  fellow- 
dares  not  fight.  [JjiJe. 
Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe 

[Gees  to  <wbifper  Plume. 

Plume.  No,  no,  there's  your  captain.  Capt.  Plume, 
your  ferjeant  has  got  fo  drunk,  he  miftake  me  for  you. 

Brax.  He's  an  incorrigible  fot.> Here  my  Heeler 

of  Hdborn,  here's  forty  (hillings  for  you. 

Plums. 
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Plume.  I  forbid  the  banns. Look'e,  friend,  you 

fhall  lift  with  captain  Brazen. 

Syl.  \  will  fee  captain  Brazen  hang'd  firft :  I  will 
lift  with  captain  Plume,  I  am  a  free-born  Englijbman, 
and  will  be  a  flave  my  own  way — Look'e,  fir,  will  you 
ftand  by  me  !  [To  Brazen. 

Braz.  I  warrant  you,  my  lad. 

Syl.  Then  I  will  tell  you,  captain  Brazen,  [To 
Plume]  that  you  are  an  ignorant,  pretending,  impu- 
dent coxcomb 

Brax.  Ay,   ay,  a  fad  dog. 

Syl.  A  very  fad  dog;  give  me  the  money,  noble 
captain  Plume. 

Plume.  Then  you  won't  lift  with  captain  Brazen ! 

Sv/.  I  won't. 

Braz.  Never  mind  him,  child,   I'll  end  the  difpute 

prefently Heark'e,   my  dear. 

[Takes  Plume  to  one  fide  oftbejiage,   and  en- 
tertains him  in  dumb  /he*vj. 

Kite.  Sir,  he  in  the  plain  coat  is  captain  Plume,  I  am 
his  ferjeant,  and  will  take  my  oath  on't. 

Sjl.  What !  you  are  ferjeant  Kite. 

Kite.  At  your  fervice. 

Syl.  Then  I  would  not  take  your  oath  for  a  far- 
thing. 

Kite.  A  very  underftanding  youth  of  his  age!  Pray, 
fir,  let  me  look  full  in  your  face  ? 

Syl.  Well,  fir,  what  have  you  to  fay  to  my  face  ? 

Kite.  The  very  image  of  my  brother;  two  bullets 
of  the  fame  caliver  were  never  ib  like  :  fure  it  muft  be 
Charles,  Charles 

Sjl    Wrhat  d'ye  mean  by  Charles? 

Kite.  The  voice  too,  only  a  little  variation  in  effa 
tit  fiat :  my  dear  brother,  for  I  muft  call  you  fo,  if 
you  ihould  have  the  fortune  to  enter  into  the  moll  no- 
ble fociety  of  the  fword,  I  befpeak  you  for  a  comrade. 

Sjl.  No,  fir,  I'll  be  the  captain's  comrade,  if  any 
body's. 

Kite.  Ambition  there  again !  'Tis  a  noble  paffion 
fora  foldier;  by  that  I  gain'd  this  glorious  halbert. 

.   ambition! 


4$          THE   RECRUITING   OFFICER. 

ambition  !  I  fee  a  commifiion  in  his  face  already  :  pray 
noble  captain,  give  me  leave  to  lalute  you. 

{Offers  to  kifs  her. 

S\l.  What,  men  kifs  one  another  ? 

Kite.  We  officers  do ;  'tis  our  way;  we  live  toge- 
ther like  man  and  wife,  always  either  killing  or  fight- 
ing : But  I  fee  a  ilorm  coining. 

'Syl.  Now,  ferjeant,  I  fhall  fee"who  is  your  captain 
by  your  knocking  down  the  other. 

Kite.  My  captain  fcorns  afliilance,  fir. 

Braz.  How  dare  you  contend  for  any  thing,  and 
rot  dare  to  draw  your  fword  :  But  you  are  a  young 
fellow,  and  have  not  been  much  abroad;  I  excufe 
that-;  but  pr'ytivee  r<2fig-m.he  man,  pr'ythee  do;  you; 
are  a  very  honeft  fellow. 

Tli\me.   You  lye  j  and  you  are  a  fon  of  a  whore. 

[Dra<v.-s,  and  makes  up  to  Brazen. 

Braz.  Hold,  hold,  did  not  you  refufe  to  fight  for 
the  lady  ?  [Retiring.  ' 

Plume.  I  always  do  •  But  for  a  man  I'll  fight 

knee-deep;  fo  you  lye  again.  Plume  tfWBra/.er. 

fight  a  tramerfe  or  two  about  the  ft  age  ;  Sylvia  dfav.-j, 
cvi'ho  is  held  by  Kite,  nubojiur.ds  to  arms  with  his  mouthi 
takes  Sylvia  in  his  arms ,  and  carries  ber  cff  the  jlage* 

Braz.   Hold,  whereas  the  man  ? 

Plume.  Gone. 

Braz.  Then  what  do  we -fight  for?  {Puts  up.~\  Now 
let's  embrace,  my  dear. 

Pltune.  With  all  my  heart,  my  dear.   \Putting  up.] 

I  fuppefe-J£te  has  lifted  him  by  this  time.      [Embraces.} 

Kite  looks  in  and fingi* 

Braz.  You  are  a  brave  fellow,  I  always  fight  with  a 
man  before  I  make  him  my  friend  ;  and  if  once  I  find 
he  .will  fight,  I  never  quarrel  with  him  afterwards. 
And  now  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret,  .my  dear  friend,  that 
lady  we  •'frighted  out  of  the  walk  jutl  now,  I  found  in 

1'^ti  this  morning So  beautiful,   fo  inviting 1 

prefently  lock'd  the  door But  I  am  a  man  of  ho- 
nour  But  I  believe  I  ihail  marry  her  iveverthelefs— 

Her  twenty  thcufand  -pounds,  you  know,  will  be  a 

ptetty 
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prslly  conveniency 1  had  an  alHgnation  with  her 

here,   but  your  coming  fpoil'd  my  iport.      Curfe  you, 

my  dear,   hue  don't  do  fo  again 

Plums.  No,  no,  my  dear,  men  are  my  bufinefs  at 
prefent.  {Exeunt. 


A     C    T        IV. 

S   C   E  N  E,      Tie  walk  continues. 
'Enter  Rofe  and  Bullock,  meeting. 

Rofe.  {J[?  HERE  have  you  been,  you  great  booby ?s 
VV     you  are  always  out  of  the  way  in  the  tune 
cf  prefermer. '.. 

Bull.  Preferment!  who  (hou'd  prefer  me? 

RcJ'e .  I  wou'd  prefer  you  !  who  fhou'd  prefer  a  man 
but  a  woman  ?  Come,  throw  away  that  great  club,  hold 
up  your  he.'ud,  cock  your  hat,  and  look  big. 

Bull.  Ah  Rucfe,  Rii'jfe,  I  fear  feme  body  will  look  big 
foor.er  than  folk  think  of:  '  this  genteel  breeding  ne- 
'  ver  corner  into  the  country  without  a  train  of  fol- 

'  lowers.' Here  has  been  Cartwheel  your  fweet- 

heart,  what  will  become  of  him  ? 

Rofe.  Look'e,  I'm  a  great  woman,  and  will  provide 

for  my  relations: 1  told  the  captain  how  finely  he 

play'd  upon  the  tabor,  and  pipe,  fo  he  has  fet  him. 
down  for  drum-major. 

Bull.  Nay,  filter,  why  did  not  you  keep  that  place 
for  me  ?  yoa  know  I  have  always  lov'd  to  be  a  drum- 
ming, if  it  were  but  on  a  table,  or  on  a  quart  pot. 
Enter  Sylvia. 

S>7.  Had  I  but  a  commiflion  in  my  pocket,  I  fancy 
my  breeches  wou'd  become  me  as  well  as  any  ranting 
feJlow  of  'em  all ;  for  I  take  a  bold  Itep,  a  rakiih  tpfs, 
a  fmart  cock,  and  an  impudent  air,  to  be  the  principal 
ingredients  in  the  compofition  of  a  captain  •  • 

What's  here  ?  Rofe  !  my  nurfe's  daughter  !  I'll  go  and 

praftife 
' 
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praftife Come,    child,    kifs  me   at  once,    \_KiJJes 

Role]  and  her  brother  too  ! Well,  h  on  eft  Dung  ft.  rk, 

do  you  know  the  difference  between  a  horfe  and  a  cart, 
,and  a  cart  horfe,  eh  ? 

•    Bull.  I  prefume  that  your  worlhip  is  a  captain,  by 
your  cloaths  and  your  courage. 

5>7.  Suppofe  I  were,  wou'd  you  be. contented  to  lift, 
friend  ? 

Rofe.  No,  no,  tho'  your  worfliip  be  a  handfome 
man,  there  be  others  as  fine  as  you ;  my  brother  is 
engag'd  to  Captain  Plume. 

Syl.  Plurhe!  do  you  know  Captain  Plume? 

Rofe.  Yes,  I  do,  and  he  knows  me He  took  the 

ribbands  out  of  his  fhirt  fieeves,  and  put  'em  into  my 

{hoes- See  there 1  can  aflure  you  that  I  can 

do  any  thing  with  the  captain. 

Bull.  That  is,  in  a  modeft  way,  fir. Have 

a  care  what  you  fay,  Ruo/e,  don't  fhame  your  paren- 
tage. 

Rofe.  Nay,  .for  that  matter,  I  am  not  fo  fimple  as 
to  fay  that  I  can  do  any  thing  with  the  captain,  but 
what  I  may  do  with  any  body  elfe. 

Syl.  So  !• And  pray  what  do  you  expecl  from 

this  captain,  child  ? 

Rofe.  I  expect,  fir  ! I  expedl But  he  order'd 

me  to  tell   no   body. But  fuppofe  that  he  mould 

propofe  to  marry  me  ? 

Syl.  You  fhou'd  have  a  care,  my  dear,  men  will 
promiie  any  thing  before-hand. 

Rofe .  I  know  that,  but  he  promis'd  to  marry  me  af- 
terwards. 

Bull.  Wouns,  Ruofe,  what  have  you  faid  ? 

Sjl.  Afterwards  ?  After  what  ? 

Rofe.   After  I  had  fold  my  chickens.  •  I  hope 

there's  no  harm  in  that. 

Enter  Plume. 

Plume.  What,  Mr.  Wilful,  fo  clofe  with  my  market 
woman  ! 

Syl.  I'll  try  if  he  loves  her.   (Aftde.}  Clofe,  fir,  ay, 

and  clofer  yet,   fir. Come,  my  pretty  maid,  you 

and  1  will  withdraw  a  litvle. 

Plume. 
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Plume.  No  no,  friend,  I  ha'n't  done  with- her  yet. 

Sj!.  Nor  have  I  begun  with  her  ;  fo  I  have  as  good 
-right  as  you  have. 

Plume.  Thou  art  a  bloody  impudent  fellow. 

Syl.  Sir,  I  wou'd  qualify  myfelf  for  the  fervice. 

Plume.  Haft  thou  really  a  mind  to  the  fervice. 

Syl.  Yes,  fir:  fo  let  her  go. 

Rofe.  Pray  gentlemen  do'nt  be  fo  violent. 

Plume.  Come,  leave  it  to  the  girl's  own  choice— 
V/ill  you  belong  to  me,  or  to  that  gentleman  ? 

Rofe.  Let  me  confider,  you're  both  very  handfome. 

Plume.  Now  the  natural  inconftancy  of  her  fex  be- 
gins to  work. 

Rofe.  Pray,  fir,  what  will  you  give  me? 

Bull.  Dunna  be  angry,  fir,  that  my  filter  mould  be 
mercenerary,  for  ihe's  but  young. 

Syl.  Give  thee,  child  ! — I'll  fet  thee  above  fcandal ; 
you  mail  have  a  coach,  with  fix  before  and  fix  behind  ; 
an  equipage  to  make  vice  fafhiomible  and  put  virtue 
out  of  countenance. 

Plume.  Pho,  that's  eafily  done ;  I'll  do  more  for 
thee,  child,  I'll  buy  you  a  furbelow-fcarf,  and  give 
you  a  ticket  to  fee  a  play. 

Bull.  A  play  r  vvauns  Ruofe,  take  the  ticket,  and  let's 
fee  the  mow. 

Syl.  Look'e,  captain,  if  you  won't  refign,  I'll  go 
lift  with  Captain  Brazen  this  minute. 

Plume.  Will  you  lift  with  me  if  I  give  up  my  title  ? 

SjL  1  will. 

Plume.  Take  her,  I'll  change  a  woman  for  a  man 
at  any  time. 

Rofe.  I  have  heard  before,  indeed,  that  you  cap- 
tains us'd  to  fell  your  men. 

Bull.  Pray,  captain,  do  not  fend  Ruofe  to  the  Weft- 
em  Indies. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  IVeJi-Indies  !  No,  no,  my  honeft 
lad,  give  me  thy  hand ;  nor  you,  nor  foe,  fhall  move 

a  ftep  farther  than  I  do This  gentleman  ib  one  of 

us,  and  will  be  kind  to  you,  Mrs.  Rofe. 

Rofe.  But  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  me,  fir,  as  the 
captain  wou'd  ? 
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.Sj/.  I  can't  be  altogether  fo  kind  to  you,  my  ctr- 
cumftances  are  not  fo  good  as  the  captain's  ;  buc  I'll 
take  care  of  you,  upon  my  word. 

Plume.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  all  take  care  of  her  ;  me  fliall 
live  like  a  princefs,  and  her  brother  here  lhall  be— — 
What  wou'd  you  be  ? 

Bull.  O  !  fir,  if  you  had  not  promis'd  the  place  of 
drum-major 

Plume.   Ay,  that  is  prom's'd — But  what  think 

you  of  barrack-mafter  ?  You  are  a  perfon  of  under- 
ftanding,  and  barrack-mailer  you  mall  be.'  But 

what's  become  of  this  fame  Cartwheel  you  told  me  of, 
my  dear  r 

Rofo.  We'll  go  fetch  him. Come,  brother  bar- 
rack-mafter  We  mall  find  you  at  hcme,  no- 
ble captain  ?  [Exeunt  Rofe  and  Bullock. 

Plume.  Yes,  yes ;  and  now,  fir,  here  are  your  forty 
millings. 

Sj;l.   Captain  Plume,  I  defpife  your  lifting  money  ^ 

if  I  do  ferve,  'tis  purely  for  love of  that  wench,  I 

mean— ——For  you  mull  know,  that  among  my 
other  fallies,  I  have  fpent  the  beil  part  of  my  fortune 
in  fearch  of  a  maid,  and  could  never  find  one  hitherto ; 
fo  you  may  be  affur'd  I'd  not  fell  my  freedom  under  a 
lefs  purchafe  than  I  did  my  eftate — So  before  I  lift,  I 
muft  be  certify'd  that  this  girl  is  a  virgin. 

Plume.  Mr.  Wilful,  I  can't  tell  you  how  you  can  be 
certify'd  in  that  point  till  you  try  ;  but  upon  my  ho- 
nour me  may  be  a  veflal,  for  ought  that  I  know  to  the 

contrary. 1  gain'd  her  heart  indeed  by  fome  trifling 

prefents  and  promifes,  and  knowing  that  the  bef!:  fecu- 
rity  for  a  woman's  heart  is  her  perfon,  I  wou'd  have 
made  myfelf  mailer  of  that  too,  had  not  the  jealoufy 
of  my  impertinent  landlady  interpos'd. 

Syl.  So  you  only  want  an  opportunity  for  accomplifh- 
ing  your  defigns  upon  her. 

Plume.  Not  at  all ;  I  have  already  gain'd  my  ends, 
which  were  only  the  drawing  in  one  or  two  of  her 
followers.  '  The  women,  you  know,  are  load- 
'  ftones  every  where  ;  gain  the  wives,  and  you  are  ca- 
*  refs'd  by  the  hufbands  ;  pleaie  the  miftrels,  and  you 
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are  valu'd  by  the  gallants ;  fecure  an  intereft  with  the 
fineft  women  at  court,  and  you  procure  the  favour  of 

the  greateft  men' So  kifs  the  prettiell  country 

'enches,  and  you  are  fure  of  lifting  the  luftieft  fellows'. 
Some  people  may  call  this  artifice,  but  I  term  it 
ftratagem,  fince  it  is  fo  main  a  part  of  the  fervice 
— — Befides,  the  fatigue  of  recruiting  is  fo  intoler- 
able, that  unlefs  we  cou'd  make  ourfelves  fome 
pleafure  arnidft  the  pain,  no  mortal  man  wou'd  be 
abie  to  bear  it.' 

Sy/.  Well,  fir,  I  am  fatisfy'd  -as  to  the  point  in  de- 
bate ;  but  now  let  me  beg  you  to  lay  aiide  your  re- 
cruiting airs  ;  put  on  the  man  of  honour,  and  tell  me 
plainly  what  ufage  I  mufl  exped  when  I  am  under  your 
command  ?  • 

Plume.  '  You  muft  know,  in  the  firft  place,  then, 
that  I  hate  to  have  gentlemen  in  my  company ;  for 
they  are  always  troublefome  and  expenfive,  fometimes 
dangerous ;  and  'tis  a  conftant  maxim  amongft  us, 
that  thofe  who  know  the  leaft,  obey  the  beft.  Not- 
withftanding  all  this,  I  find  fomething  fo  agreeable 
about  you,  that  engages  me  to  court  your  company ; 
and  I  can't  tell  how  it  is,  but  I  lliou'd  be  uncafy  to 

fee  you. under  the  command  of  any  body  elfe,' 

Your  ufage  will  chiefly  depend  upon  your  behaviour; 
only  this  you  mull  expedl,  that  if  you  commit  a  fmall 
fault,  I  will  excufe  it  ;  if  a  great  one,  I'll  difcharge 
you  ;  for  fomething  tells  me,  I  mall  not  be  able  to 
punifh  you. 

<$y/.  And  fomething  tells  me,  that  if  you  do  dif- 
charge me,  'twill  be  the  greateft  punimment  you  can 
inflicl ;  for  were  we  this  moment  to  go  upon  the  great- 
eft  dangers  in  your  profeffions,  they  wou'd  be  lefs  ter- 
rible to  me,  than  to  ftay  behind  you And  now 

your  hand,  this  lifts  me And  now  you  are  my 

captain. 

Plume.  Your  friend.  [Kifes  her.}  'Sdeath  !  There's 
fomething  in  this  fellow  that  charms  me. 

Sjl.  One  favour  I  muft  beg- This  affair  will  make 

fome  noife,  and  I  have  fome  friends  that  wou'd  cen- 

fure  my  conduct,  if  I  threw  myfelf  into  the  circum- 

C  2  fiance 
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ftance  of  a  private  centinel  of  ray  own  head — I  muff 
therefore  take  care  to  be  impreit  by  the  Acl  of  Parlia- 
ment, you  lhall  leave  that  to  me. 

Plume.   What  you  pieafe  as  to  that Will  you 

lodge  at  my  quarters  in  the  mean  time  ?  You  mall 
have  part  of  my  bed. 

Sjrl.  O  fye  !  lie  with  a  common  foldicr  !  Wou'd  not 
you  rather  lie  with- a  common  woman? 

Plume.  No,  faith,  I'm  not  that  rake  that  the  world 
imagines  ;  I  have  got  an  air  of  freedom,  which  people 
miitake  for  lewdnefs  in  me,  as  they  miitake  formality 
in  others  for  religion — The  \vcrld  is  all  a  cheat ;  only 
I  take  mine,  which  is  undefign'd,  to  be  more  ex- 
cufable  than  theirs  which  is  hypocritical.  I  hurt  no 

body  but  myfelf,  and  they  abufe  all  mankhid Will 

you  lie  with  me  ? 

Syl.  No,  no,  captain,  you  forgot  Rofe ;  fne's  to  be 
my  bedfellow,  you  know. 

Plume.   I  had  forgot;  pray  be  kind  to  her. 

[Exeunt  federally. 
Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Mel.  'Tis  the  greateft  misfortune  in  nature  for  a 
woman  to  want  a  confidant :  we  are  fo  weak,  that  we 
can  do  nothing  without  affiftance,  and  then  a  fecret: 

racks  us  worfe  than  the  cholick 1  am  at  this  minute 

fo  fick  of  a  fecret,  that  I'm  ready  to  faint  away—— • 
Help  me,  Lucy. 

Luc.  Blefs  me,  madam  !  what's  the  matter? 

Mel.  Vapours  only,  I  begin  to  recover \iSyl--vla 

were  in  tov/n.  {  could  heartily  forgive  her  faults  for  the 
eaie  of  i  '  g  my  own. 

Luc.  You've  thoughtful,  madam  !  am  not  I  worthy 
to  know  the  caufe  ? 

«  Mel.  You  are  a  fervant,  and  a  fecret  may  make  you 
'  faucy. 

'  Luc.  Not  unlefs  you  fhou'd  find  fault  without  a 
'  caufe,  madam. 

'  Mel.  Caufe  or  not  caufe,  I  muft  not  lofe  the  plea- 
«  fure  of  chiding  when  I  pieafe  ;  women  muft  difcharge 
'  their  vapours  fomewhere,  and  before  we  get  hufbands 
•  our  f^rvaats  muft  expect  to  bear  with  'em. 
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'  Luc.  Then,  madam,  you  had  better  raife  me  to  a 
'  degree  above  a  fervant :  you  know  my  family,  and 
4  that  5co/.  wou'd  fet  me  upon  the  foot  of  a  gentle- 
'  woman,  and  make  me  worthy  the  confidence  of  any 
4  lady  in  the  land  ;  betides,  madam,  'twill  extremely 
'  encourage  me  in  the  great  defign  I  now  have  in 
'  hand. 

'  _W.  I  don't  find  that  your  defign  can  be  of  any 
'  great  advantage  to  you  :  'twill  pleafe  me,  indeed,  ia 
«  the  humour  I  have  of  being  reveng'd  on  the  fool  for 
'  his  vanity  of  making  love  to  me,  fo  I  don't  much 
.'  care  if  I  do  promiie  you  five  hundred  pounds  upon 

*  my  day  of  marriage. 

'  Luc..  This  is  the  way,  madam,  to  make  me  dili- 
'  gent  in  the  vocation  of  a  confident,  which  I  think  i* 

•  generally  to  bring  people  together.' 

Mel.  O  Lucy  !  I  can  hold  my  fecret  no  longer :  you 
mull  know,  that  hearing  of  the  famous  fortune-teller 
jn  town,  I  went  difguis'd  to  fatisfy  a  curiofity,  which 
has  coft  me  dear  :  that  fellow  is  certainly  the  devil,  or 
one  of  his  bofom-favourites,  he  has  told  me  the  moil 
furprizing  things  of  my  paft  life  ?  • 

Luc.  Things  paft,  madam,  can  hardly  be  reckon'd 
furprizing,  becaufe  we  know  them  already.  Did  he 
Jell  you  any  thing  furprizing  that  was  to  come  ? 

Mel.  One  thing  very  furprizing ;  he  faid  I  Ihou'd  die 
a  maid  ! 

Luc.  Die  a  maid  !  come  into  the  world  for  nothing 
—Dear  madam,  if  you  fhou'd  believe  him,  it  might 
come  to  pafs  ;  for  the  bare  thought  on't  might  kill  one 

in  four  and  twenty  hours And  did  you  aflt  him. 

any  queftions  about  me  ? 

Mel.  You  !  why,  I  pafs'd  for  you. 

Luc.  So  'tis  I  that  am  to  die  a  maid But  the 

devil  was  a  lyar  from  the  beginning,  he  can't  make 
me  die  a  maid 1  have  put  it  out  of  his  power  al- 
ready, [dfide. 

Mel.  I  do  but  jeft,  I  wou'd  have  pafs'd  for  you,  and 

call'd  myfelf  Lucy  ;  but  he  prefently  told  me  my  name, 

my  quality,  my  fortune,  and  gave  me  the  whole  hif- 

C  3  wry 
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tory  of  my  life He  told  me  of  a  lover  I  had  in  this 

country,  and  defcribed  Worthy  exaftly,  but  in  nothing 
fo  well  as  in  his  prefent  indifference.-  I  fled  to 

him  for  refuge  here  to-day,  he  never  fo  much  as  en- 
couraged ir.e  in  my  fright,  but  coldly  told  me,  that 
he  was  forry  for  the  accident,  becaufe  it  might  give 
the  town  caufe  to  cenfure  my  conduft,  excus'd  his  not 
waiting  on  me  home,  made  a  carelefs  bow,  and  walk'd 
off:  'idearh  !  I  cou'd  have  ftab'd  him,  or  mvfelf,  'twas 

the  fame  thing Yonder  he  comes- 1  will  (b 

ufe  him  ! 

Luc.  Don't  exafperate  him,  confider  \vhat  the  for- 
tune-teller told  you  :  men  are  fcarce,  and  as  times  go, 
it  is  not  impoiuble  for  a  woman  to  die  a  maid. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  No  matter. 

War.  I  find  ihe's  warm'd,  I  mufl  ftrike  while  the 

iron  is  hot You  have  a  great  deal  of  courage, 

madam,  to  venture  into  the  walks  where  you  were  fo 
lately  frighteu'd. 

Mel.  And  you  have  a  quantity  of  impudence  to  ap- 
pear before  me,  that  you  have  fo  lately  affronted. 

Wor.  I  had  no  defign  to  affront  you,  nor  appear  be- 
fore you  either,  madam :  I  left  you  here,  becaufe  I 
had  bufinefs  in  another  place,  and  came  hither  think- 
ing to  meet  another  perfon, 

Mel.  Since  you  find  yourfelf  difappolnted,  I  hope 
you'll  withdraw  to  another  part  of  the  walk. 

llrcr.  The  v/aik  is  broad  enough  for  us  both.  {They 
nualk  by  one  another,  he  nviic  bis  hat  ccck'd,  Jhe  fretting 
find  tearing  her  fan, ,]  Will  you  pleafe  to  take  fhuff", 
madam  ?  [He  cjfers  her  his  box,  fie  firikes  it  out  of  bis 
hand ;  while  he  is  gathering  it  up,  enter  Brazen,  and 
tckcs  her  round  the  ivai/r,  jit  cuffs  him. 

Eraz.  What  here  before  me,  my  dear  ! 

Mel.  What  means  this  infoience  ? 

Luc.  Are  you  mad  !  Don't  you  fee  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

[To  Brazen. 

Brax.  No,  no,  I'm  ftruck  blind — Worthy  !  odfo ! 

•well  turn'd My  miftrefs  has  wit  at  her  fingers  eccis 

— — -M&dain, 
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"•—Madam,  I  afk  your  pardon,  'tis  our  way  abroad 
— — Mr.  Worthy i  you  are  the  happy  man. 

Wor.  I  don't  envy  your,  happiriefs  very  much,  if 
the  lady  can  afrbrd  no  other  fort  of  favours  but  what  lh« 
has  beltow'd  upon  you. 

Mel.  I  am  forry  the  favour  mifcarry'd,  for  it  was 
defign'd  for  you,  Mr.  Worthy ;  and  be  aflur'd  'tis  the 
laft  and  only  favour  you  mult  expect  at  my  hands. 
Captain,  I  afk  your  pardon [Exit  with  Lucy. 

Braz.  I  grant  it You  fee  Mr.  Worthy,  'twas  only 

a  random-mot,  it  might  have  taken  off  your  head  as 
well  as  mine;  courage,  my  dear,  'tis  the  fortune 
of  war  j  but  the  enemy  has  thought  fit  to  withdraw,  I 
think. 

Wor.  Withdraw  !  oons,  fir  !  what  d'ye  mean  by 
withdraw  ? 

Brax.  I'll  mew  you.  [Exit. 

Wor.  She's  loft,  irrecoverably  loft,  and  Plume's  ad- 
vice has  ruin'd  me  :  'fdeath  !  why  mould  I,  that  knew 
her  haughty  fpirit,  be  rul'd  by  a  man  that's  a  ftranger    • 
to  her  pride  ? 

Eater  Plume. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  battle  royal  :  don't  frown  fo, 
man,,  fhe's  your  own,  I  tell  you  :  I  faw  the  fury  of 
her  love  in  the  extremity  of  her  paffion  :  the  wildnefs 
of  her  anger  is  a  certain  fign  that  me  loves  you  to 
madnefs.  That  rogue  Kite  began  the  battle  with 
abundance  of  conduct,,  and  will  bring  you  oft"  victori- 
ous,  my  life  on't ;  he  plays  his  part  admirably,  fhe's 
to  be  with  him  again  prefently. 

Wor.  But  what  cou'd  be  the  meaning  of  Brazen1  & 
familiarity  with  her  ? 

Plume.  You  are  no  logician,  if  you  pretend  to  draw 
confequences  from  the  actions  of  fools ;  '  there's  no 
*  arguing  by  the  rule  of  reafon  upon  a  fcience  without 

'  principles,    and  fuch  is  their  conduct' Whim, 

unaccountable  whim,  hurries  'em  on  like  a  man  drunk 

with  brandy  before  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning 

But  we  lofe  our  fport Kite  has  open'd  above  an 

hour  ago,  let's  away.  [Exeunt*. 

C  4  SCENE,, 
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*  SCENE,    A  chamber  ;   a  table  with  books  and 

globes. 
Kite  tfijgitis'dif  a  ftrange  habit,  Jilting  at  a  table. 

Kite.  [Rifing.~\  By  the  pofition  of  the  Heavens, 
gain'd  from  my  obfervation  upon  thefe  celeflial  globes, 
I  find  that  Luna  was  a  tide-waiter,  Sol  a  furveyor,  Mer- 
cury a  thief,  Venus  a  whore,  Saturn  an  alderman,  Ju- 
pitsr  a  rake,  and  Mars  a  ferjeant  of  grenadiers ;  and 
this  is  the  fyftem  of  Kite  the  conjuror. 
Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Plume.  Well,  what  fuccefs  ? 

Kite.  I  have  fent  away  a  Jhoemaker  and  a  toy/or  al- 
ready ;  one's  to  be  a  captain  of  marines,  and  the  other 
a  major  of  dragoons-  •  I  am  to  manage  them  at 

night Have  you  feen  the  lady,  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Wor.  Ay,  but  it  won't  do— ——Have  you  mew'd 
her  her  name,  that  I  tore  off  from  the  bottom  of  the 
letter  ? 

Kite.  No,  fir,  I  referve  that  for  the  laft  ftroke. 

Plume.  What  letter? 

War.  One  that  I  wou'd  not  let  you  fee,  for  fear  that 
you  ihou'd  break  windows  in  good  earneft.  Here, 
captain,  put  it  into  your  pocket-book,  and  have  it 
ready  upon  occafion.  {Knocking  at  the  door. 

Kite.  Officers  to  your  polls.     'Tycho  mind  the  door. 
[Sxei-.m  Plume  and  Worthy.     Servant  opens  the  door.~\ 
'  Enter  a  Smith. 

'  Smith.  Well,  mafter,  are  you  the  cunning  man  ? 

'  Kite.  I  am  the  learned  Copernicus. 

'  Smith.  Well,  mafter,  I'm  but  a  poor  man,  and  I 
4  can't  aflcrd  above  a  milling  for  my  fortune. 

'  Kite.  Perhaps  that  is  more  than  'tis  worth. 

'  Smith.  Look'e,  doctor,  let  me  have  fomething  that's 
'  ^ood  for  my  milling,  or  I'll  have  my  money  again. 

'  Kite.  If  there  be  faith  in  the  ftars,  you  lhall  have 

*  your  (lulling  forty-fold — Your  hand,  countryman, 

*  you're  by  trade  d.fmith. 

*  Smith.  How  the  devil  fhou'd  you  know  that  ? 

'  Kite .  Becaufe  the  devil  and  you  are  brother-tradef- 

'  men Ycu  were  born  under  Forceps. 

'  Smith. 
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*  Smith.  Forceps  !  what's  that  ? 

'  Kite.  One  of  the  figns  :  there's  Leo,  Sagittarius, 
'  Forceps,  Fumes,  Dixmude,  Namur,  Bruffels,  Charleroy, 
l-  and  fo  forth Twelve  of 'em Let  me  fee' 

*  Did  you  ever  make  any  bombs  or  cannon-bullets  ? 

'   Smith.   Not  I. 

*  Kite.  You  either  have  or  will— —The  ftars  have 
'  decreed,  that  you  (hall  be 1  muft  have  more 

*  money,  fir— ——Your  fortune's  great. 

'  Smith.  Faith,  doctor,  I  have  no  more. 

'  Kite.  O,  iir,  I'll  truft  you,  and  take  it  out  of  your 
'  arrears. 

'  Smith.  Arrears  !  what  arrears  ? 

'  Kite.  The  five  hundred  pounds  that's  owing  to  you 
'  from  the  government. 

'  Smith.  Owing  me  ! 

'  Kite.  Owing  you,  fir         Let  me  fee  your  t'other 

*  hand 1  beg  your  pardon ,  it  will  be  owing  to  you  : 

*  and  the  rogue  of  an  agent  will  demand  fifty  per  cent* 

*  for  a  fortnight's  advance. 

'  Smith.  I'm  in  the  clouds,  doctor,  all  this  while. 

'  Kite.  Sir,  I  am  above  'em,  among  the  ftars 
f  In  two  years,  three  months  and  two  hours,  you  will 
1  be  made  captain  of  the  forges  to  the  grand  train  of 
'  artillery,  and  will  have  ten  millings  a  day,  and  two 

'  fervants -'Tis  the  decree  of  the  ftars,  and  of  the 

'  fix'd  ftars,  that  are  as  immoveable  as  your  anvil — — 

'  Strike,  fir,  while  the  iron  is  hot Fly,  fir,  be 

'  gone. 

«  Smith.  What !  what  wou'd  you  have  me  do,  doc- 
'  tor  ?  I  wifh  the  ftars  wou'd  put  me  in  a  way  for  this. 
.'  fine  place. 

'  Kite.  The  ftars  do let  me  fee ay,  about 

'  an  hour  hence  walk  carelefly  into  the  market-place,. 
'  and  you'll  fee  a  tall,  flender  gentleman,  buying  a 

*  pennyworth  of  apples,  with  a  cane  hanging  upon 
'  his  button This  gentleman  will  afk  you  what's 

*  a  clock He's  your  man,  and  the  maker  of  your 

*  fortune Follow  him,  follow  him And  now  go 

'  home,  and  take  leave  of  your  wife  and  children  ;  an 
.*-•  hour  hence  exactly  is  your  time. 

C  c  '  Smith 
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'  Smith.  A  tall  flender  gentleman,  you  fay,  with  a 
cane  !  pray,  what  fort  of  a  head  has  the  cane  ? 
'  Kite.  An  amber  head  with  a  black  ribband. 
'  Smith.  And  pray  of  what  employment  is  the  gen- 
tleman ? 

'  Kite.  Let  me  fee,  he's  either  a  collector  of  the  ex- 
cife,  or  a  plenipotentiary,  or  a  captain  of  grenadiers 

1  can't  tell  exactly  which but  he'll  call  you 

:  honeft -your  name  is— — — • 

*  Smith.  Thomas. 

4  Kite.  He'll  call  you  honeft  Tom. 
'  Smith.  But  how  the  devil  fho-u'd  he  know  my 
1  name  ? 

*  Kite.  O  there  are  feveral  forts  of  Toms Tom  of 

'  Lincoln,  Tom  Tit,   Tom  Tell-Truth,  Tcm  o"  Eedlam, 

f  and  Tcm  Fool be  gone An  hour  hence  pre- 

'  cifely.    -  [Knocking  at  the  door. 

'  Smith.  You  fay,  he'll  afk  me  what's  a  clock  ? 

'  Kite.  Moft  certainly And  you'll  anfwer  you 

4  don't  know— ——And  be  fure  you  look  at  St.  Mary's 

*  dial ;  for  the  fun  won't  mine,  and  if  it  iliou'd,  you 

*  won't  be  able  to  tell  the  figures. 

'   Smith.  I  will,  I  will.  [Exit. 

'  Plume.  Well  done,  conjurer,  go  on  and  profper, 

4  [Bebiatf. 
'  Enter  a  Butcher. 
'  Kite.  What,  my  old  friend  Pluck  the  butcher ! — 

*  I  ofler'd  the  furly  bull-dog  five  guineas  this  morning, 

*  and  he  refus'd  it.                                                 [Afide. 
'  But.  So,  Mr.  Conjurer,  here's  half  a  crown 

•  And  now  you  mult  underftand— — — 

'  Kite.  Hold,  Iricnd,  I  know  your  bufmefs  before - 
«  hand 

'  But.  You're  devilifh  cunning  then,  for  I  don't 
'  well  know  it  myfelf. 

'  Kite.  I  knew  more  than  you,  friend You 

•  have  a  foolifn  faying,  that  fuch  a  one  knovvs  no  more 

•  than  the  man  in  the  moon  :  I  tell  you,  the  man  in  the 
4  moon  knows  more  than  all  the  men  under  the  fun : 

•  Don't  the  moon, fee  all  the  world? 
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*  But.  All  the  world  fee  the  moon,  I  muft  confefs. 

'  Kite.  Then  fhe  muft  fee  all  the  world  that's  certain 
' ^Give  me  your  hand You're  by  trade,  ei- 
ther a  butcher  or  afurgeon. 

But  True,  I  am  a  kut-cher. 

Kite.  And  a  Jurgeon  you  will  be,  the  employments, 

differ  only  in  the  name. He  that  can  cut  up  an 

ox,  may  diilecl:  a  man  ;  and  the  fame  dexterity  that 
cracks  a  marrowbone,  will  cut  of  a  leg  or  an  arm. 

But.  What  d'ye  mean,  dodror,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Kite.  Patience,  patience,  Mr.  Surgeon-general  -,  the 
flars  are  great  bodies,  and  move  flowly. 

But.  But  what  d'ye  mean  by  fargeon-general,  doc- 
tor ? 

'  Kite.  Nay,  firr  if  your  worfhip  won't  have  pati- 
'  ence,  I  malt  beg  the  favour  of  your  worlhip's  ab- 
'  fence. 

'  But.  My  worfhip  !  my  worfhip  I  but  why  my  wor- 

*  /hip? 

'  Kite.  Nay  then,  I  have  done. 

'  But.  Pray,  do&or — 

'  Kite.  Fire  and  fury,  fir  !  \_Rifes  in  a  pajfion]  do 
*•  you  think  the  ftars  will  be  hurry 'd  ?  Do  the  itars  owe 

*  you  any  money,  fir,  that  you  dare  dun  their  lord- 
'  mips  at  this  rate  ? Sir,  I'm  porter  to  the  ftars, 

*  and  I  am  order'd  to  let  no  dun  come  near  their  doors. 

*  But.  Dear  dodtor,  I  never  had  any  dealing  with  the 

'  ftars,  they  don't  owe  me  a  penny But  iince  you 

*•  are  their  porter,  pleafe  to  accept  of  this  half  crowrt 

*  to  drink  their  healths,  and  don't  be  angry, 

'  Kite.   Let  me  fee  your  hand  then  once  more        * 

*  here  has  been  gold Five  guineas,  my  friend,  in. 

*  this  very  hand  this  morning. 

'  But.  Nay,  then  he  is  the  devil Pray,  doflor, 

*  were  you  born  of  woman  ?  or,  did  you  come  into 

*  the  world  of  your  own  head  ? 

'  Kite  That's  a  fecret This  gold  was  offer'd 

«  you  by  a  proper  handibme  man^,  calTd/£aw,f,.or  Buz- 
'  x.ard,  or 

'  But.     Kite  you  mean, 

.«•  Kite. 
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'  Kite.  Ay,  ay,  Kite, 

4  But.  As  arrant  a  rogue  as  ever  carry'd  a  halberd. 
'  The  impudent  rafcal  wou'd  have  decoy'd  me  for  a 
'  foldier. 

'  Kite.  A  foldier  !  a  man  of  your  fubftance  for  a  fol- 
'  dier  !  your  mother  has  a  hundred  pound  in  hard  mo- 
'  ney,  lying  at  this  minute  in  the  hands  of  a  mercer, 
'  not  forty  yards  from  this  place. 

'  But.  Oons !  and  fo  me  has,  but  very  few  know  fo 
'  much. 

'  Kite.  I  know  it,  and  that  rogue,  what's  his  name, 
'  Kite,  knew  it,  and  offered  you  five  guineas  to  lift, 

*  becaufe  he  knew  your  poor  mother  wou'd  give  the 

*  hundred  for  your  difcharge. 

•  But.  There's  a  dog  now 'sflefh,  doftor, 

'  Pii  give  you  t'other  half  crown,   and  tell  me   that 
'  this  fame  Kite  will  be  hang'd. 

'  Kite  He's  in  as  much  danger  as  any  man  in  the 
1  county  of  Salop. 

4  But.  There's  your  fee— ——but  you  have  forgot 
'  the  furgeon-general  all  this  while. 

'  Kite.  You  put  the  ftars  in  a  paffion.  [Locks  on  tit 
'  Beok?~\  But  now  they  are  pacify'd  again Let  me 

*  <ee,  did  you  never  cut  off  a  man's  leg  ? 

•  B*t.  No. 

4  Kite.  Recollect,  pray, 

•  But.  I  fay,  no. 

•  Kite.  That's  ftrange,  wonderful  ftrange ;  but  nd- 
thing  is  ftrange  to  me,  fuch  wonderful  changes  have 
1  feen The  fecond,  or  third,  ay,  the  third  cam- 
paign that  you  make  in  Flanders,  the  leg  of  a  great 
officer  will  be  ihatter'd  by  a  great  (hot,  you  will  be 
there  accidentally,  andwith  your  cleaver  chop  off  the 
limb  at  a  blow  !  In  Ihort,  the  operation  will  be  per- 
form'd  with  fo  much  dexterity,  that  with  general  ap- 
olaufe  you  will  be  made  furgeon-general  of  the  whole 
army. 

'  hut.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  cutting  off  a  limb. 
I'll  do't,  I'll  do't  with  any  furgeon  in  Europe ;  but  I 
iiave  no  thoughts  of  making  a  campaign. 

•  Kitt. 
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'  Kite.  You  have  no  thoughts  !  what's  matter  "for 
c  your  thoughts,  the  ftars  have  decreed  it,  and  you 
.'  muft  go. 

'  But.  The  ftars  decree  it !  Oons,  iir,  the  juIUces 
'  can't  prefs  me. 

'  Kite.  Nay,  friend,  'tis  none  of  my  bufinefs,  I  have 
'  done ;  only  mind  this,  you'll  know  more  an  hour 
'  and  half  hence,  that's  all,  farewel. 

'  But.  Hold,  hold,  doftor.  Surgeon-general !  What 
'  is  the  place  worth  pray  ? 

f  Kite.  Five  hundred  pounds  a  year,  befides  guineas 

*  for  claps. 

'  But.  Five  hundred  pounds  a  year ! an  hour 

f  and  half  hence,  you  fay. 

'  Kite.  Prithee,  friend,  be  quiet,  don't  be  trouble- 

*  fome,  here's  fuch  a  work  to  make  a  booby  butcher 

'  accept  of  five  hundred  .pound  a  year But  if  you 

'  muft  hear  it — I'll  tell  you  in  fhort,   you'll  be  ftand- 
'  ing  in  your  ftall  an  hour  and  an  half  hence,  and  a 
•'  gentleman  will   come    by  with  a  fnuft-box  in  his 

'  hand,  and  the  tip  of  his  handkerchief  hanging  out 
'  of  his  right  pocket ;  he'll  aik  you  the  price  of  a 
'  loin  of  veal,  and  at  the  fame  time  ftroak  your  great 
'  dog  upon  the  head,  and  call  him  Chopper. 

'  But.  Mercy  on  us  !  Chopper  is  the  "dog's  name, 

'  Kite.  Look'e  there What  I  fay  is  true 

'  things  that  are  to  come,  muft  come  to  pafs Get 

'  you  home,  fell  off  your  ftock,  don't  mind  the  whin- 
'  ing  and  the  fnivellingof  your  mother  and  your  lifter 

'  Women  always  hinder  preferment make 

•'  what  money  you  can,  and  follow  that  gentleman, 
'  his  name  begins  with  a  P, — mind  that— There  will 
'  be  the  barber's  daughter  too,  that  you  promis'd 

'  marriage  to (he  will  be  pulling  and  hailing  you 

'  to  pieces. 

'  But.  What!  know  Sally  too?  He's  the  devil,  and 
«  he  muft  needs  go  that  the  devil  drives.  [Going.'} 

*  The  tip  of  his  handkerchief  out  of  his  left  pocket. 
'  Kite.  No,  no,  his  right  pocket  j  if  it  be  the  left, 

*  'tis  none  of  the  man. 

3  '  But. 
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«  But.  Well,  well,  I'll  mind  him.  [Exir. 

'  Plume.  The  right  pocket,  you  fay. 

'   [Behind  ivith  bis  pocket-booh. 

'  Kite.  I  hear  the  milling  of  fiiks.  [Knocking.]  Fly, 
*  Jir,  'tis  madam  Melinda,* 

Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Kite.  Tjc&o,  chairs  for  the  ladies. 

Mel.  Don't  trouble  yourfelf,  we  fha'n't  flay,  dofto;*. 

n  ite.  Your  ladyfhip  is  to  flay  much  longer  than  you 
imagine. 

Mel.  For  what? 

Kite.  For  a  hufband- For  your  part,  madam-, 

you  won't  flay  for  a  hvifband.  [To  Lucy. 

Luc.  Pray,  doclor,  do  you  conveife  with  the  ftars, 
or  the  devil  ? 

Kite.  With  both  ;  when  I  have  the  deftinies  of  men 
in  learch,  I  confult  the  ftars ;  when  the  affairs  of  wo- 
men come  under  my  hands,  I  advife  with  my  t'other 
friend. 

Mel.  And  haVe  you-  rais'd  the  devil  upon  my  ac- 
count ? 

Kite.  Yes,  madamr  and  he's  now  under  the  table. 

Luc.  O  heavens  protect  us~!  Dear  madam,  let's  be 
gone. 

Kite.  If  you  be  afraid  of  him,  why  do  you  come  to 
confult  him  ? 

Mel.  Don't  fear,  fool ;  do  you  think,  fir,  that  bo- 
caufe  I  am  a  woman,  I'm  to  be  fool'd  out  of  my  rea- 
fon,  or  frighted  out  of  my  fenfes-?  Come,  fhew  me 
this  devil. 

Kite.  He'$  a  little  bufy  at  prefent ;  but  when  he  has 
done,  he  mail  wait  on,  you. 

Mel.  What  is  he  doing  ? 

Kite.  Writing  your  name  in  his  pocket-book. 

Mel.  Ha,  ha !  my  name  !  Pray  what  have  you  tw 
he  to  do  with  my  name  ? 

Kite.  Look'e,  fair  lady the  devil  is  a  very 

modeft  perfon,    he  feeks  nobody,    unlefs   they  feek 
him  firft  :   he's  chain'd  up  like  a  maftiff,  and  can't 

fur,  unlefs  he  be  let  locfe You  come  to  me  to  have 

your 
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your   fortune   told Do  you  think,  madam,  that 

1  can  anfwer  you  of  my  own  head  ?  No,  madam, 
the  affairs  of  women  are  fo  irregular,  that  nothing 
lefs  than  the  devil  can  give  any  account  of  'em.  Now 
to  convince  you  of  your  incredulity,  I'll  fhew  you  a 

trial  of  my  fkill —Here,   you  cacademo  del  .plumo 

• exert  your  power,  draw  me  this  lady's  name,  the 

word  Msiinda,  in  proper  letters  and  characters  of  her 

own  hand-writing do  it  at  three  motions one 

two three 'tis  done Now,  madam, 

will  you  pleafe  to  fend  your  maid  to  fetch  it  ? 

Luc.  I  fetch  it  !  the  devil  fetch  me  if  I  do. 

Mel.  My  name  in  my  own  hand-writing  !  that  wou'd 
be  convincing  indeed. 

Kite.  Secing's  believing.  [Goes  to  the  table,  liftf 
up  the  carpet.]  Here,  Tre,  Ire,  poor  Tre,  give 
me  the  bcne,  firrah.  There's  your  name  upon  that 
fquare  piece  of  paper,  behold 

Me/.  'Tis  wonderful,  my  very  letters  to  a  tittle. 

Luc.  ;Tis  like  your  hand,  madam,  but  not  fo  like 
your  hand  neither ;  and  now  I  look  nearer,  'tis  not 
like  your  hand  at  all. 

Kite.  Here's  a  chamber-maid  now  will  out-lye  the 
devil  ! 

i«r.,Look'e,  madam,  they  fha'n't  impofe  upon  us; 
people  can't  remember  their  hands,  no  more  than 

they  can  their  faces • — Come,  madam,   let  us   be 

certain,  write  your  name  upon  this  paper,  then  we'll 
•compare  'em. 

[Takes  out  a  paper,  and  f elds  it. 

Kite.  Any  thing  for  your  fatisfadion,  madam—- 
here's pen  and  ink. 

[Meiinda  ivrifes,  Lucy  holds  the  paper. 

Luc.  Let  me  fee  it,  madam  v  'tis  the  fame the 

very  fame But  I'll  fecure  one  copy  for  my  own 

affairs.  [AJide. 

Mel.  This  is  demonftration. 

Kite.  'Tis  fo,  madam The  word  demonftration 

conies  from  Damon  the  father  of  lies. 

Mel.  Well,  doftor,  I  am  convinc'd ;  and  now,  pray, 

what 
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what  account  can  you  give  of  my  future  fortune  ? 

Kite.  Before  the  fun  has  made  one  courfe  round 
this  earthly  globe,  your  fortune  will  be  fix'd  for  hap- 
pinefs  or  mifery. 

Mel.  What !  So  near  the  crifis  of  my  fate  ! 

Ki$f.  Let  me  fee About  the  hour  of  ten  to- 
morrow morning  you  will  be  faluted  by  a  gentleman, 
who  will  come  to  take-  his  leave  of  you,  being  de- 
fign'd  for  travel ;  his  intention  of  going  abroad  is 
fudden,  and  the  occafion  a  woman.  Your  fortune 
and  his  are  like  the  bullet  and  the  barrel,  one  runs 

plump  into  the  other In  Ihort,  if  the  gentleman 

travels,  he  will  die  abroad ;  and  if  he  does,  you  will 
die  before  he  comes  home. 

Mel.  What  fort  of  man  is  he  ? 

Kite.  Madam,  he's  a  fine  gentleman,  and  a  lover ; 
that  is,  a  man  of  very  good  fenfe,  and  a  very  great 
fool. 

Mel.  How  is  that  poffible,  doftor  ? 

Kite.  Becaufe,  madam becaufe  it  is   fo    •     • 

A  Woman's  reafon  is  the  b*ft  for  a  man's  being  a 
fool. 

Mel.  Ten  a-clock,  you  fay  ? 

Kite.  Ten about  the   hour  of  tea-drinking 

throughout  the  kingdom. 

Mel.  Here,  doctor.  [Gives  mcney.]  Lucy,  have  you 
•any  queftions  to  afk  ? 

Luc.  O,  madam  !  a  thoufand. 

Kite.  I  muft  beg  your  patience  till  another  time  ; 
for  I  expefc  more  company  this  minute ;  belides,  I 
jnuft  dilcharge  the  gentleman  under  the  table. 

Luc.  O  pray,  fir,  difcharge  us  firft  ! 

Kite.  Tycho,  wait  on  the  ladies  down  flairs. 

{Exeunt  Melinda  and  Lucy. 
;  Enter  Worthy  and  Plume. 

.  Kite.  Mr.  Worthy,  you  were  pleas'd  to  wifh  me  joy 
to-day,  I  hope  to  be  able  to  return  the  complement 
jto- morrow. 

Ifor.  I'll  make  it  the  bell  complement  to  you  that 
.ever  I  made  in  my  life,  if  you  do  j  but  I  muA  be  a 
traveller,  you  fay  ? 

Kite, 
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Kite.  No  farther  than  the  chops  of  the  channel,  I 
prefnme,  fir. 

Plume.  That  \ve  have  concerted  already.  [Knock- 
ing hard.}  Hey  day!  you  don't  profefs  midwifry, 
doctor  ? 

Kite.  Away  to  your  ambufcade. 

{Exeunt  Plume  and  Worthy. 
Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Your  fervant,  fervant,  my  dear. 

Kite.  Stand  off,  I  have  my  familiar  already. 

Braz.  Are  you  bewitch'd,  my  dear  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  my  dear :  but  mine  is  a  peacable  fpirit, 
and  hates  gunpowder.  Thus  I  fortify  myfelf;  [Drawt 
a  circle  rcur.d  him.~\  and  now,  captain,  have  a  care 
how  you  force  my  lines. 

Braz.  Lines  !  What  doft  talk  of  lines !  You  have 
fomething  like  a  fifhing-rod  there,  indeed  ;  but  I  come 
to  be  acquainted  with  you,  man,— — — — What'a  your 
name,  my  dear  ? 

Kite.   Conundrum. 

Braz.  Conundrum  !  Rat  me,  I  knew  a  famous  doc- 
tor in  London  of  your  name—  Where  were  you  born  ? 

Kile.  I  was  born  in  Algebra. 

Braz.  dlgebra!  'Tis  no  country  in  Chriftendonty 
I'm  fure,  unlefs  it  be  fome  place  in  the  Highlands  in. 
Scotland. 

Kite.  Right 1  told  you  I  was  bewitch'd. 

Braz.  So  am  I,  my  dear ;  I  am  going  to  be  mar- 

ry'd 1  have  had  two  letters  from  a  lady  of  fortune 

that  loves  me  to  madnefs,  fits,  cholick,  fpleen,  ard 

vapours mail  I  marry  her  in  four- and- twenty 

hours,  ay,  or  no  ? 

Kite.  Certainly 

Braz.  Gad  fo,  ay,  «  I  (hall  !' 

Kite.  '  Certainly  :  Ay,'  or  no.  But  I  muft  have 
the  year  and  the  day  of  the  month  when  thefe  letters 
were  dated. 

Braz.  Why,  you  old  bitch,  did  you  ever  hear  of 
love-letters  dated  with  the  year  and  day  of  the 

month  ? 


66         THE    RECRUITING   OFFICER. 

month  ?  Do  you  think  billet-doux  are  like  bank-bills  ? 

Kife.  They  are  not  fo  good,  my  dear — but  if  they 
bear  no  date,  I  mult  examine  the  contents. 

£raz..  Contents  !  That  you  mall,  old  boy,  here  they 
be  both. 

Kite.  Only  the  laft  you  receiv'd,  if  you  pleafe. 
[Taket  the  letter.}  Now,  fir,  if  you  pleafe  to  let  me 
confult  my  books  for  a  minute,  I'll  fend  this  letter 
tnclos'd  to  you  with  the  determination  of  the  liars 
upon  it  to  your  lodgings. 

Braz.  With  all  my  heart 1  muft  give  him 

[Puts  bis  bands  in  bis  pockets.]  Algebra!  I  fancy, 
doctor,  'tis  hard  to  calculate  the  place  of  your  na- 
tivity— Here: — [Gives  him  money.}  And  if  I  fuc- 
ceed,  I'll  build  a  watch  tower  on  the  top  of  the  higheil 
mountain  in  Wales  for  the  ftudy  of  ailrology,  and  the 
benefit  of  the  Conundrums.  [Exit. 

Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

War.  O  doftor!  That  letter's  worth  a  million,  let 
me  fee  it;  and  now  I  have  it,  I'm  afraid  to  open  it. 

Plume.   Pho!  let  me  fee  it;   \cpening  the  letter.'}  If 

fhe  be  a  jilt, Damn  her,  fhe  is  one There's 

her  name  at  the  bottom  on't. 

War.  How  !  Then  I'll  travel  in  good  earneft— — 
By  all  my  hopes,  'tis  Lucy's  hand. 

Plume.  Lucy' s  ! 

War.  Certainly 'tis  no  more  like  Mclinda's  cha- 
racter than  black  is  to  white. 

Plume.  Then  'tis  certainly  Lucy's  contrivance   to 

draw  in  Brazen  for  a  hufband But  are  you  fure 

'tis  not  Melinda's  hand  ? 

ff'or.  You  fhall  lee  ;  where's  the  bit  of  paper  I 
gave  you  juft  now  that  the  Devil  writ  Melinda  upon  ? 

Kite.  Here,  fir. 

Plums.  'Tis  plain  they're  not  the  fame ;  and  is  this 
the  malicious  name  that  was  fubfcribed  to  the  letter, 
which  made  Mr.  Ballance  fend  his  daughter  into  the 
country  ? 

War.  The  very  fame,  the  other  fragments  I  fhew'd 
you  jufl  now.  I  once  intended  it  for  another  ufe, 

but 


THE   RECRUITING    OFFICER.         6? 

fcmt  I  think  I  have  turn'ditnow  to  a  better  advantage. 
Plume..   But  'twas  barbarous  to  conceal  this  fo  long, 

and  to  continue  me  fo  many  hours  in   the  pernicious 

herefy   of   believing    that    angelick   creature   cou'd 

change  :   Poor  Sylwia  ! 

U  or.  Rich  Syl-via  you  mean,  and  poor  captain,  ha, 

ha,   ha !  ••  Come,  come,    friend.      Melinda  is 

true,  and  ihull  be  mine  ;  Syfoia  is  conftant,  and  may 

be  vours. 

Plume.  No,   fhe's  above  my  hopef But  for  her 

fake  I'll  recant  my  opinion  of  her  fe*. 

£j  fame  the  fex  is  blamed  without  dejlgn,  ^ 

Light  harmhfs  cenfure,  fuch  at  jour's  and  mine,       ^ 
Sallies  of  wit ,  and  vapours  of  our  ivine.  jk 

Others  the  jnfliee  of  the  f ex  condemn,  ~> 

And  wanting  merit  to  create  ejteem,  £- 

Wou'd  hide  their  own  defefts  by  centring  them.        ^ 
But  they  fecure  in  their  all  conquering  charms, 
Laugh  at  the  <vain  efforts  cf  falfe  alarms  ; 
He  magnifes  their  conquers  *wko  complains, 
For  none  IKCU  d  Jlruggle  were  they  not  in  chains. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        V. 
SCENE,    Jujtice    Ballance'/  boafe. 

Enter  Ballance  and  Scale. 
Scale.  I'  Say,  'tis  not  to  be  born,  Mr.  Ballance. 

Ball.  Look'e,  Mr.  Scale,  for  my  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  very  tender  in  what  regards  the  officers  of 
the  army ;  '  they  expofe  their  lives  to  fo  many  dan- 
'  gers  for  ns  abroad,  that  we  may  give  them  iome 
'  grains  of  allowance  at  home. 

'  Scale.  Allowance  !  This  poor  girl's  father  is  my 
'  tenant ;  and  if  I  miftake  not,  her  mother  nurs'd  a 

-*  child  for  you Shall  they  debauch  our  daughters 

'  to  our  faces  ? 

'  Ball.  Confider.  Mr.  Scale,  that  were  it  not  for 

*  the 
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the  bravery  of  thefe  officers,  we  fliould  have  French 
crr.goons  among  us,  that  wou'd  leave  us  neither  li- 
berty, property,  wives,  nor  daughters Come, 

Mr.  Scale,  the  gentlemen  are  vigorous  and  warm, 
and  may  they  continue  fo  ;  the  fame  heat  that  ftirs 
them  up  to  love,  fpurs  them  on  to  battle.  You  ne- 
ver knew  a  great  general  in  your  life,  that  did  not 
love  a  whore.  This'  I  only  fpeak  in  reference  to 
taptain  Plume for  the  other  fpark  I  know  no- 
thing of. 

Scale.  Nor  can  I  hear  of  any  body  that  does — O, 
here  they  come. 
Enter  Sylvia,  Bullock,   Rofe,  pri/oaers ;  conjiable  and 

mob. 
Conft.  May  it  pleafe  your  worfliips,  we  took  them 

in  the  very  aft,  re  infetta,  fir The  gentleman, 

indeed,  behav'd  himfelf  like  a  gentleman  ;  for  he 
drew  his  fword  and  fwore,  and  afterwards  laid  it  down 
and  faid  nothing. 

Ball.  Give  the  gentleman  his  fword  again1  * 

Wait  you  without.  [Exeunt  conjiable  and  mob.~\  I'm 
forry,  fir,  [To  Sylvia.]  to  know  a  gentleman  upon 
fuch  terms,  that  the  occafion  of  our  meeting  fliould 
prevent  the  fadsfaction  of  an  acquaintance. 

Syl.  Sir,  you  need  make  no  apology  for  your  war- 
rant, no  more  than  I  mall  do  for  my  behaviour  — 
My  innocence  is.  upon  an  equal  foot  with  your  au- 
thority. 

Scale .  Innocence  !  Have  not  you  feduc'd  that  young 
maid  ? 

Syl.  No,  Mr.  Goofecap,  (he  feduc'd  me. 

Bull.  So  ihe  did,  I'll  fwear for  fne  propos'd 

marriage  firft. 

Ball.  What,  then  you  are  marry'd,  child  ? 

[To  Rofe. 

Rofe.  Yes,  fir,  to  my  forrow. 
Ball.  Who  was  witnefs? 

Bull.  That  was  I 1  danc'd,  threw  the  flocking, 

and  fpoke  jokes  by  their  bed- fide,  I'm  fure. 
Bail..  Who  was  the  minifter  ? 
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^  Bull.  Minifter !  We  are  foldiers,  and  want  no  mi- 

nifter They  were  marry'd  by  the  articles  of 

war. 

Ball.  Hold  thy  prating,  fool- — >Your  appearance, 
fir,  promifej  fome  underitanding;  pray  what  does  this 
fellow  mean  ? 

Sjl.  He  means  marriage,   I  think but  that  you 

know  is  fo  odd  a  thing,  that  hardly  any  two  people 
under  the  fun  agree  in  the  ceremony;  fome  make  it 
a  facrament,  others  a  convenience,  and  others  make 

itajeft;  bat  among  foldiers  'tis  moft  facred 

Our  fword,   you  know,  is  our  honour,  that  we  lay 

down The  hero  jumps  over  it  firft,  and  the  ama- 

zon  after Leap  rogue,    follow  whore • 

The  drum  beats  a  ruff,  and  fo  to  bed ;  that's  all ;  the 
ceremony  is  concife. 

Bull.  And  the  prettieft  ceremony,  fo  full  of  paftime 
and  prodigality 

Ball.  What  !   Are  you  a  foldier? 

Bull.  Ay,  that  I  am — Will  your  worfliip  lend  me 
your  cane,  and  I'll  mew  you  how  I  can  exercife. 

Ball.  Take  it,  [Strikes  him  over  tlx  bead.}  Pray, 
fir,  what  commiflion  may  you  bear  ?  [To  Sylvia. 

Syl.  I  am  call'd  captain,  fir,  by  all  the  coffee-men, 
drawers,  whores,  and  groom-porters  in  London;  for 
I  wear  a  red  coat,  a  fword,  a  hat  bientrou/ee,  '  a  mar- 
«  tial  twift  in  my  cravat,  a  fierce  knot  in  my  periwig, 
'  a  cane  upon  my  button,'  piquet  in  my  head,  and 
dice  in  my  pocket. 

Scale.  Your  name,  pray,  fir  ? 

Syl.  Captain  Pinch :  1  cock  my  hat  with  a  pinch  ; 
take  fnuff  with  a  pinch,  pay  my  whores  with  a  pinch; 
in  fhort,  I  can  do  any  thing  at  a  pinch,  but  fight  and 
fill  my  belly. 

Ball.  And  pray,  fir,  what  brought  you  into  Sbrop- 
Jhire  ? 

SyL  A  pinch,  fir ;  I  knew  you  country  gentlemen 
want  wit,  and  you  know  that  we  town  gentlemen 
want  money,  and  fo— 

Ball.  I  uaderfland  you,  fir— Here,  conftable 

E>,ttr 
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Enter   Conftable. 
Take  this  gentleman  into  cuftody  till  farther  orders. 

Rofe.  Pray  your  wormip  don't  be  uncivil  to  him, 
for  he  did  me  no  hurt ;  he's  the  moil  harmlefs  man  in 
the  world,  for  all  he  talks  fo. 

Scale.  Come,  come,  child,  I'll  take  care  of  you. 

Syl.  What,  gentlemen,  rob  me  of  my  freedom  and 
my  wife  at  once !  'Tis  the  firil  time  they  ever  went 
together. 

"Sail.  Heark'e,  conftable.  \Wbifpers  bint. 

Conji.  It  fhall  be  done,  fir Come  along,  fir, 

{Exeunt  Conilable,   Bullock,  and  Sylvia. 

Kail.  Come,  Mr.  Scale,  we'll  manage  the  fpark 
prcfently.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,     Melinda's  Apartment. 
Enter  Melinda  and  Worthy. 

Mel.  So  far  the  prediction  is  right,  'tis  ten.  exactly. 
\.AJtde."\  And  pray,  fir,  how  long  have  you  been  in 
this  travelling  humour  ? 

I-fcr.  'Tis  natural,  madam,  for  us  to  avoid  what 
dilturbs  our  quiet. 

M7.  Rather  the  love  of  change,  which  is  more  na- 
tural, may  be  the  occafion  of  it. 
.  Wor.  To  be  fure,  madam,  there  muft  be  charms  in 
variety,  elfe  neither  you  nor  I  fliou'd  he  fo  fond  of  it. 

Mel.  You  miltake,  Mr.  Worthy,  I  am  not  fo  fond 
of  variety  as  to  travel  for't,  nor  do  1  think  it  pru- 
dence in  you  to  run  yourfelf  into  a  certain  expence 
and  danger,  in  hopes  of  precarious  pleafure,  'which 
'  at  beil  never  aniwers  expectation ;  as  'tis  evident 
'  from  the  example  of  moil  travellers.,  that  long  more 
*  to  return  to  their  own  country,  than  they  did  to  go 
'.abroad.' 

Vfror.  V/hat  pleafure  I  may  receive  abroad  is  indeed 
uncertain;  but  this  I  am  fure  of,  I  ihail  meet  with 
lefs  cruelty  among  the  moil  barbarous  of  nations,  than 
I  have  found  at  home. 

Mel.  Come,  fir,  you  and  I  have  been  jangling  a 

great 
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great  while ;  I  fancy  if  we  made  up  our  accounts,  we 
ihou'd  the  fooner  come  to  an  agreement. 

Wor.  Sure,  madam,  you  won't  difpute  your  being 

iri  my  debt My  fears,  fighs,  vows,  promifes,  afli- 

duities,  anxieties,  jealoufies,  have  run  on  for  a  whole 
year  without  any  payment. 

Mel.  A  year !  O  Mr.  Worthy !  What  you  owe  to 
me  is  not  to  be  paid  under  feven  years  fervitude  :  how 
did  you  ufe  me  the  year  before  ?  when  taking  the  ad- 
vantage of  my  innocence  and  neceflity,  you  wou'd 

have  made  me  your  miftrefs,  that  is,  your  flave 

Remember  the  wicked  insinuations,  artful  baits,  de- 
ceitful arguments,  cunning  pretences;  then  your  im- 
pudent behaviour,  loofe  expreffions,  familiar  letters, 
rudevifits;  remember  thofe,  thofe,  Mr.  Worthy. 

Wor.  I  do  remember,  and  am  forry  I  made  no  bet- 
ter ufe  of 'em.  [jtyiJe.]  But  you  may  remember,  ma- 
dam, that 

Mel.  Sir,  I'll  remember  nothing 'Tis  your  in- 

tereft  that  I  Ihould  forget :  you  have  been  barbarous 
to  me,  I  have  been  cruel  to  you;  put  that  and  that 

together,  and  let  one  balance  the  other Now  if 

you  will  begin  upon  a  ne\v  (core,  lay  afide  your  ad- 
venturing airs,  and  behave  yourfelf  handfomely  till 
Lent  be  over;  here's  my  hand,  I'll  ufe  you  as  a  gen- 
tleman fhou'd  be. 

#r0r.And  if  I  doTi'frffe  you  as  a  gentlewoman  fhou'd 
be,  may  this  be  my  poifon.  \.K'Jfi»S  ^er  ^"^ 

•Enter  a  Servant. 

SL'/-.   Madam,  the  coach  is  at  the  door. 

Mel.  I  am  going  to  Mr.  Ballancis  country-honfe 
to  fee  my  coufin  Sylvia  :  I  have  done  her  an  injury, 
and  can't  be  eafy  till  I  have  afk'd  her  pardon. 

Wor.  1  d:ue  not  hope  for  the  honour  of  waking  on 
you. 

Me/.  My  coach  is  full;  but  if  you'll  be  fo  gallant 
as  to  mount  your  own  horfe  and  follow  us,  we  mall 
be  glad  to  be  overtaken;  and  if  you  bring  captain 
Flume  with  you,  we  (han't  have  the  worfe  reception. 

Wor.  I'll  endeavour  it.  [Exit,  leading  Melinda. 

SCENE, 
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S  C  E  N  E,  The  Market-place. 
Enter  Plume    and  Kite. 

flume,  A  baker,  a  taylor,  a  fmith,  butcher,  car- 
penters, and  journeymen  fhoemakers,  in  all  thirty- 
nine — I  believe  the  firft  colony  planted  in  Virginia  had 
not  more  trades  in  their  company  than  I  have  in  mine. 

Kite.  The  butcher,  fir,  will  have  his  hands  full ; 

for  we  have  t-.vo  fheep-ftealers  among  us 1  hear  of 

a  fellow  too  committed  juft  now  for  itealing  of  horfes. 

Plume.  We'll  difpofe  of  him  among  the  dragoons 
« Have  we  never  a  poulterer  among  us  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  fir,  the  king  of  the  gipfies  is  a  very 
good  one,  he  has  an  excellent  hand  at  a  goofe  or  a 

turkey Here's  captain  Brazen,  fir;  I  muft  go 

look  after  the  men.  [.Exit. 

Enter  Brazen,  reading  a  letter. 

Braz.  Um,  um,  um,  the  canonical  hour Um 

um,  very  well My  dear  Plume!  Give  me  a 

bufs. 

Plume.  Half  a  fcore,  if  you  will,  my  dear  :  what 
haft  got  in  thy  hand,  child  ? 

Braz.  'Tis  a  project  for  laying  out  a  thoufand 
pound. 

Plume.  Were  it  not  requifite  to  project  firft  how  to 
get  it  in  ? 

Braz.  You  can't  imagine,  my  dear,  that  I  want 
twenty  thoufand  pounds;"!  have  fpent  twenty  times  as 
much  in  the  fervice.  '  Now,  my  dear,  pray  advife 
*  me,  my  head  runs  much  upon  architecture,  mail  I 
'  build  a  privateer  or  a  play  houfe  } 

'  Plume.  An  odd  q^ueftior. a  privateer  or  a  play- 

'  houfe  !  'twill  require  fome  confideration Faith, 

'I'm  for  a  privateer. 

'  Braz.  I'm  not  of  your  opinion,  my  dear — for  ia 
'  the  firft  place  a  privateer  may  be  ill  built. 

'  Plume.  And  fo  may  a  play-houfe. 

'  Braz.  But  a  privateer  may  be  ill-mann'd  ? 

'  Plume.  And  fo  may  a  play-houfe. 

'JBraz.  But  a  privateer  may  run  upon  the  mallows. 

'  Plume, 
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'  Plume.  Not  fo  often  as  a  play-houfe. 

'  Braz.  But  you  know  a  privateer  may  fpring  a 
*  leak. 

'  Plume.  And  I  know  a  play-houfe  may  fpring  a 
'  great  many. 

'  Braz.  But  fuppofe  the  privateer  come  home  with 
f  a  rich  booty,  we  mould  never  agree  about  our 
«  mares. 

'  Plume.  'Tis  juft  fo  in  a  play-houfe fo,  by  my 

'  advice,  you  lliall  fix  upon  a  privateer. 

'  Braz.  Agreed — But  if  this  twenty  thoufand  pound 
ihould  not  be  in  fpecie 

Plume.  What  twenty  thoufand.? 

Braz.   Heark'c.  \Whifpers. 

Plume.   Marry'd  ! 

Braz.  Prefently,  we're  to  meet  about  half  a  mile 
out  of  town  at  the  water-fide — and  fo  forth — \Readi. ~\ 
For  fear  I ficuld  be  known  by  any  of  Worthy's  friends-, 
you  muft  give  me  leaiie  to  wear  my  majk  till  after  the 

ceremony,  which  will  make  me  for  ever  jours 

Looke  there,  my  dear  dog.  [Shews  the  bottom  of 

the  letter  to  Plume. 

Plume,  Melinda  !  And  by  this  light,  her  own  hand  \ 
Once  more,  if  you  pleafe,  my  dear — Her  hand  ex- 
aftly  ? Juft  now,  you  fay  ? 

Braz.  This  minute,  I  muft  be  gone, 

Plume.  Have  a  little  patience,  and  I'll  go  with  you. 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  fee  a  gentleman  coming  this  way, 
that  may  be  inquifitive  ;  '\\5t7otthy,  do  you  know 
him.? 

Plume.  By  fight  only. 

Braz.  Have  a  care,  the  very  eyes  :difcover  fecrets. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Wor.  To  boot  and  faddle  captain  ;  you  muft  mount. 

Plume.  Whip  and  fpur  Worthy,  or  you  won't 
mount. 

Wor.  But  I  mail :  Melinda  and  I  are  agreed  ;  fhe's 

•g-one  to  vifit  Syfaia,  we  are  to  mount  and  follow  ; 

£)  and 
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and  cou'd  we  carry  £?parfon  with  us,  who  knows  what 
might  be  done  for  us  both  ? 

Plume.  Don't  trouble  your  head,  Mellnda  has  fe- 
cur'd  a  parfon  already. 

Wor.   Already!   do  you  know  more  than  I? 

Plume.  Yes,  I  faw  it  under  her  hand Brazen 

and  me  are  to  meet  half  a  mile  hence  at  the  waterfide, 
there  to  take  boat.  I  fuppofe  to  be  ferry'd  over  to 
the  Elyfean  fields,  if  there  be  any  fuch  thing  in  matri- 
mony. 

Wor.  I  parted  with  Melinda  juft  now,  me  affur'd  me 
fhe  hated  Brazen,  and  that  me  refolved  to  difcard 
Lucy  for  daring  to  write  letters  to  him  in  her  name. 

Plume.  Nay,  nay,  there's  nothing  of  Lucy  in  this— 
I  tell  ye,  I  faw  Melindas  hand,  as  furely  as  this  is 
mine. 

Wor.  But  I  tell  you  (he's  gone  this  minute  to  Juftice 
Ballance's  country-houfe. 

Plume.  But  I  teil  you,  fhe'sgone  this  minute  to  the 
water-fide. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam  Melinda  has  fent  word,  that  you  need 
not  trouble  yourfelf  to  follow  her,  becaufe  her  journey 
to  Juftice  Ballancis  is  put  off,  and  file's  gone  to  take 
the  air  another  way.  [To  Worthy. 

Wor.  How!  her  journey  put  off! 

Plume.   That  is,  her  journey  was  put  off  to  you. 

Wor.  'Tis  plain,  plain But  how,  where,  when 

is  me  to  meet  Brazen  ? 

Plume.  Juft  now,  I  tell  you,  half  a  mile  hence,  at 
the  water-fide. 

Wor.  Up  or  down  the  water  ? 

Plume.  That  I  don't  know. 

Wor.  I'm  glad  my  horfes  are  ready Jack,  get 

*em  out.  [Exit.  Ser. 

Plume.  Shall  I  go  with  you  ? 

Wor.  Not  an  inch —  I  mall  return  prefently. 

[Exit. 

Plume.  You'll  find  me  at  the  hall  ;  the  Juftices  are 
fitting  by  this  time,  and  I  mull  attend  them. 

SCENE 
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SCENE,  A  Court  of  Juftice  :  Ballance,  Scale,.  aa4 

Scruple  upon  the  Bench  :  Conftable,  Kite,  Mob. 
Kite  and  Conflable  advance.  for--ward. 

Kite.  Pray,  who  are  thofe  honourable  gentlemen 
Upon  the  Bench  ? 

Conft.  He  in  the  middle  is  Juftice  BallaKce-,  he  on 
the  right  is  Juftice  Scale,  and  he  on  the  left  is  Juftice 
Scruple,  and  I  am  Mr.  Conftabk  ;  four  very  honeft 
gentlemen. 

Kite.  O  dear  fir  !  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant : 
[Saluting  the  Conftable.]  I  fancy,  fir,  that  your  em- 
ployment and  mine  are  much  the  fame;  for  my  bufi- 
nefs  is  to  keep  people  in  order,  and  if  they  difobey, 
to  knock  'em  down  j  and  then  we  are  both  ftaif- 
officers. 

Conft.  Nay,  I'm  a  ferjeant  myfelf of  the  mili- 
tia  come,  brother,  you  mail  fee  me  exercife  j 

fuppofe  this  a  muiket :  Now  I  am  moulder'd.        •  . 
[Puts  his  ft  a  ff  en  hit  right  fionlder. 

Kite.  Ay,  you  are  fhoulder'd  pretty  well  for  a  con- 
ftable's  ftaff ;  but  for  a  mufket,  you-  muft  put  it  on  the 
other  moulder,  my  dear. 

Conft.  Adfo!  that's  true— —come,  now  give  th* 
word  of  command. 

Kite.  Silence. 

Conft.  Ay,  ay,  fo  we  will— —we  will  be  filent. 

Kite.  Silence  you  dog,  filence  ! 

[Strikes  him  over  the  head  with  his  baltert* 

Conft.  That's  the  way  to  filence  a  man  with  a  wit- 
ijefs What  d'ye  mean,  friend  ? 

Kite.  Only  to  exercife  you,  fir. 

Conft.  Your  exercile  differs  fo  much-  from  ours,  that 
we  fhall  ne'er  agree  about  it ;  if  my  own  captain  had 
given  me  fuch  a  rap,  I  had  taken  the  law  of  him. 
Enter  Plume. 

Ball.  Captain,  you're  welcome. 

Plume.  Gentlemen,   I  thank  you. 

Scru.  Come,  honeft  captain,  fit  by  me.  [Plume 
afccnds  and  Jttt  upon  the  bench, .]  Now  produce  your 

priib-ners here,  that  fellow  there — fet  him  up. 

P  2.  , Miv 
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•———Mr.   Conftable,    what  have  you  to  fay  agair.ft 
this  man  ? 

Conft.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  againfl  him,  an  plcafe 
you. 

Ball.  No  !  what  made  you  bring  him  hither  ? 

Conft.  I  don't  know,  an  pleafc  your  worihip. 

Scale.  Did  not  the  contents  of  your  warrant  dircft 
you  what  fort  of  men-  to  take  up  ? 

Conji.  I  can't  tell,  an  pleafe  ye ;  I  can't  read. 

Scru.  A  very  pretty  conflable  truly I  find  \vc 

have  no  bufmefs  here. 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  the  worlhipful  bench,  I  defire 
to  be  heard  in  this  cafe,  as  being  counfel  for  the 
king. 

Ball.  Come  ferjeant,  you  fhall  be  heard,  fmce  no 
body  elfe  will  fpeak  ;  we  won't  come  here  for  no- 
thing. 

Kite.  This  man  is  but  one  man,  the  country  may 
fpare  him,  end  the  army  wants  him;  befides  he's  cut 
out  by  nature  for  a  grenadier ;  he's  five  foot  ten 
inches  high  ;  he  fhall  box,  wreftle,  or  dance  the  Cbe- 
Jhire  round  with  any  man  in  the  county  ;  he  gets  drunk 
every  fabbath-day,  and  he  beats  his  wife. 

Wife.  You  lie,  firrah,  you  lie  ;  an.  pleafe  your  wor- 
fliip,  he's  the  beft  natur'd  pains-taking'ft  man  in  the 
parifh,  witnefs  my  five  poor  children. 

Scru.  A  wife  !  and  five  children  !  You  conftable, 
you  rogue,  how  durft  you  imprefs  a  man  that  has  a 
wife  and  five  children  ? 

Scale.  Difcharge  him,  difcharge  him. 

Ball.  Hold,  gentlemen— — Heark'e,  friend,  how 
do  you  maintain  your  wife  and  five  children  ? 

Plume.  They  live  upon  wild-fowl  and  venifon,  fir  j 
the  hufband  keeps  a  gun,  and  kills  all  the  hares  and 
partridges  within  five  mile  round, 

Ball.  A  gnn  !  nay,  if  he  be  fo  good  at  gunning,  .he 

(hall  have  enough  on't. He  may  be  of  ufe  againii 

the  French,  for  he  fhoots  flying  to  be  fure. 

Scru.  But  his  wife  and  children,  Mr.  Ballance! 

Wife. 
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Wife.  Ay,  ay,  that's  the-  reafon  you  wou'd  fend 
him  away,  you  know  I  have  a  child  every  year,  and 
you  are  afraid  they  fhould  come  upon  the  parifh  at 
laft. 

Plume.  Look'e  there,  gentlemen,  the  honeft  wo- 
man has  fpoke  it  at  once,  the  parifh  had  better  main- 
tain five  children  this  year,  than  fix  or  feven  the  next : 
That  fellow,  upon  this  high  feeding,  may  get  you  two 
er  three  beggars  at  a  birth. 

Wife.  Look'e,  Mr.  Captain,  theparim  fhall  get  no- 
thing by  fending  him  away,  for  I  won't  lofe  my  teem- 
ing-time, if  there  be  a  man  left  in  the  parifh. 

Rail.  Send  that  woman  to  the  houfe  of  correction, 
——and  the  man 

Kite.  I'll  take  care  of  him,  if  you  pleafe. 

[Takes  him  down*. 

Scale.  Here,  you  conftab!e,  the  next — Set  up  that 
black-fac'd  fellow,  he  has  a  gun-powder  look ;  what 
can  you  fay  againft  this  man,  conllaHe  ? 

Conft.  Nothing,  but  that  he  is  a  very  honeft  man  » 

Plume.  Pray,  gentlemen,  let  me  have  one  honeft 
man  in  my  company,  for  the  novelty's  fkke. 

Sail.  What  are  you,  friend  ? 

Mob.  A  collier,  I  work  in  the  coal-pits. 

Scru.  Look'e,  gentlemen,  this  fellow  has  a  trade,, 
and  the  aft  of  parliament  here  exprefles,  that  we  are 
to  imprefs.no  man  that  has  any  vifible  means  of  a  live- 
lihood 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  worfhips,  this  man  has  no 
vifible  means  of  a  livelihood,  for  he  works  under 
ground. 

Plume.  Well  faid,  Kite ;  befides  the  army  wants 
miners. 

Ball.  Right,,  and  had  we  an  order -of  government 
for't,  we  cou'd  raife  you  in  this  and  the  neighbouring 
county  of  Stafford,  five  hundred  colliers  that  wou'd. 
run  you  under-ground  like  moks,  and.  do  more  fcr- 
vice  in  a  fiege  than  all  the  miners  in  the  army. 

Scru.  Well  friend,  what  have  you  to  fay  for  your- 
fc!f  ? 
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Mob.  I'm  marry'd. 

Kite.  Lack-a-day,  fo  am  I. 

Mob.  Here's  my  wife,  poor  woman. 

Ball.  Are  you  marry'd,  good  woman  ? 

Worn.   I'm  marry'd  in  confcience. 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  worfhip,  fhe's  with  child 
in  confcience. 

Scale.  Who  marry'd  you,  miftrefs  ? 

from.  My  hufband we  agreed  that  I  mou'd 

call  him  hufband,  to  avoid  paJing  for  a  whore  ;  and 
that  he  Ihould  call  me  wife,  to  fhun  going  for  a  fol- 
dier. 

Sa-u.  A  very  pretty  couple  !  pray  captain,  will  you 
take  'em  both  ? 

Plume.  What  fay  you,  Mr.  Kite,  will  you  take  care 
of  the  woman  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  fir,  me  mall  go  with  us  to  the  fea-fide, 
and  there,  if  fhe  has  a  mind  to  drown  herfelf,  we'll 
take  care  that  no  body  mall  hinder  her. 

Ball.  Here,  conftable,  bring  in  my  man.  [Exit 
conflable.]  Now  captain  ,  I'll  fit  you  with  a  man,  fuch 
as  you  ne'er  lifted  in  your  life.  [Enter  conftable  and 
Sylvia.]  O  !  my  friend  Pinch,  I'm  very  glad  to  fee 
you. 

fyl.  Well,  fir,  and  what  then  ? 

Scale.  What  then !  Is  that  your  refpeft  to  the. 
bench  f 

Sj/.  Sir,  I  don't  care  a  farthing  for  you  nor  your, 
bench  neither. 

Scru.  Look'e,  gentlemen,  that's  enough,  he's  a  very, 
impudent  fellow,  and  fit  for  a  foldier. 

Scale.  A  notorious  rogue,.!  fay,  and  very  fit  for  a 
foldier. 

Conft.  A   v/hore-mafter,  I  fay,  and  therefore  fit  to 

g°- 

Eall.  What  think  you,  captain  ? 

Plume,  I  think  he's  a  very  pretty  fellow,  and  there- 
fore fit  to  ferve. 

S.yl'u.  Me  for  a  foldier  !  fend  your  own  lazy,  lubber- 
ly fons  at  home  ;  fellows  that  hazard  their  necks  every. 
2-  <kl 
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day  in  the  parfuit  of  a  fox,  yet  dare  not  peep  abroad 
to  look  an  enemy  in  die  face, 

Confl,  May  it  pleafe  your  worfhips,  I  have  a  wo- 
man at  the  door  to  fwear  a  rapeagainft  this  rogue. 

Syl.  Is  it  your  wife,  or  daughter,  booby  \  I  ra- 
vilh'd  'em  both  yefterday. 

Ball.  Pray,  captain,  read  the  articles  of  war,  we'll 
fee  him  lifted  immediately. 

Plume.  [Reads."]  Articles  of  war  againlt  mutiny  and 
defertion — &c. 

Syl.  Hold,  fir Once   more,  gentlemen,  have  a 

care  what  you  do,  for  you  (hall  feverely  fmart  for  any 
violence  you  offer  to  me ;  and  you,  Mr.  Ballance,  I 
fpeak  to  you  particularly,  you  mall  heartily  repent  it. 

Plume.  Look'e  young  fpark,  fay  but  one  word  more, 
and  I'll  build  a  horfe  for  you  as  high  as  the  cieling, 
and  make  you  ride  the  rnofl  tirefome  journey  that  ever 
you  made  in  your  life. 

Sj/<v.  You  have  made  a  fine  fpeech,  good  captain 
Hujfcap ;  but  you  had  better  be  quiet,  I  mall  find  a> 
way  to  cool  your  courage. 

Plume.  Pray,  gentleman,  don't  mind  him,  he's  dif- 
tracled. 

Syl.  'Tis  falfe 1   am  defcended  of  as  good  a. 

family  as  any  in  your  county  ;  my  father  is  as  good  a 
man  as  any  upon  your  bench,  and  I  am  heir  to  twelve 
hundred  pound  a  year. 

BalL  He's.certainly  mad- Pray,  captain,  read* 

the  articles  of  war. 

Syl.  Hold  once  more — Pray,  Mr.  Ballance,  to  you 
I  fpeak,  fuppofe  I  were  your  child,  woutd  you  ufe  me- 
at this  rate? 

Ball.  No  'faith,  were  you  mine,  I  wou'd  fend  you' 
to  Bedlam  firft,  and  into  the  army  afterwards. 

SyL  But  confider  ray  father,  fir,  he's  as  good,  as. 
generous,  as  brave,  us  juft  a  man  as  ever  ferv'd  his 
country ;  I'm  his  only  child,  perhaps  the  lofs  of  "met 
may  break  his  heart. 

BalL  He's  a  very  great  fool  if  it  does ;  captain,  if 
you  don't  lift  him  this  minute,  I'll  leave  the  court. 

Plume.. 
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Plums.  Kile,  do  you  diftrib"  ute  the  levy-mcney  tcr 
the  men  while  I  read. 

Kite.  Ay.  Sir Silence,  gentlemen. 

[Plume  reads  the  articles  cfwar. 

Ball.  Very  well  ;  now,  captain,  let  rne  beg  the 
favour  of  you,  not  to  difcharga  this  fellow  upon  any 
account  whatsoever.  Bringin  the  reft. 

Ccnji.  There  are  no  more,  an't  pleafe  your  wor-* 
fhi-p. 

Ball.  No  more  !  there  were  five  two  hours  ago. 

Syl.  'Tis  true,  lir,  but  this  rogue  of  a  conftable  let 
the  reft  efcape  for  a  bribe  of  eleven  millings  a  man,  be- 
caufe,  he  faid,  the  adt  allow'd  him- but  ten,  fo  the  odd 
Shillings  was  clear  gains. 

All  >/.  How  ! 

Syl.  Gentlemen,  he  offer'd  to  let  me  go  away  for 
rwo  guineas,  but  I  had  not  fo  much  about  me ;  this 
is  truth,  and  I'm  ready  to  fwear  it. 

Kite.  And  I'll  fwear  it ;  give  me  the  book,  'tis  for 
the  good  of  the  fcrvice. 

Molt.  May  it  pleafe  your  worfhip,  I  gave  him  half 
a  crov/n  to  fay  that  I  was  an  honeit  man  j  but  now, 
fince  that  your  worfhips  have  made  me  a  rogue,  I 
hope  I  mall  have  my  money  again. 

Ball.   'Tis  my  opinion,  that  this  ccnftable  be  put 
into  the  captain's  hands,  and  if  his  friends  don't  bring 
four  good  men  for  his  ranfom  by  to-morrow  night-- 
Captain,  you  mail  carry  him  toFI-an&rs. 

Scale.   Scruple.   Agreed,  .agreed  ! 

Plmne.   Mr.  Kite,  take  the  conftable  into  cuftody. 

•   Kite.  Ay,  ay, Sir,  [To  the  Conftable..]  will  you 

pleafe  to  have  your  office  taken  from  you  f  Or  will 
you  handfomely  lay  down  your  ftaff,  as  your  betters 
have  done  before  yon  ? 

[Conftable  drops  his  ftajf. 

Ball.  Come,  gentlemen,  there  needs  no  great  cere- 
mony in  adjourning  this  court Captain,  you  mail 

dine  with  me. 

Kite.  Come,  Mr.  Militia  Serjeant,  I  {hall  filence  you 
aow>  I  believ.-,  without  your  taking  the  law  of  me. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 
SCENE.. 
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SCENE, 
Enter  Brazen,  leading  in  Lucy  maJk\L 

£KIK.  The  boat  is  juft  belo-.v  here. 

Enter  Worthy  tuith  a  cafe  of  piftois  under  his  arm. 

War.  Here,  fir,  take  your  choice. 

[Going  between  them,  and  cjftring  them* 
Braz.  What  !  piitols  !  are  they  charg'd,  my  dear  ? 
Witr.  With  a  brace  of  bullets  each. 
Brnz.  But  I'm  a  foot  officer,  my  dear,  and  never 
ufe  piitols,  the  fword  is  my  way—  —and  I  wou't  be 
put  out  of  my  road  to  pleafe  any  man. 
War.  Nor  I  neither  ;  fo  have  at  you. 

[Cocks  one  pljiol, 

Braz.  Look'e,  my  dear,  I  don't  care  for  piliols—  • 
Pray,  oblige  me,  and  let  us  have  about  at  {harps  j  damn 
it,  there's  no  parrying  thefe  bullets. 

War.  Sir,  if  you  ha'n't  your  belly  full  of  thefe,  the 
fwords  mail  come  in  for  fecond  courfe. 

Braz.  Why  then,  fire  and  fury  !  I  have  eaten  fmoak 
from  the  mouth  of  a  cannon,  fir  ;  don't  think  I  fea? 
powder,  for  I  live  upon't.  Let  me  fee:  [Takes  one.'} 
And  now,  fir,  how  many  paces  diftant  fliall  we 
fire? 

Wor.  Fire  you  when  you  pleafe,  I'll  referve  my  mot 
till  I  am  fure  of  you. 

Braz.  Come,  where's  your  cloak  ? 
Wcr.  Cloak  !  what  d'ye  mean  ? 
Braz.  To  fight  upon  ;  I  always  fight  upon  a  cloak, 
'tis  our  way  abroad. 

Luc.  Come,  gentlemen,  I'll  end  the  ftrife. 

\UnmaJks. 

If  'or.   Lucy  !  take  her. 

Braz.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  do  -  Huzza  ! 
'   IFire*  hisfiftol.'}  D'ye  hear,  d'ye  hear,  you  plaguy 
<  h.irradan,  how  thofe  bullets  whiflle;  fuppofe  they  had 
'   been  lodgrd  in  my  gizard  now  ! 
'  Luc.  Pray,  fir,  pardon  me. 
«  Braz.  I  can't  tell,  child,  'till  I  know  whether  my 

*  money 
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money  be  fafe.   [Searching  bis  pockets.'}  Yes,  yes,  I 
do  pardon  you,  but  if  I  had  you  in  the  Ro/e  tavern, 
Caveat -Garden,  with  three  or  four  he.ircy  rakes,  and 
three  cr  four  fmart  napkins,  I  v/ou'd  tell  yea  ano- 
ther ftory,  my  dear.  [Exit.' 
Jfor.   And  was  Melinda  privy  to  ti 
Luc.  No,  fir,  fhe  wrote  her  name  upon  a  piece  of 
paper  at  the  fortune-teller's  laft  night,  which  I  put  in 
my  pocket,  and  fo  writ  above  it  to  t'ie  czptain. 
// 1 r.   And  how  came  Men-ado's  journey  put  ofFi1 
Luc.  At  the  tovvn's-end  fne  met  Mr.  £rJlan-:Ss  ile\v- 
ard,  who  told  her,  that  Mrs.  Sylvia  was  gone  from  heir 
father's,  and  no  body  could  tsil  whither. 

tf'~tr.  Svlvia  gone  from  her  father's !  this  \vHI  be 
news  to  fhxtt.  Go  home,  and  teli  your  lady  how 
near  I  was  being  foot  for  her.  [Extant. 

Enftr  Ballance  and  Steward. 
S(nv.  We  did  not  mifs  her  till  the  evening,  fir ;  and 
«Jien  fearching  for  her  in  the  chamber  that  was  my 
young  matter's,  we  found  her  deaths  there  ;  but  the 
fait  that  your  fon  left  in  the  prefs,  when  he  went  to 
London,  was  gone. 

Ball.  The  white  trim'd  with  filver  ? 
Stew.  The  fam?. 

Ball.  You  han't  told  that  circumflance  to  any 
body. 

Sttvj.  To  none  but  your  worfMp, 
Ball.  And  be  fore  you  don't ;  go  into  the  dining- 
room,  and  tell  Captain  Plume  that  I  beg  to  ipeak  wi;h 
him. 

Sfe-ro.  I  (hall [Exit. 

Ball.  Was  ever  man  fo  impos'd  upon  ?•  I  had  her 
promife,  indeed,  that  ihe-wou'd  never  difpofe  of  her- 
fe!f  without  my  confent.  I  have  confented  v.ith  a 

v/itnefs,  given  her  away  as  my  ac~l  and  deed-- • 

And  this,  I  warrant,  the  captain  thinks  will  pafs  ;  no, 
I  fhall  never  pardon  him  the  villainy,  nrft  of  robbing 
me  of  my  daughter,  and  then  ohe  mean  opinion  he  muft 
have  of  me,  to  think  that  I  coa'd  be  lo  wretchedly 
impos'd  upon  ;  her  extravagant  paffioa  might  eucou- 

rage 


THE    RECRUITING   OFFICER.          83 

rnge  her  in  the  attempt,  but  the  contrivance  muft  be 

his I'll  know  the  truth  prefently. 

Enter  Plume. 

Pray,  captain,  what  have  you  done  with  your  young 
gentleman  foldier? 

Pttutt.  He's  at  my  quarter's,  I  fuppofe,  with  the 
reft  of  my  men. 

Ball.  Does  he  keep  company  with  the  common 
foldiers  ? 

Plume.  No,  he's  generally  with  me. 

Ball.   He  lies  with  you,  I  prefume. 

Plume.  No,  'faith  I  offer'd  him  part  of  my  bed,— 
but  the  young  rogue  fell  in  love  with  Rcfe,  and  has 
lain  with  her,  I  think,  fmce  (he  came  to  town. 

Ball.  So  that  between  you  both,  Rofe  has  been  finely 
manag'd. 

Plume.  Upon  my  honour,  fir,  foe  had  no  harm 
frcm  me. 

Ball.  All's  fafe,  I  find — Now,  captain,  you  muft 
know,  that  the  young  fellow's  impudence  in  court 
was  well  grounded  ;  he  faid  I  mould  heartily  repent  his 
being  lifted,  and  fo  I  do  from  my  foul. 

Plume.  Ay  !  for  what  reafon  ? 

Bali.  Becaufe  he  is  no  lefs  than  what  he  faid  he  was, 
born  of  as  good  a  family  as  any  in  this  country,  and  he 
is  heir  to  twelve  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Pluftie.  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  -it For  I  wanted 

but  a  man  of  that  quality  to  make  my  company  a 
•perfect  representative  cf  the  whole  commons  of  Eng- 
land. 

Ball.  Won't  you  difcharge  him  ? 

Pkune.  Not  under  a  hundred  pounds  fterling. 

Ball.  You  mail  have  it,  for  his  father  is  my  inti- 
mate friend. 

Plume.   Then  you  (hall  have  him  for  nothing. 

Ball.  Nay,  fir,  you  ihall  have  your  price. 

Plume.  Not  a  penny,  fir ;  I  value  an  obligation  to 
you  much  above  an  hundred  pounds. 

Ball.  Perhaps,  fir,  you  fhan't  repent  your  genero- 
£tv — Will  vou  pleafc  to  write  his  difcharge  in  my 

pocket- 
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pocket-book?  [Gives  bis  bcck.~\  In  the  mean  timfc-, 
we'll  fend  for  the  gentleman.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a    Servant, 

Go  to  the  captain's  lodging,  and  enquire  for  Mr, 
in  If nl,  tell  him  his  captain  wants  him  here  immedi- 
ately. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  gentleman's  below  at  the  door,  en- 
quiring for  the  captain. 

Plume.   Bid  him  come  up — Here's  the  difcharge,  fir, 

Ball.  Sir,    I  thank  you '  Fis  plain  he  had  no 

hand  iirt.  \4Jtds. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

'Sy/.  I  think,  captain,  you  might  have  us'd  me  bet- 
ter then  to  leave  me  yonder  among  your  (wearing 
drunken  crew  ;  andr  you,  Mr.  Juilice,  might  have 
been  fo  civil  as  to  have  invited  me  to  dinner,  for  I 
have  eaten  with  as  good  a  man  as  your  worfhip. 

Plume.  Sir,    you  muft  charge  our  want  of  refpe& 

•upon  our  ignorance  of  your  quality but  now  you 

are  at  liberty 1  have  difcharg'd  you. 

£>7.  Difcharg'd  me ! 

Ball.  Yes,  iir,  and  you  mult  once  more  go  home 
to  your  father. 

.  «$>/.  My  father!  Then  I  am  difcover'd — Oh,  fir, 
•[Kneeling.]  I  expedl  no  pardon. 

Ball.  Pardon !  No,  no,  child,  your  crime  mall  be 
your  punifhment;  here  captain,  I  deliver  her  over  to 
.the  conjugal  power  for  her  challifement :  Since  me 
will  be  a  v/Jfe,  be  you  a  huiband,  a  very  hufband — 
when  ilie  tells  you  cf  her  love,  upbraid  her  with  hex 
folly;  be  modifhly  ungrateful,  becaufe  me  has  been 
unfafhionably  kind,  and  ufe  her  v/orfe  than  you  wou'd 
•any  bodyelfe,  becaufe  you  can't  ufe  her  fowell  as  (he 
deferves. 

Plume.  And  are  you  Sylvia  in  good  earned? 

Syl.  Earneft  !  I  have  gone  too  far  to  make  it  a  jefr, 
/ir? 

Plume.  And  do  you  give  her  to  me  in  gcod  earned  ? 

Ball.  If  you  pleafe  to  take  her,  fir. 

flume.  Why  then  I  have  iav'd  my  legs  and  arms, 

and 
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And  loft  my  liberty ;  fecure  from  wounds,  I  am  pre- 
pnr'd  for  the  gout ;  farewell  fubfiftence,  and  welcome 
taxes Sir,  my  liberty,  and  hopes  of  being  a  ge- 
neral, are  much  dearer  to  me  than  your  twelve  hun- 
dred pound  a  year But  to  your  love,  madam,  I 

refign  my  freedom,  and  to  your  beauty  my  ambition 
greater  in  obeying  at  your  feet,  than  command- 
ing at  the  head  of  an  army. 

Enter  Worthy. 

War.  I  am  forry  to  hear,  Mr.  Ballance,  that  your 
daughter  is  loft. 

Ball.  So  am  not  I,  fir,  fince  an  honefl  gentleman 
has  found  her. 

Enter  Melinda. 

Mel.  Pray,  Mr.  Ballance,  what's  become  of  my 
coufin  Sylvia? 

Ball.  Your  coufin  Sylvia  is  talking  yonder  with 
year  coufin  Plume. 

Mel.  and  War.  How  ! 

Sy/.  Do  you  think  it  ftrange,  coufin,  that  a  woman 
mould  change;  but,  I  hope,  you'll  excufe  a  change 
that  has  proceeded  from  conftancy ;  I  alter'd  my  out- 
fide,  becaufe  I  was  the  fame  within  ;  and  only  laid  by 
the  woman  to  make  fure  of  my  man ;  that's  my  hiftory. 

Mel.  Your  hiftory  is  a  little  romantick,  coufin  ;  but 
fince  fuccefs  has  crown'd  your  adventures,  you  will 
have  the  world  o'your  fide,  and  I  fhall  be  willing  to 
go  with  the  tide,  'provided  you'll  pardon  an  injury  I 
offer'd  you  in  the  letter  to  your  father. 

Plume.  That  injury,  madam,  was  done  to  me,  and 
the  reparation  I  expeft  fhall  be  made  to  my  friend  ; 
make  Mr.  Worthy  happy,  and  I  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

Mel.  A  good  example,  fir,  will  go  a  great  way — 
when  my  coufin  is  pleas'd  to  furrender,  'tis  probable 
I  fha'n't  hold  out  much  longer. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Gentlemen,  I  am  yours madam,  I  am 

not  yours. 

Mel.  I'm  glad  on't,  fir. 

Braz.  So  am  I You  have  get  a  pretty  hcufe 

here,  Mr.  Laconick. 

E  Bull. 
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Ball,  'Tis  time  to  right  all  miftakes — my  name, 
fir,  is  Ballance. 

Braz.  Ballance!  Sir,  I  am  your  mofl  obedient  — 

J  know  your  whole  generation had  not  you  an 

uncle  that  was  governor  of  the  Leeward  iflands  foine 
years  ago  ? 

BalL  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Braz.  Intimately,  fir — Heplay'dat^/'AV^rr/j 

to  a  miracle You  had  a  brother  too  that  was  a 

captain  of  a  firefhip peer   Dick he  had   the 

moft  engaging  way  with  him — of  making  punch1 — 

and  then  his  cabin  was  fo  neat but  his  poor  boy 

Jack  was  the  moft  comical  baftard Ha,  ha,  ha, 

ha,  ha!  a  pickled  dog,  I  fhall  never  forget  him. 

'  Plume.  Well,  captain,  are  you  fix'd  in  your  pro- 
'  jeft  yet ?  are  you  ftill  for  the  privateer  ? 

'  Braz.  No,  no,  I  had  enough  of  a  privateer  jufl 
'  now ;  I  had  like  to  have  been  pick'd  up  by  a  cruifer 
'  under  falfe  colours,  and  a  French  pickaroon  for 
'  ought  I  know.' 

Plume.  But  have  you  got  your  recruits,  my  dear  ? 

Braz.  Not  a  flick,  my  dear. 

Plume.  Probably,  I  fhall  furnifli  you. 
Enter  Rofe  and  Bullock. 

Rofe.  Captain,  captain,  I  have  got  loofe  once  more, 
and  have  perfuaded  my  fweet-heart  Cart-wheel  to  go 
with  us ;  but  you  muft  promife  not  to  part  with  me 
again. 

Sjl.  I  find,  Mrs.  Rofe  has  not  been  pleas'd  with  her 
bedfellow. 

Rofe.  Bedfellow  !  I  don't  know  whether  I  had  a 
bedfellow  or  not. 

SjJ.  Don't  be  in  a  paffion,  child,  I  was  as  little 
pleas'd  with  your  company,  as  you  cou'd  be  with  mine. 

Bull.  Pray,  fir,  donna  be  offended  at  my  filter,  fhe's 
fomething  under  bred,  but  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  lie  with 
you  in  her  ftead. 

Plume.  I  have  promis'd,  madam,  to  provide  for  this 
girl ;  now  will  you  be  pleas'd  to  let  her  wait  upon  you  ? 
or  fhall  I  take  care  of  her  ? 
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Syl.  She  mall  be  my  charge,  fir ;  you  may  find  it 
bufmefs  enough  to  take  care  of  me. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  of  me,  captain  ;  for  wauns !  if  ever 
you  lift  your  hand  againft  me,  I'll  defert.-  « 

Plume.  Captain  Brazen  mall  take  care  o'that :  my 
dear,  inftead  of  the  twenty  thoufand  pound  you 
talk'd  of,  you  ihall  have  the  twenty  brave  recruits 

that  I  have  rais'd  at  the  rate  they  coft  me — • '• — My 

commiffion  I  lay  down,  to  be  taken  up  by  fome 
braver  fellow,  that  has  more  merit,  and  lefs  good  for- 
tune  whilft  I  endeavour,  by  the  example  of  this 

worthy  'gentleman,  to  ferve  my  king  and  country  at 
home. 

With  fome  regret  I  quit  the  active  field. 

Where  glory  full  reward  for  life  dcei  yield ; 

But  the  recruiting  trade,  vaith  all  its  train 

Of  endlefs  plague,  fatigue,  and  endlefi  paitt, 

I  gladly  quit,  'with  my  fair  fpoufe  to  ft  ay  t 

And  raije  recruits  the  matrimonial  ivay.         [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


L  L  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  are  willing  to 
fee  the  Comedy,  call'd  the  Recruiting-Officer, 

'clo  ' 


A 

let  them  repair  to-morrow  night,  by  fix  o'clock,  to 
the  fign  of  the  Theatre-Royal,  in  Drury-Lane,  and 
they  Ihall  be  kindly  entertain'd. 

We  f corn  the  vulgar  ivay  to  kid  you  come, 
Whole  Europe  no-tv  obeys  the  call  of  drum. 
'The  Soldier,  not  the  Poet,  here  appears, 
And  beats  up  for  a  corps  of  volunteers  : 
He  finds  that  mujlc  chiefly  does  delight  ye ', 
And  therefore  chufes  mujtck  to  invite  ye. 

3  Beat 


EPILOGUE, 

Beat  the  Grenadier   March Row,    ro\v,   row 

Gentlemen,  this  piece  of  mufick,  call'd,  An 
Overture  to  a  Battle,  was  compos'd  by  a  famous  Italian 
matter,  and  was  perform'd  with  wonderful  fuccefs,  at 
the  great  Opera's  of  Vigo,  Scbellenbergh  and  Blenheim  ; 
It  came  off  with  the  applaufe  of  all  Europe,  excepting 
France ;  the  French  found  it  a  little  too  rough  for 
their  delicatej/e. 

Some  that  have  a£led  on  thcfe  glorious  ftages,  -\ 

Art  here  to  -ivitnejs  to  jucceeding  ages,  > 

That  no  mujick  like  the  Grenadier's  engages.  J 

Ladies,  we  muft  own,  that  this  mufick  of  ours  is 
not  altogether  fo  foft  as  Bcnoncini's :  yet  we  dare  af- 
firm, that  it  has  laid  more  people  afleep  than  all  the 
Camilla's  in  the  world  ;  and  you'll  condefcend  to  own 
that  it  keeps  one  awake,  better  than  any  opera  tlu.t 
ever  was  afted. 

The  Granadier  March  feems  to  be  a  compofure  ex- 
cellently adapted  to  the  Genius  of  the  Englijh,  for  no 
mufick  was  ever  follow'd  fo  far  by  us,  nor  with  fo  much 
alacrity ;  and  with  all  deference  to  the  prefent  fub- 
fcription,  we  muft  fay,  that  the  Granadier  March  has 
been  fubfcrib'd  for  by  the  whole  grand  alliance  :  and 
we  prefume  to  inform  the  ladies,  that  it  always  has 
the  pre-eminence  abroad,  and  is  conftantly  heard  by 
the  talleft,  handibmeft  men  in  the  whole  army.  In 
flaort,  to  gratify  the  prefent  tafte,  our  Author  is  now 
adapting  fome  words  to  the  Granadier  March,  which 
he  intends  to  have  perform'd  to-morrow,  if  the  lady, 
who  is  to  fing  it,  mould  not  happen  to  be  fick. 

This  he  concludes  to  be  tbefureft  way  "") 

To  draw  you  hither  ;  for  you'll  all  obey  > 

Soft  mujick' s  call,  thai1  you  Jhould  damn  his  Play*     ,3 
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PROLOGUE. 


SINCE  'tis  tie  intent  andlujtnefs  of  the  ft  age, 
To  copy  out  the  follies  of  the  age  ; 
To  hold  to  ev'ry  man  a  faithful  glafs, 
And  jhew  him  of  what  fpecifs  he's  an  afs: 
I  hope  the  next  that  teaches  in  the  fchooJ, 
Will  /hew  our  Author  he's  a  fcribbling  fool. 
And  that  the  fat  ire  may  be  Jure  to  bite, 
Kind  Hea<v'n  !  infpire  fame  <venom*  d  prieft  to  write, 
And  grant  fame  ugly  lady  may  indite. 
For  I  would  have  him  lajb'd,  by  Heavens  !  I  wou'd, 
Till  his  prefumption  fwam  away  in  blood. 
Three  plays  at  once  proclaim  a  face  of  brafs, 
No  matter  what  they  are ;  t bat's  not  the  cafet 
To  write  three  plays,  e'en  that's  to  be  an  aft, 
But  what  I  leaft  forg ive,   he  knows  it  too, 
For  to  his  co/}  he  lately  has  known  you,   • 
Experience  Jbews,  to  many  a  writer's  f mart, 
You  hold  a  court  where  mercy  ne'er  had  part  j 
So  much  of  the  old  ferpent's  fting  you  have, 
You  lo-ve  to  damn,  as  Hea--v'n  delights  to  fa-iit. 
In  foreign  parts,  let  a  bold  volunteer, 
For  public  good,  upon  the  ft  age  appear, 
He  meets  ten  thoufand  f miles  to  diffipate  his  fear » 
All  tickle  on  th'  ad-venturing  young  beginner, 
And  only  fcourge  the  incorrigible  jinner  ; 
They  touch  indeed  his  faults,  but  'with  a  hand 
So  gentle,  that  his  merits  ft  ill  may  ft  and  : 
Kindly  they  buoy  the  follies  of  his  pen, 
That  he  may  Jhun  'em  when  he  'writes  again. 
But  'tis  not  fo  in  this  good-natur'd  town, 
All's  one,  an  vx,  a  poe+,  or  a  crown  ; 
Old  England'/  play  was  always  knocking  down. 
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THE 

P  RO  V  0  K" D     WIFE. 

ACT        I. 

SCENE,     Sir  John  Brute's  Houfg. 

Enter  Sir  John,  folus. 

WHAT  cloying  meat  is  love — when  matrimony's 
the  fauce  to  it?  Two  years  marriage  has  de- 
bauch'd  my  five  fenfes.  Every  thing  I  fee,  every 
thing  I  hear,  every  thing  I  feel,  every  thing  I  fmell,  and 
every  thing  I  talte — methinks  has  wife  in't.  No  boy 
was  ever  fo  weary  of  h.is  tutor,  no  girl  of  her  bib,  no 
nun  of  doing  penance,  or  old  maid  of  being  cliafte, 
as  I  am  of  being  married.  Sure  there's  a  fecret  curfe 
entail'd  upon  the  very  name  of  wife.  My  lady  is  a 
young  lady,  a  fine  lady,  a.  witty  lady,  a  virtuous  lady, 

and  yet  I  hate  her.     There  is  bat  one  thing  on 

earth  I  loath  beyond  her ;  that's  fighting.  Would 
my  courage  come  up  to  a  fourth  part  of  rny  ill-nature, 
I'd  ftand  buff  to  her  relations,  and  thruft  her  out  of 
doors.  But  marriage  has  funk  me  down  to  fuch  an 
ebb  of  refolution,  I  dare  not  draw  my  fword,  tho* 
even  to  get  rid  of  my  wife.  But  here  me  comes. 
Enter  Lady  Brute. 

L.  B.  Do  you  dine  at  home  to-day,  Sir  John? 

Sir  J.  Why,  do  you  expecl  I  Ihould  tell  you,  what 
I  don't  know  myfelf  ? 

L.  B.  I  thought  there  was  no  harm  in  aflcing  you. 

Sir  J.  If  thinking  wrong  were  an  excufe  for  imper- 
tinence, women  might  be  juftify'din  moll  things  they 
fay  or  do, 

L.  £.  I'm  forry  I  have  faid  any  thing  to  difpleafe 
you. 

Sir  J.  Sorrow  for  things  part  is  of  as  little  impor- 
tance to  me,  as  my  dining  at  home  or  abroad  ought 
be  to  you. 

L.  B.  My  enquiry  was  only  that  I  might  have  pro- 
vided what  you  lik'd. 

A  3  Sir?. 
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Sir  J.  Six  to  four  you  had  been  in  the  wrong  there 
again;  for  what  I  lik'd  yeflerday  I  don't  like  to  day, 
and  what  I  like  to-day,  'tis  odds  I  mayn't  like  to- 
morrow. 

L.  B.  But  if  I  had  a/k'd  you  what  you  lik'd? 

SirJ.  Why  then  there  wou'd  have  been  more  aft* 
ing  about  it  than  the  thing  was  worth. 

Z,.  B.  I  wifh  I  did  but  know  how  I  might  pleafe 
you. 

Sir  J.  Ay,  but  that  fort  of  knowledge  is  not  a 
wife's  talent. 

L.  B.  Whatever  my  talent  is,  I'm  fure  my  will  has 
ever  been  to  make  you  eafy. 

Sir  J.  If  women  were  to  have  their  wills,  the  world 
wou'd  be  finely  govern'd. 

L.  B.  What  reafon  have  I  given  you  to  ufe  me  as 
ycu  do  cf  late?  It  once  was  otherwife:  you  marry 'A 
me  for  fove. 

Sir,  J.  And  you  me  for  money:  fo  you  have  your 
reward,  and  I  have  mine. 

L.  B.  What  is  it  that  difturbs  you? 

Sir  y.  A  parfon. 

L.  B.  Why,  what  has  he  done  to  you  ? 

Sir.  J.  He  has  married  me.  [Exit  Sir  John, 

Lady  Brute,  fola. 

The  devil's  in  the  fellow,  I  think 1  was  told  be- 
fore I  married  him,  that  thus  'twou'd  be :  but  I  thought 
I  had  charms  enough  to  govern  him ;  and  that  where 
there  was  an  eftate,  a  woman  muft  needs  be  happy ; 
fo  my  vanity  has  deceiv'd  me,  and  my  ambition  has 
made  me  uneafy.  But  there's  fome  comfort  ftill;  if 
one  wou'd  be  reveng'd  of  him,  thefe  are  good  times; 
a  woman  may  have  a  gallant^  and  a  feparate  mainte- 
nance tec — The  furly  puppy — yet  he's  a  fool  for't:  for 
hitherto  he  has  been  no  monfter  :  but  who  knows  how 
far  he  may  provoke  me  ?  I  never  lov'd  him,  yet  I  have 
been  ever  true  to  him ;  and  that,  in  fpite  of  all  the  at- 
tacks of  art  and  nature  upon  a  poor  weak  woman's 
heart,  in  favour  of  a  tempting  lover.  Methinks  fo 
noble  a  defence  as  I  have  made,  fhou'd  be  rewarded 

with 
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With  a  Better  ufage— Or  who  can  tell  ? — Perhaps  a 
good  part  of  what  I  fuffer  from  my  hufband,  may  be  a 

judgment  upon  me  for  my  cruelty  to  my  lover • 

'  Lord,  with  what  pleafure  could  I  indulge  that  thought 

*  were  there  but  a  poffibility  of  finding  arguments  to 
'  make  it  good ! — And  how  do  I  know  but  there  may  ? 
'  — Let  me   fee — -What  oppofes  ? — My  matrimonial 
'  vow — Why,  what  did  I  vow  ?  I  think  I  promised  to 
'  be  true  to  my  hufband.     Well :  and  he  promis'd  tb 
1  be  kind  to  me :  but  he  han't  kept  his  word — Why 
'  then  I'm  abfolv'd  from  mine  — Ay,  that  feems  clear 
'  to  me.     The  argument's  good  between  the  king  and 
'  the  people,  why  not  between  the  hufband  and  the 
'  wife  ?  O,  but  that  condition  was  not  expreil — No 
'matter,  'twas  underftood.     Well,  by  all  1  fee,    if  I 
'  argue  the  matter  a  little  longer  with  myfelf,  I  Ihan't 
'  find  fo  many  bug-bears  in  the  way  as  I  thought  I 
'  fhou'd.     Lord,  what  fine  notions  of  virtue  do  we  wo- 
'  men  take  up  upon  the  credit  of  old  foolish  philofo- 

*  phersS  Virtue's  its  own  reward,    virtue's"  this,  vir- 

'  tue's  that Virtue's  an  afs,  and  a  gallant's  worth 

'  forty  on't.      "  But  hold — Let  me  go  no  further / 

*'  think  I  have  a  right  to  alarm  this  furly  brute  of  mine 
'*  — but  if  1  kno<u>  my  heart, — /'/  will  never  let  me  go  fo 
"far  as  to  injure  him.' 

Enter  Belinda. 

L.  S.  Good-morrow,  dear  coufin. 

Bel.  Good-morrow,  madam ;  you  look  pleas'd  this 
morning. 

L.  B.  I  am  fo. 

Bel.  With  what  pray  ? 

L.  B.  With  my  hufband. 

Bel.  Drown  hufband.s;  for  your's  is  a  provoking 
fellow:  as  he  went  out  juft  now,  I  pray'd  him  to  tell 
me  what  time  of  day  'twas ;  and  he  afk'd  me  if  I  took 
him  for  the  church-clock  that  was  oblig'd  to  tell  all 
the  parifh. 

L.  B.  He  has  been  faying  forne  good  obliging 
things  to  me  too.  In  fhort,  Belinda,  he  has  us'd  me  fo 
barbaroufly  of  late,  that  I  cou'd  almoft  refolve  to  play 
the  downright  wife  —and  cuckold  him. 

A  4  Bel. 
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Bel.  That  would  be  downright  indeed. 

L.  B.  Why,  after  all,  there's  more  to  be  faid  for't 
than  you  imagine,  child.  '  I  know,  according  to  the 
'  Itrici  ilatute-law  of  religion,  I  fhou'd  do  wrong:  but 
'  if  there  were  a  Court  of  Chancery  in  Heav'n,  I'm 

*  lure  I  fhou'd  caft  him. 

'  Bel.  If  there  were  a  Houfe  of  Lords,   you  might. 
'  L.  B.  In  either  I  mould  infallibly  carry  my  caufe. 

*  Why,'   he  is  the  firft  aggrefTor,  not  I. 

Bel.  Ay,  but  you  know  we  muft  return  good  for 
evil. 

L.  -B.  That  may  be  a  miftake  in  the  tranflation— • 
Pr'ythee  be  of  my  opinion,  Belinda  ;  for  I'm  pofitive 
I'm  in  the  right  j  and  if  you'll  keep  up  the  preroga- 
tive of  a  woman,  you'll  likewife  be  poutive  you  are  in 
the  right,  whenever  you  do  any  thing  you  have  a  mind 
to.  But  I  (hall  play  the  fcol,  and  jell  on,  till  I  make 
you  begin  to  think  I'm  in  earneft. 

Bel.  I  fhan't  take  the  liberty,  madam,  to  think  of 
any  thing  that  you  defire  to  keep  a  facret  from  me. 

L.  B.  Alas,  my  dear,  I  have  no  fecrets.  My  heart 
cou'd  never  yet  confine  my  tongue. 

Bel.  Your  eyes,  you  mean ;  for  I'm  fure  I  have  feen 
tl  em  gadding,  when  your  tongue  has  been  lock'd  up 
fafe  enough. 

L.  B.  "My  eyes  gadding !  Pr'ythee  after  who,  child? 
Bel.  "Why,  after  one  who  thinks  you  hate  him,   as 
much  as  I  know  you  love  him. 
L.  £.   Ccnftant  you  mean. 
Bel.  I  do  ib. 

L.  B.  Lord,  what  fhou'd  put  fuch  a  thing  into  your 
head? 

Bel.  That  which  puts   things  into  moil  people's 

i  bfervation. 

L.  B.  Why  what  have  you  obferv'd,  in  the  name 
cf  wonder  ? 

Bel.  I  have  obferved  you  blulh  when  you  met  him ; 
ourfelf  away  from  him;  and  then  be  out  of  hu- 
mour with  every  thing  about  you:  in  a  wcrd,  never 
wa~  poor  creature  fo  fpurr'd  on  by  defire,  andfo  rein'a 
in  with  fear. 

L.B. 
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L.  B,  How  ftrong  is  fancy! 

Bel.  How  weak  is  woman  ! 

L.  B.  Pr'ytliee,    niece,   have  a  better  opinion  of 
your  aunt's  inclination. 

Bel.  Dear  aunt,  have  a  better  opinion  of  your  niece's 
underftanding. 

L.  B.  You'll  make  me  angry. 

Bel.  You'll  make  me  laugh. 

L.  B.  Then  you  are  refolv'd  to  perfifl? 

Bel.  Pofitively. 

L.  B.  And  all  I  can  fay 

Bel.  Will  fignify  nothing. 

L.  B.  Tho'  I  fh'ould  fvvear  'twere  falfe— - 

Bel.  I  mould  think  it  true. 

,L.B.  Then  let  us  both  forgive;  [kifftng  her]  for 
we  have  both  offended :  I,  in  making  a  fecret,  you, 
in  difcovering  it. 

Bel.  Good-nature  may  do  much :  but  you  have  more 
reafon  to  forgive  one,  than  I  have  to  pardon  t'other. 

L.  B.  'Tis  true,  Belinda,  you  have  given  me  fo 
many  proofs  of  your  friendmipn  that  my  referve  has 
been  indeed  a  crime :  *  but  that  you  may  more  eafily 
'  forgive  me,  remember,  child,  that  when  our  nature 

*  prompts  us  to  a  thing  our  honour  and  religion  have 

*  forbid  us,   we  wou'd  (were't  poffible)  conceal  even 
'  from  the  foul  itfelf,    the  knowledge  of  the  body's 

*  weaknefs. 

'  Bel.  Well,  I  hope,  to  make  your  friend  amends,. 

*  you'll  hide  nothing  from  her  for  the  future,  tho*  the 
'  body  fhou'd  ftill  grow  weaker  and  weaker. 

'  L.  B.  No,  from  this  moment  I  have  no  more  re- 
'  ferve;  and  for  a  proof  of  my  repentance,  I  own, 
'  Belinda,  I'm  in  danger.  Merit  and  wit  aflault  me 
'  from  without ;  nature  and  love  follitit  me  within ; 
'  my  huiband's  barbarous  u'fage  piques  me  to  revenge; 

*  and  fatan,  catching  at  the  fair  occafion,  throws  in 

*  my  way  that  vengeance,    which  of  all  vengeance 
'  pleafes  women  beft. 

'  Bel.  'Tis  well  Conjlant  don't  know  the  weaknefs 
'  of  the  fortification ;  for  o'my  conference  he'd  foon 
'  come  on  to  the  aflault. 

AS  <l.B- 
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'  L.  B.  Ay,  and  I'm  afraid  carry  the  town  toe. 
But  whatever  you  may  have  obferv'd,  I  have  diflembled 
fo  well  as  to  keep  him  ignorant.  So  you  fee  I'm  no 
coquet  Belinda.  '  And  if  you  follow  my  advice,  you'll 
«  never  he  one  neither.  'Tis  true,  coquetry  is  one  of 
'  the  main  ingredients  in  the  natural  composition  of 
'  a  woman,  and  I  as  well  as  others,  cou'd  be  well 
'  enough  pleas'd  to  fee  a  crowd  of  young  fellows,  ogl- 
'  ing,  and  glancing,  and  watching  all  occafions  to 
4  do  forty  foolifh  officious  things :  nay,  fhou'd  fome 

*  of 'em  pufh  on,  even  to  hanging  or  drowning  :  why 

*  — faith — if!  ihou'd  let  pure  woman  alone,  I  fliou'd 
'  e'en  be  but  too  well  pleas'd  with  it. 

'  Bel.  I'll  fwear  'twould  tickle  me  ftrangely. 

'  L.  B,  But  after  all,  'tis  a  vicious  practice  in  us,  to 

*  give  the  leaf!  encouragement,  but  where  we  defign 
'  to  come  to  a  conclufion.'     For  'tis  an  unreafonable 
thing  to  engage  a  man  in  a  difeafe,  whtch  we  before- 
hand refolve  we  never  will  apply  a  cure  to. 

Bel.  'Tis  true ;  but  then  a  woman  muft  abandon  one 
cf  the  fupreme  bleffings  of  her  life.  For  I  am  fully 
convinc'd,  no  man  has  half  that  pleafure  in  pofleffing 
a  miftrefs,  as  a  woman  has  in  jilting  a  gallant. 

L.  B.  The  happiell  woman  then  on  earth  muft  be 
our  neighbour. 

Bel.  O  the  impertinent  compofition  !  She  has  va- 
nity and  affectation  enough  to  make  her  a  ridiculous 
original,  in  fpite  of  all  that  art  and  nature  ever  fur- 
nifh'd  to  any  of  her  fex  before  her. 

L.  B.  She  concludes  all  men  her  captives;  and 
whatever  courfe  they  take,  it  ferves  to  confirm  her  in 
that  opinion. 

Bel.  If  they  fhun  her,  fhe  thinks  'tis  modefty,  and 
takes  it  for  a  proof  of  their  paffion. 

L.  B.  And  if  they  are  rude  to  her,  'tis  conduct, 
and  done  to  prevent  town-talk. 

'  Bel.  When  her  folly  makes  'em  laugh,  fhe  thinks 
*  they  are  pleafcd  with  her  wit. 

'  L.  B.  And  when  her  impertinence  makes  'em 
«  dull,  concludes  they  are  jealous  of  her  favours. 
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Bel.  All  their  adlions  and  their  words,  fhe  takes  for 
granted,  aim  at  her. 

L.  B.  And  pities  all  other  women,  becaufe  me 
thinks  they  envy  her. 

Bel.  Pray,  out  of  pity  to  ourfelves,  let  us  find  a 
better  fubjeft;  for  I'm  weary  of  this.  Do  you  think 
your  hufband's  inclined  to  jealoufy  ? 

L.  B.  O,  no;  he  does  not  love  me  well  enough 
for  that.  Lord,  how  wrong  mens  maxims  are !  They 
are  feldom  jealous  of  their  wives,  unlefs  they  are  very 
fond  of  'em;  whereas  they  ought  to  confider  the  wo- 
mens  inclinations ;  for  there  depends  their  fate.  Well, 
men  may  talk:  but  they  are  not  fo  wife  as  we  • 
that's  certain. 

Bel.  At  leaft  in  our  affairs. 

L.  B.  Nay,  I  believe  we  fhou'd  out-do  'em  in  the 
bulinefs  of  the  ftate  too  ;  for,  methinks,  they  do 
and  undo,  and  make  but  bad  work  on't. 

Bel.  Why  then  don't  we  get  into  the  intrigues  of 
government  as  well  as  they  ? 

L.  B.  Becaufe  we  have  intrigues  of  our  own,  that 
make  us  more  fport,  child.  And  fo  let's  in  and  con- 
fider of  'em.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,    a  drejfing-room. 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful,  Mademoifelle,  and  Cornet. 

L.  F.  How  do  I  look  this  morning? 

Cor.  Your  ladyfhip  looks  very  ill  truly. 

L.  F.  Lard,  how  ill-natur'd  thou  art,  Cornet,  to- 
tell  me  fo,  though  the  thing  fhou'd  be  true.  Don't 
you  know  that  I  have  humility  enough  to  be  but  too 
eafily  out  of  conceit  with  myielf?  hold  the  glafs ;  I 
dare  fwear  that  will  have  more  manners  than  you  have. 
Mademoifelle,  let  me  have  your  opinion  too. 

Madem.  My  opinion  pe,  matam,  dat  your  latylhip 
never  look  fo  well  in  your  life. 

L.  F.  Well,  the  French  are  the  prettieft,  obliging 
people  ;  they  fay  the  moll  acceptable,  well  manner'd 
things — and  never  flatter. 

A  6  Madtm, 
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Ma  Jem.  Your  latyfhip  fay  great  juftice  inteed. 

L.  F.  Nay,  every  thing's  juitin  the  houfe  but  Cornet. 
The  very  looking-glafs  gives  her  the  Dementi.  But 
I'm  almofr,  afraid  it  flatters  me,  it  makes  me  look  fo 
very  engaging.  [Looking  affeftedly  in  the  glafs. 

Madem.  Inteed,  matam,  your  face  pe  handfomer  den 
all  de  looking-glafs  in  de  world.  Croyez  moi. 

L.  F.  But  is  it  poffible  my  eyes  can  be  fo  languifh- 
ing— and  fo  very  full  of  fire  ? 

Madem.  Matam,  if  de  glafs  was  burning-glafs,  I  be- 
lieve your  eyes  fet  de  fire  in  de  houfe. 

L.  F.  You  may  take  that  night-gown,  Mademoifelle ; 
get  out  of  the  room,  Cornet ;  I  can't  endure  you.  This 
wench  methinks  does  looks  fo  unfufferably  ugly. 

Madem.  Every  ting  look  ugly,  matam,  dat"ftand  by 
your  latyihip. 

L.  F.  No  really,  Mademoifelle ,  methinks  you  look 
mighty  pretty. 

-  Madem.  Ah  matam  ;  de  moon  have  no  eclat  ven  de 
fun  appear. 

L.  F.  O  pretty  expreffion  !  have  you  ever  been  in 
love,  Mademoifelle  ? 
Diadem.  Oui,  madame. 
';  L.  F.  And  were  you  belov'd  again  ? 

Madem.  Non,  madame.  [Sighing. 

L.  F.  O  ye  gods  !  what  an  unfortunate  creature 
fhou'd  I  be  in  fuch  a  cafe !  but  nature  has  made  me 
ntce  for  my  own  defence  :  I'm  nice,  ftrangely  nice, 
M&temeifellt  \  I  believe  were  the  merit  of  whole  man- 
kind befiow'd  upon  one  fingleperfon,  I  fhou'd  ftill  think 
the  fcllov/  wanted  fomething  to  make  it  worth  my 
while  to  take  notice  of  him  ;  and  yet  I  could  love  ; 
Day,  fondly  love,  were  it  poffible  to  have  a  thing  made 
en  purpofe  for  me :  for  I'm  not  cruel,  Mademoifelle  ; 
I'm  only  nice. 

Madem.  Ah  matam,  I  wifh  I  was  fine  gentleman  for 
your  fake.  I  do  all  de  ting  in  de  world  to  get  leetel 
way  into  your  heart,  I  make  long,  I  make  verfe.  I  give 
you  de  ferenade,  I  give  great  m;my  prefent  to  Made- 
moifelle; I  no  eat,  I  no  flecp,  I  be  lean,  I  be  mad,  I 

hang 
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hang  myfelf,  I  drown  myfelf.  Ah,  ma  chere  dame,  qae 
je  vous  aimerois  !  [Embracing  her. 

L.  F.  Well,  the  French  have  ftrange  obliging  ways 
with  'em ;  you  may  take  thofe  two  pair  of  gloves, 
Mademoifelle. 

Modem.  Me  humbly  tank  my  fweet  lady. 
Enter  Servant  with  a  letter. 

Ser.  Madam,  here's  a  letter  for  your  ladyfliip  by 
the  penny-poft. 

*  L.  F.  Some  new  conqueft,  I'll  warrant  you.    For 
'  without  vanity,   I  look'd  extremely  clear  laft  night 
'  when  I  went  to  the  Park. — O  agreeable !  here's  a 
'  new  fong  made  of  me  :  and  ready  fet  too.     O  thou 

*  welcome  thing  !  \kijjing  it.~\  Call  Pipe  hither,  me 
r  mail  fing  it  inftantly. 

'  Enter  Pipe. 
'  Here,  iing  me  this  new  fong,  Pipe. 

<  S        O        N        G. 

I. 

'j  fly,  you  happy  Jhcpherds,  fly, 
Avoid  Philira'j  charms  ; 

*  The  rigour  of  our  heart  denies 

'  The  Heaven  that's  in  her  arms. 

*  Ne'er  hope  to  gaze,  and  then  retire, 
1  Nor  yielding,  to  be  bleft  ; 

*  Nature,  who  form' 'd  her  eyes  offlre, 
1   Of  ice  composed  her  breaji. 

*  Tet,  lovely  maid,  this  once  believe 

'  A  flave  <whofe  zeal  you  move  ; 
'  The  Gods,   alas,  your  youth  deceive, 

'   Their  Heav'n  conjifls  in  love. 
'  Infpite  of  all  the  thanks  you  ovoe, 

'  TTou  may  reproach  'em  this, 
'   That  where  they  did  their  form  beflovj 

'  They  have  deny'd  their  blifs. 

'  L.  F.  Well  there  may  be  faults,  Mademoifelle,  but 

*  the  defign  is  fo  very  obliging,  'twou'd  be  a  match- 

*  lefs  ingratitude  in  me  to  difcover  'em. 

«  Madtm. 
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'  Madem.  Ma  foi,  madams,  I  tink  de  gentleman's 
'  fong  tell  you  de  trute.  If  you  never  love,  you  never 

'  be  happy Ah-    •    que  1  amour  moi. 

'   Enter  Servant  with  another  letter. 

*  Ser.  Madam,  here's  another  letter  for  your  lady- 
•  fhip.' 

L.  F.  'Tis  thus  I  am  importun'd  every  morning, 
Mademoifelle :  Pray  how  do  the  French  ladies  when 
they  are  thus  accablees  ? 

Mad-em.  Matem,  dey  never  complain.  Au  contraire, 
when  one  Frenfe  laty  have  got  hundred  lover — den 
ihe  do  all  me  can — to  get  a  hundred  more. 

L.  F.  Well,  ftrike  me  dead,  I  think  they  have  le 
gout  bon.  For  'tis  an  unutterable  pleafure  to  be  ador'd 

by  all  the  men,  and  envy'd  by  all  the  women Yet 

I'll  fwear  I'm  concern'd  at  the  torture  I  give 'em.  Lard, 
why  was  I  form'd  to  make  the  whole  creation  uneafy? 
But  let  me  read  my  letter.  [Reads  ] 

"  If  you  have  a  mind  to  hear  of  your  faults,  inftead 
of  being  prais'd  for  your  virtues,  take  the  pains  to 
walk  in  the  Green-walk  in  St.  Jameses,  with  your 
woman  an  hour  hence.  You'll  there  meet  one,  who 
hates  you  for  fome  things,  as  he  cou'd  love  you  for 
others,  and  therefore  is  willing  to  endeavour  your 

reformation If  you  come  to  the  place  I  mention, 

you'll  know  who  I  am ;  if  you  don't,  you  never  mall : 
fo  take  your  choice." 

This  is  ftrangely  familiar,  Mademoifelle ;  now  have  I 
a  provoking  fancy  to  know  who  this  impudent  fellow  is. 

Modem.  Den  take  your  fcarf  and  your  maflc,  and  go 
to  de  rendezvous.  De  Frenfe  laty  do  juflement 
comme  93. 

L.  F.  Rendezvous  !  what,  rendezvous  with  a  man, 
"Madcmcifclle . 

Modem.  Eh,  pourquoi  non  ? 

L.  F.  What,  and  a  man  perhaps  I  never  faw  in  my 
life ! 

Madem.  Tant  mieux :  c'eft  done  quelque  chofe  de 
nouveau. 

L.  F. 
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L.  F.  Why,  how  do  I  know  what  defigns  he  may 
have  ?  he  may  intend  to  ravifh  me,  for  ought  I  know. 

Madem.   Ravifh  ? Bagatelle.      I  would  fain  fee 

one  impudent  rogue  raviih  Mademoifelle',  oui,  je  le 
voudrois. 

L.  F.  O  but  my  reputation,  Mademoifelle,  my  repu- 
tation ;  ah,  ma  chere  reputation  ! 

Madem.  Madame — Quandon  1'a  une  fois  perdue— 
on  n'en  eft  plus  embaraflee. 

L.  F.  Fye,  Mademoifelle,  fye;  reputation  is  a  jewel. 

Madem.   Qui  coute  bien  chere,  madame. 

L.  F.  Why  fure  you  would  not  facrifice  your  honour 
to  your  pleafure  ? 

Madem.   Je  fuis  philofophe. 

L.  F.  Blefs  me,  how  you  talk  !  Why,  what  if  honour 
be  a  burden,  Mademoifelle,  muft  it  not  be  borne  ? 

Madem.  Chaqu'un   a  fa  facon Quand  quelque 

ehofe  m'incommode  moi je  m'en  defais  vite. 

L.  F.  Get  you  gone,  you  little  naughty  French- 
woman you  ;  I  vow  and  fwear  I  muft  turn  you  out  of 
doors,  if  you  talk  thus. 

Madem.  Turn  me  out  of  doors ! turn  yourfelf 

out  of  doors,  and  go  fee  what  de  gentleman  have  to  fay 

to  you Tenez  voila   [giving  her  her  things  baftily\ 

votre  echarpe,  voila  votre  coife,  voila  votre  mafque, 
voila  tout.  Hey,  Mercure,  coquin  :  call  one  chair  for 
matam  and  one  oder  [calling  'within']  for  me  :  va  t'en 
vite.  [Turning  to  her  lady,  and  helping  her  on  baftily 
<with  her  things.]  Allons,  madame,  depechezvous  done. 
Mon  Dieu,  quelles  fcrupules ! 

L.  F.  Well,  for  once,  Mademoifelle,  I'll  follow  your 
advice,  out  of  the  intemperate  defire  I  have  to  know 
who  this  ill-bred  fellow  is.  But  I  have  too  much 
delicatefle,  to  make  a  practice  on't. 

Madem.  Belle  chofe  vraiment,  que  la  delicatefle,  lors 
qu'il  s'agit  de  fe  divertir— a  £a — Vous  voila  equipee; 
partons. He  bien? qu'  avez  vous  done  ! 

L.  F.  J'ai  peur. 

Madem.  Je  n'en  ai  point  moi. 

L.F.  I  dare  not  go. 

9  Modem, 
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Madem.  Demeurez  done. 

L.  F.  Je  fuis  poltrone. 

Madem.  Tant  pis  pour  vous. 

Z.  F.  Curiofity's  a  wicked  devil. 

Madem.  Ce'ft  une  charmante  fainte. 

L.  F.  It  ruin'd  our  firft  parents. 

Madem.  Elle  a  bien  diverti  leurs  enfans  : 

L.  F.  L'  honneur  eft  centre. 

Madem.  Le  plaifir  eft  pour. 

L.  F.  Muft  I  then  go  ? 

Madem.  Muft  you  go  ? muft  you  eat,  muft  you 

drink,  muft  you  fleep,  muft  you  live  ?  De  nature  bid 
you  do  one,  de  nature  bid  you  do  toder.  Vous  me 
ferez  enrager. 

L.  F.  But  when  reafon  correfts  nature,  Made- 
moifelle. 

Madem.  Elle  eft  done  bien  infolente,  c'eft  fa  fceur 
ainee. 

L.  F.  Do  you  then  prefer  your  nature  to  your  reafon, 
Mademoifelle? 

Madem.   Oui  da. 

L.  F.  Pourquoi  ? 

Madem.  Becaufe  my  nature  make  me  merry,  my  rea- 
fon make  me  mad. 

L.  F.  Ah  la  mechanic  Franfoife. 

Madem.  Ah  la  belle  Apgleife.    [Forcing  her  lady  off. 


ACT.     II.       SCENE,  St.  James';  Park. 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

Z.  F.  \\7  E  LL,  I  vow  Mademoifelle,  I'm  ftrangel>r 

y  V      impatient  to  know  who  this,  confident 
fellow  is.. 

Enter  Heartfree. 

Look,  there's  Heartfree.  But  fure  it  can't  be  him  ; 
he's  a  profefs'd  woman-hater.  Yet  who  knows  what 
my  wicked  eyes  may  have  done  i 

KaJem- 
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Madem.  II  nous  approche,  madame. 

L.  F.  Yes,  'tis  he  :  now  will  he  be  moft  intolerably 
cavalier,  tho'  he  fliou'd  be  in  love  with  me. 

Heart.  Madam,  I'm  your  humble  fervant ;  I  per- 
ceive you  have  more  humility  and  good-nature  than  I 
thought  you  had. 

L.  F.  What  you  attribute  to  humility  and  good- 
nature, fir,  may  perhaps  be  only  due  to  curiofity.  I 
had  a  mind  to  know  who  'twas  had  ill  manners  enough 
to  write  that  letter.  [Throwing  him  hii  letter. 

Heart.  Well,  and  now  I  hope  you  are  fatisfy'd. 

L.  F.  I  am  fo,  fir ;  good-by  t'ye. 

Heart.  Nay,  hold  there ;  tho'  you  have  done  your 
bufinefs,  I  han't  done  mine  :  by  your  ladyfhip's  leave, 
we  muft  have  one  moment's  prattle  together.  Have 
you  a  mind  to  be  the  prettieft  woman  about  town,  or 
not }  How  me  flares  upon  me  ?  What !  this  pafTes  for 
an  impertinent  queftion  with  you  now,  becaufe  you 
think  you  are  fo  already  ? 

L.  F.  Pray,  fir,  let  me  afk  you  a  queftion  in  my 
turn  :  by  what  right  do  you  pretend  to  examine  me  ? 

Heart.  By  the  fame  right  that  the  flrong  govern 
the  weak,  becaufe  I  have  you  in  my  power ;  for  you 
cannot  get  fo  quickly  to  your  coach,  but  I  fhall  have 
time  enough  to  make  you  hear  every  thing  I  have  to 
fay  to  you. 

L.  F.  Thefe  are  ftrange  liberties  you  take,  Mr. 
Heartfree. 

Heart.  They  are  fo,  madam,  but  there's  no  help  for 
it  ;  for  know  that  I  have  a  defign  upon  you. 

L.  F.  Upon  me,  fir. 

Heart.  Yes;  and  one  that  will  turn  to  your  gldy, 
and  my  comfort,  if  you  will  but  be  a  little  wifer  than 
you  ufe  to  be. 

L.  F.  Very  well,  fir. 

Heart.  Let  me  fee,  Your  vanity,  madam, 

I  take  to  be  about  fome  eight  degrees  higher  than  any 
woman's  in  the  town,  let  t'other  be  who  me  will ;  and 
my  indifference  is  naturally  about  the  fame  pitch. 
Now  could  you  find  the  way  to  turn  this  indifference 

into 
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into  fire  and  flames,  methinks  your  vanity  ought  to  be 
fatisfy'd ;  and  this,  perhaps,  you  might  bring  about 
upon  pretty  reafonable  terms. 

L.  F.  And  pray  at  what  rate  would  this  indiffe^ 
rence  be  brought  off,  if  one  fhould  have  fo  depraved 
an  appetite  to  deiire  it  ? 

Heart.  Why,  madam,  to  drive  a  quaker's  bargain ? 
and  make  but  one  word  with  you,  if  I  do  part  with 
it — you  muit  lay  me  down— your  affectation. 

L.  F.  My  affeftation,  fir  ! 

Heart.  Why  I  afk  you  nothing  but  what  you  may 
very  well  fpare. 

L.  F .  You  grow  rude,  fir.  Gome,  Mademeifelh ', 
'tis  high  time  to  be  gone. 

Madem.    Aliens,  aliens,  aliens ! 

Heart,  [flopping  them.}  Nay,  you  may  as  well  ftand 
fiill ;  for  hear  me  you  mall,  walk  which  way  you 
pieafe. 

L.  F.  What  mean  you,  fir  ? 

Heart.  I  mean  to  tell  you,  that  yovr  are  the  mod 
ungrateful  woman  upon  earth. 

2..  F.  Ungrateful !  to  whom  I 

Heart.  To  nature. 

L.  F.  Why,  what  has  nature  done  for  me  ? 

Heart.  What  you  have  undone  by  art !  it  made  you 
handfome  j  it  gave  you  beauty  to  a  miracle,  a  fhape 
without  fault,  wit  enough  to  make  them  relifh,  and  fo 
turn'd  you  loofe  to  your  own  difcretion  :  which  has 
made  fuch  work  with  you,  that  you  are  become  the 
pity  of  our  fex,  and  the  jell  of  your  own.  There  is 
not  a  feature  in  your  face,  but  you  have  found  the 
way  to  teach  it  fome  a&efted  convuliion  ;  your  feet, 
your  hands,  your  very  fingers  ends  are  directed  never 
to  move  without  fome  ridiculous  air  or  other ;  and 
your  language  is  a  fuitable  trumpet,  to  draw  people's 
eyes  upon  the  raree-fhow  ? 

Madem.  [ajide]  Eft  ce  qu'on  fait  1'amour  en  Angle- 
terre  comme  53  ? 

L.  F.  [a/ide]  Now  cou'd  I  cry  for  madnefs,  but 
that  I  know  he'd  laugh  at  me  for  it. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Now  do  you  hate  me  for  telling  you  the 
truth,  but  that's  becaufe  you  don't  believe  it  is  fo  : 
for  were  you  once  convinc'd  of  that,  you'd  reform  for 
your  own  fake.  '  But  'tis  as  hard  to  perfuade  a  wo- 
'  man  to  quit  any  thing  that  makes  her  ridkulous, 
'  as  'tis  to  prevail  with  a  poet  to  fee  a  fault  in  his  own 
'  play.' 

L.  F.  Every  circumflance  of  nice  breeding  mull 
needs  appear  ridiculous  to  one  who  has  fo  natural  an 
antipathy  to  good  manners. 

Heart.  But  fuppofe  I  could  find  the  means  to  con- 
vince you  that  the  whole  world  is  of  my  opinion, 

*  mid  that  thofe  who  flatter  and  commend  you,  do  it 
'  to  no  other  intent,  but  to  make  you  perfevere  in 

*  your  folly,  that  they  may  continue  in  their  mirth.' 
L.  F.  Sir,  tho'  you  and  all  that  world  you  talk  of 

fhou'd  be  fo  impertinently  officious,  as  to  think  to 
perfuade  me  I  don't  know  how  to  behave  myfelf,  I 
fliou'd  (till  have  charity  enough  for  my  own  under- 
ftanding,  to  believe  myfelf  in  the  right,  and  all  you 
in  the  wrong. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

Heart,  [gazing  after  her}  There  her  {ingle  clapper 
has  publifli'd  the  fenfe  of  the  whole  fex.  Well,  thi* 
once  I  have  endeavour'd  to  walh  the  blackamoor  white, 
but  hence  forward  i'll  fooner  undertake  to  teach  fm- 
cerity  to  a  courtier,  generofity  to  an  ufurer,  honefty 
to  a  lawyer,  '  nay,  humility  to  a  divine,'  than  dif- 
cretion  to  a  woman  I  fee  has  once  fet  her  heart  upon 
playing  the  fool. 

Enter  Conftant. 

'Morrow,  Conflant. 

Confl.  Good-rnorrow,  Jack  :  What  are  you  doing 
here  this  morning  ? 

Heart.  Doing;  guefs,  if  you  can. Why  I  have 

been  endeavouring  to  perfuade  my  Lady  Fancjiful,  that 
ftie's  the  foolifheft  woman  about  town. 

Conft.  A  pretty  endeavour  truly. 

Heart.  I  have  told  her  in  as  plain  Engli/b  as  I  could 
fpeak,  both  what  the  town  fays  of  her,  and  what  I 

think 
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think  of  her.  In  fhort,  I  have  us'd  her  as  an  abfolute 
King  would  do  to  Magna  Charta. 

Conft.  And  how  does  fhe  take  it  ? 

Heart.  As  children  do  pills ;  bite  them,  but  can't 
fwallow  them. 

Conft.  But,  pr'ythee,  what  has  put  it  into  your  head, 
of  all  mankind,  to  turn  reformer  ? 

Heart.  Why,  one  thing  was,  the  morning  hung 
upon  my  hands,  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  my- 
felf;  and  another  was,  that  as  little  as  I  care  for 
women,  I  cou'dnot  fee  with  patience  one  thatHeaven 
had  taken  fuch  wondrous  pains  about,  be  fo  very  in- 
duftricus  to  make  herfelf  the  jack-pudding  of  the  cre- 
ation. 

Conft.  Well,  now  could  I  almoft  wilh  to  fee  my 
cruel  miftrefs  make  the  fe!f  fame  ufe  of  what  Heaven 
has  dene  for  her,  that  fo  I  might  be  cur'd  of  a  difeafe 
that  makes  me  fo  very  uneafy ;  for  love,  love  is  the 
devil,  Heartfree. 

Heart.  And  why  do  you  let  the  devil  govern  you  ? 

Conft.  Becaufe  I  have  more  flefli  and  blood  than 
grace  and  felf-denial.  My  dear,  dear  miftrefs,  'sdeath ! 
that  fo  genteel  a  woman  mould  be  a  faint,  when  reli- 
gion's out  of  fafhion. 

Heart.  Nay,  {he's  much  in  the  wrong  truly ;  but 
who  knows  how  far  time  and  good  example  may  pre- 
vail ? 

Conft.  O  !  they  have  played  their  parts  in  vain  al- 
ready :  'Tis  now  two  years  fince  the  damned  fellow 
her  hufband  invited  me  to  his  wedding ;  and  there 
was  the  firft  rime  I  faw  that  charming  woman,  whom 
I  have  lov'd  ever  fince,  '  more  than  ever  a  martyr 
'  did  his  foul ;'  but  fhe  is  cold,  my  friend,  ftill  cold 
as  the  northern  ftar. 

Heart.  So  are  all  women  by  nature,  which  makes 
them  fo  willing  to  be  warm'd. 

Conft.  O  don't  prophane  the  fex  ;  pr'ythee  think 
them  all  angels  for  her  fake  ;  for  (he's  virtuous  even 
to  a  fault. 

Heart.  A  lover's  head  is  a  good  accountable  thing 

truly 
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truly  ;  he  adores  his  miftrefs  for  being  virtuous,  and 
yet  is  very  angry  with  her  becaufe  fhe  won't  be  lewd. 
Con/I.  Well,  the  only  relief  I  expeft  in  my  mifery 
is  to  fee  thee  fome  day  or  other  as  deeply  engag'd  as 
myfelf,  which  will  force  me  to  be  merry  in  the  midil 
of  all  my  misfortunes. 

Heart.  That  day  will  never  come,  be  afTur'd  Ned, 
Not  but  that  I  can  pafs  a  night  with  a  woman,  and 
for  the  time,  perhaps  make  myfelf  as  good  fport  as 
you  can  do.  Nay,  I  can  court  a  woman  too,  call 
her  nymph,  angel,  goddefs,  what  you  pleafe  :  But 
here's  the  difference  'twixt  you  and  I ;  I  perfuade  a 
woman  fhe's  an  angel,  and  fhe  perfuades  you  {he's 
one.'  But  pr'ythee  let  me  tell  you  how  I  avoid  fal- 
ling in  love  ;  that  which  ferves  me  for  prevention, 
may  chance  to  ferve  you  for  a  cure. 

Conjl.  Well,  ufe  the  ladies  moderately  then,  and 
i'll  hear  you. 

Heart.  That  ufmg  them  moderately  undoes  us  all ; 
but  I'll  ufe  them  juftly,  and  that  you  ought  to  be  fa- 
tisfied  with.  I  always  confider  a  woman,  not  as  the 
taylor,  the  fhoemaker,  the  tire-woman,  the  femp- 
ftrefs,  and  (which  is  more  than  all  that)  the  poet 
makes  her ;  but  I  confider  her  as  pure  nature  has  con- 
trived her,  and  that  more  ftri&ly  than  I  ihou'd  have 
done  our  old  grandmother  E<ve ,  had  I  feen  her  naked 
in  the  garden ;  for  I  confider  her  turn'd  infide  out. 
Pier  heart  well  examin'd,  I  find  there  pride,  vanity, 
covetoufnefs,  indifcretion  ;  bat  above  all  things,  ma- 
lice :  Plots  eternally  forging  to  deftroy  one  another's 
reputations,  and  as  honefily  to  charge  the  levity  of 
mens  tongues  with  the  fcandal ;  hourly  debates  how 
to  make' poor  gentlemen  in  love  with  them,  with  no 
other  intent  bat  to  ufe  them  like  dogs  when  they  have 
done  :  a  conitant  defire  of  doing  more  mifchief,  and 
an  everlafting  war  wag'd  againil  truth  and  good-na- 
ture. 

Conjt.  Very  well,  fir  ;  an  admirable  compofition 
truely  ! 

Heart.  Then  for  her  outfide,  1  confider  it  merely 
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as  an  outfide  ;  me  has  a  thin  tiffany  covering  over 
juft  fuch  ftuff  as  you  and  I  are  made  on.  As  for  her 
motion,  her  mien,  her  airs,  and  all  thofe  tricks,  I 
know  they  afteft  you  mightily.  If  you  mould  fee 
your  miftrefs  at  a  coronation  dragging  her  peacock's 
train,  with  all  her  ftate  and  iniolence  about  her, 
'twould  (hike  you  with  all  the  awful  thoughts  that 
Heav'n  itfelf  could  pretend  to  from  you  :  whereas  I 
turn  the  whole  matter  intoajeft,  and  fuppofe  her 
ftrutting  in  the  felf  fame  ftately  manner,  with  nothing 
,on  her  but  flays,  and  her  under  fcanty  quilted  petti- 
coat. 

Conft.  Hold  thy  profane  tongue ;  for  I'll  hear  no 
more. 

Heart.  What,  you'll  love  on  then  ? 

Conft.  Yes,  to  eternity. 

Heart.  Yet  you  have  no  hopes  at  all. 

Conft.  None. 

Heart.  Nay,  the  refolution  may  be  difcreet  enough  ; 
perhaps  you  have  found  out  fome  new  philofophy,  that 
love  like  virtue,  is  its  own  reward :  fo  you  and  your 
miftrefs  will  be  as  well  content  at  a  diftance,  as  others 
that  have  lefs  learning  as  are  in  coming  together. 

Conft.  No  ;  but  if  me  mould  prove  kind  at  laft,  my 
•dear  Heartfree.  [Embracing  him. 

Heart.  Nay,  pr'ythee  don't  take  me  for  your  mif- 
trefs ;  for  lovers  are  very  troublefome. 

Conft.  Well,  who  knows  what  time  may  do? 

Heart.  And  juft  now  you  was  fure  time  could  do 
nothing. 

Conft.  Yet  not  one  kind  glance  in  two  years,  is  fome- 
what  ftrange. 

Heart.  Not  ftrange  at  all ;  me  don't  like  you,  that's 
x\\  the  bufmefs. 

Conft.  Pr'ythee  don't  diftraft  me. 

Heart.  Nay,  you  are  a  good  handfome  young  fellow, 
£he  might  ufe  you  better :  come,  will  you  go  fee  her  1 
Perhaps  me  may  have  chang'd  her  mind  ;  there's  fome 
hopes  as  long  as  fhe's  a  woman. 

Conft.  O,  'tis  in  vain  to  vifit  her  :  fometimes  to  get 

a  fight 
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a  fight  of  her,  I  yifit  that  beaft  her  hufband,  but  me 
certainly  finds  fome  pretence  to  quit  the  room  as  fooa 
as  I  enter. 

Heart.  It's  much  fhe  don't  tell  him  you  have  made 
love  to  her  too  ;  for  that's  another  good-natur'd  thing 
ufual  amongft  women,  in  which  they  have  feveral  ends. 
Sometimes  'tis  to  recommend  their  virtue,  that  they 
may  be  kind  with  the  greater  fecurity.  Sometimes  'tis 
fo  make  their  hufbands  fight,  in  hopes  they  may  be 
kill'd  when  their  affairs  require  it  mould  be  fo  :  but 
moft  commonly  'tis  to  engage  two  men  in  a  quarrel, 
that  they  may  have  the  credit  of  being  fought  for;  and 
if  the  lover's  kill'd  in  the  bufmefs,  they  cry,  poor  fel- 
low, he  had  ill  luck -and  fo  they  go  to  cards. 

Conft.  Thy  injuries  to  women  are  not  to  be  forgiven. 
Look  to't,  if  ever  you  fall  into  their  hands 

Heart.  They  can't  ufe  me  worfe  than  they  do  you, 
jhat  fpeak  well  of  'em.    O  ho  \  here  comes  the  knight. 
pnter  Sir  John  Brute. 

Heart.  Your  humble  fervant,  Sir  John, 

SirJ.  Servant,  fir. 

Heart.  How  does  all  your  family  ? 

Sir  J.  Pox  o'  my  family  ? 

Conft.  How  does  your  lady  ?  I  han't  feen  her  abroad 
#  good  while. 

Sir  J.  Do?  I  don't  know  how  me  does,  not  I ;  fhe 
was  well  enough  yefterday,  I  han't  been  at  home  to- 
night. 

Conft.  What,  were  you  out  of  town  ? 

Sir  J.  Out  of  town  !  no,  I  was  drinking. 

Conjt.  You  are  a  true  Englijhman  ;  don't  know  your 
own  happinefs.  If  I  were  married  to  fuch  a  woman, 
I  would  not  be  from  her  a  night  for  all  the  wine  in 
France. 

Sir  J.  Not  from  her! Oons what  a  time 

ihould  a  man  have  of  that ! 

Heart.  Why  there's  no  divifion,  I  hope. 

Sir  J.  No  j  but  there's  a  conjunction,  and  that's 
worfe  ;  a  pox  of  the  parfon— — — Why  the  plague 
don't  you  two  marry  ?  I  fancy  I  look  like  the  devil  to 
you. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Why,  you  don't  think  you  have  horns,  do 
you  ? 

Sir  y.  No,  I  believe  my  wife's  religion  will  keep 
her  honeft. 

Heart.  And  what  will  make  her  keep  her  religion  ? 

Sir  y.  Perfecution  ;  and  therefore  me  mall  have  it. 

Heart.  Have  a  care,  knight,  women  are  tender 
things. 

Sir  J.  And  yet,  methinks,  'tis  a  hard  matter  to 
break  their  hearts. 

Conjt.  Fye,  fye  ;  you  have  one  of  the  beft  wives  in 
the  world,  and  yet  you  feem  the  moft  uneafy  hufband. 

Sir  J.  Beft  wives  ! — the  woman's  well  enough  ;  me 
has  no  vice  that  I  know  of,  but  (he's  a  wife,  and 
damn   a  wife ;  if  I  were  married  to  a  hogmead  of 
claret,  matrimony  would  make  me  hate  it. 

Heart.  Why  did  you  marry k  then  ?  you  were  old 
enough  to  know  your  own  mind. 

Sir  J.  Why  did  I  marry  ?  I  married  becaufe  I  had 
a  mind  to  lie  with  her,  and  me  would  not  let  me. 

Heart.  Why  did  you  not  ravifh  her  ? 

Sir  J.  Yes,  and  fo  have  hedg'd  myfelf  into  forty 
quarrels  with  her  relations,  befides  buying  my  pardon  : 
but  more  than  all  that,  you  muft  know,  I  was  afraid  of 
being  damn'din  thofe  days  :  for  I  kept  fneaking,  cow- 
ardly company,  fellows  that  went  to  church,  faid  grace 
to  their  meat,  and  had  not  the  leaft  tincture  of  quality 
about  them. 

Heart.  But  I  think  you  are  got  into  a  better  gang 
now. 

Sir  y.  Zoons,  fir,  my  Lord  Rake  and  I  are  hand 
and  glove  :  I  believe  we  may  get  oar  bones  broke  toge- 
ther to-night ;  have  you  a  mind  to  {hare  a  frolick  ? 

Ccnjl.  Not  I,  truly ;  my  talent  lies  to  fofter  exer- 
cifes. 

Sir  y.  What,  a  down-bed  and  a  ftrumpet  ?  A  pox 
of  venery,  I  fay.  Will  you  come  and  drink  with  me 
this  afternoon  ? 

Con/}.  I  can't  drink  to  day,  but  we'll  come,  and  fit 
an  hour  with  you  if  you  will. 

Sir 
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Sir  J.  Phugh,  pox,  fit  an  hour  ?  why  can't  you 
drink  ? 

Ccnjl.  Becaufe  I'm  to  fee  my  miftrefs. 

Sir  J.  Who's  that  ? 

Ccnft.  Why,  do  you  ^ufe  to  tell  ? 

Sir  J.   Yes. 

C'injt.  So  won't  I. 

Sir  J.  Why  ? 

Coajt.  Becau-fe  'tis  a  fecret. 

Sir  J.  Would  iny  wife  knew  it,  'twould  T>e  no  fe- 
cret  long. 

ConJ}.  Why,  do  you  think  Ihe  can't  keep  a  fecret  ? 

Sir  J.  No  more  than  fhe  can  keep  Lent. 

•Heart.  Pr'ythee,  tell  it  her  to  try,  Conftatrt. 

Sir  J.  No,  pr'ythee,  don't,  that  I  mayn't  be  plagu'd 
with  it. 

Conft.  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea  you  don't  mak«  her 
tell  it  you. 

Sir  j.  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea  I  do. 

Conft.  Which  way  ? 

Sir  J.  Why  I'll  beg  her  not  to  tell  it  me. 

Heart.  Nay,  if  any  thing  does  it,  that  will. 

Conft.  But  do  you  think,  fir 

Sir  J.  Oons,  fir,  I  think  a  woman  and  a  fecret  art 
the  two  impertinenteft  themes  in  the  univerfe  :  there- 
fore pray  let's  hear  no  more  of  my  wife,  nor  your  mif- 
trefs.  Damn  'em  both  with  all  my  heart,  and  every 
thing  elfe  that  daggles  a  petticoat,  except  four  generous 
whores,  *  with  Betty  Sands  at  the  head  of  'em,'  whci 
are  drunk  with,  my  Lord  Rake  and  I  ten  times  in  a 
fortnight.  [Exit  Sir  John. 

Coqft.  Here's  a  dainty  fellow  for  you  !  and  the  ve- 
rieft  coward  too.  But  his  ufage  of  Jus  wife  makes  m« 
ready  to  flab  the  villain. 

Heart.  Lovers  are  fhort-fighted :  all  their  fenfes  run 
into  that  of  feeling.  This  proceeding  of  his  is  the 
only  thing  on  earth  can  make  you  fortunate.  If  any 
thing  can  prevail  with  her  to  accept  of  a  gallant,  'ti$ 
his  ill  ufage  of  her  ;  for  women  will  do  more  for  re- 
venge then  they'll  do  for  the  gofpel.  Pr'ythee,  take 
B  heart, 
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heart,  I  have  great  hopes  for  you  :  and  fince  I  can't 
bring  you  quite  off  her,  I'll  endeavour  to  bring  you 
quite  on  ;  for  a  whining  lover  is  the  damneit  compa- 
nion upon  earth. 

Conft.  My  dear  friend,  flatter  me  a  little  mere  with 
thefe  hopes ;  for  whilft  they  prevail,  I  have  Heaven 
within  me,  and  could  melt  with  joy. 

Heart.  Pray  no  melting  yet ;  '  let  things  go  farther 
'  firft.'  This  afternoon  perhaps  we  (hall  make  fome 
advance.  .  In  the  mean  while,  let's  go  dine  at  Lccket's, 
and  let  hope  get  you  a  itomach.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,   Lady  Fancyful'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

L.  F.  Did  you  ever  fee  any  thing  fo  importune, 
Mademoifelle  ? 

Madem.  Inteed,  matem,  to  fay  de  trute,  he  want 
leetel  good-breeding. 

L.  F.  Good-breeding !  he  wants  to  be  caned,  Ala- 
dstnoifelle  :  an  infolent  fellow  !  and  yet  let  me  expofc 
my  weaknefs,  'tis  the  only  man  on  earth  I  cou'd  re- 
folve  to  difpenfe  my  favours  on,  were  he  but  a  fine 
gentleman.  Well  !  did  men  but  know  how  deep  an 
impreffion  a  fine  gentleman  makes  in  a  lady's  heart, 
they  would  reduce  all  their  ftudies  to  that 'of  good- 
breeding  alone. 

'  Enter  Cornet. 

*  Cor.  Madam,  here's  Mr.  Treble.  He  has  brought 
'  home  the  verfes  your  ladyihip  made,  and  gave  him 

*  to  fet. 

'  L.  F.  O  let  him  come  in  by  all  means.  Now 
«  Mademoifelle,  am  I  going  to  be  unipeakably  happy. 

'  Enter  Treble. 
«  So,  Mr.  Treble,  you  have  fet  my  little  dialogue  ? 

«  Treb.  Yes,  madam,  and  I  hope  your  ladyfhip  will 

*  be  pleas'd  with  it. 

'  L.  F.  O,  no  doubt  on't ;  for  really,  Mr.  Treble, 

*  you  fet  all  things  to  a  wonder  :  but  your  mufick  is  in 

*  particular  heavenly,  when  you  have  my  words  to 
.«  cloath  in't. 

«  Trd. 
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'  Trek.  Your  words  themfelves,  madam,  have  fo 
'  much  mufick  in  'em,  they  infpire  me. 

'  L.  F.  Nay,  now  you  make  me  blufh,  Mr.  Treble', 
'  but  pray  let's  hear  what  you  have  done. 

*  Treb.  You  mail,  madam. 

'  A  SONG,  to  be  fung  between  a  man  and  a  woman. 

'  M.   ^H  lovely  nymph,  tie  world's  on  fre ', 
'   Veil,  'veil  thofe  cruel  eyes  : 

*  W.   The  •world  may  then  inflames  expire, 

'  And  boaft  that  fo  it  dies. 
f  M.   But  when  all  mortals  are  dcftroy* d, 

'   Who  then  Jhall  fmg  our  praife  ? 
'  W.   Thofe  --who  are  Jit  to  be  employ  d  : 

'  The  Gods  Jhall  altars  raife. 

'  Treb.  How  does  your  ladyfhip  like  it,  madam  ? 

*  L,  F.  Rapture,  rapture,  Mr.  Treble,  I'm  all  rap- 
'  ture.     O  wit  and  art,  what  power  you  have  when 

*  join'd  !  I  muft  needs  tell  you  the  birth  of  this  little 
'  dialogue,  Mr.  Treble.     Its  father  was  a  dream,  and 
f   its  mother  was  the  moon.     I  dream'd  that  by  an 
'  unanimous  vote,  I  was  chofen  queen  of  that  pale 
'  world  ;  and   that  the  firft  time  I  appear'd  upon  my 
'  throne all  my  fubjefts  fell  in  love  with  me.   Juft 

*  then  I  wak'd,  and  feeing  pen,  ink  and  paper  lie  idle 
'  upon  the  table,  I  flid  into  my  morning-gown,  and 
'  writ  this  impromptu. 

'  Treb.  So  I  guefs  the  dialogue,  madam,  is  fup- 

*  pos'd  to  be  between  your  majeily,  and  your  firft  mini- 
«  Her  of  (late. 

'  L.  F.  Juft  ;  he,  as  minifter,  advifes  me  to  trouble 
'  my  head  about  the  welfare  of  my  fubjefts  ;  which  I, 
'  as  fovereign,  find  a  very  impertinent  proposal.  But 
'  is  the  town  fo  dull,  Mr.  Treble,  it  affords  us  never  an- 
'  other  new  fong  ? 

'  Treb.  Madam,  I  have  one  in  my  pocket,  came 
'  out  but  yefterday,  if  your  ladyfhip  pleafes  to  let  Mrs. 

*  Pipe  fmg  it, 

'       *  B  a  « L.  F. 
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f  L.  F.  By  all  means.  Here,  Pipe,  make  whaf 
'  mulick  you  can  of  this  fong,  here. 

'  S        O        N        G.    ' 
I. 

'     7\7  O  T  an  angel  dwells  above 

'   Half /of air  as  her  I  love, 
'  Heaven  kncws,  bow  foe1  II  receive  me  : 
'  If  fie /miles  I'm  bleft  indeed  ; 
'  If 'foe  frowns ,  Pm  quickly  freed ; 

'  Heaven  knows  (he  ne'er  can  grieve  me. 
II. 

*  None  can  love  her  more  than  I9 
'  Tetjhe  ne^er  jhall  make  me  die. 

*  If  my  flame  can  never  warm  her  ; 
c   Lafting  beauty  I'll  adore, 
'  I  Jhall  never  love  her  more, 

'  Cruelty  will fo  deform  her. 

'  L.  F.  Very  well :  this  is  Hearffree's  poetry  with- 

*  out  queftion. 

*  Trek.  Won't  your  ladyftrip  pleafe  to  fmg  yourfelf 

*  this  morning  ? 

«  L.  F.  O  Lord,  Mr.  Treble,  my  cold  is  ftill  fo  bar* 
'  barous  to  refufe  me  that  pleafure  :  he,  he,  hem. 

'  <Tre1>.  I'm  very  ferry  for  it,  madam:  methinks  all 
'  mankind  ftiould  turn  phyficians  for  the  cure  on't. 

*  L.  F.  Why  truly,  to  give  mankind  their  due,  there's 

*  few  that  know  me,  but  have  ofter'd  their  remedy. 

'  Treb.  Theyhavereafon,  madam;  for  1  know  no- 
«  body  fings  fo  near  a  cherubim  as  your  ladyfhip. 

«  L.  F.  What  I  do,  I  owe  chiefly  to  your  fkill  and 
care,  Mr.7V«£&;  People  do  flatter  me  indeed  that  I 
have  a  voice,  and  a  je-ne-f^ai-quoi  in  the  conducT:  of  it, 
that  will  make  mufic  of  any  thing.  And  truly  I  be- 
gin to  believe  fo,  fince  what  happen'd  t'other  night  : 
wou'dyou  think  it,  Mr.  Treble?  walking  pretty  late  in 
the  park,  (for  I  often  walk  late  in  the  park,  Mr. 
Treble)  a  whim  took  me  to  fmg  Chevy  Chafe ;  and 
wou'd  you  believe  it?  next  morning  I  had  three  copies 
of  verfes,  and  fix  billet-doux  at  my  levee  upon  it. 
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*  Trek.  And   without  all  difpute  you  deferv'd  as 

*  many  more,   madam.      Are  there  any  further  com- 
1  mands  for  your  ladyihip's  humble  fervant  ? 

'  L.  F.  Nothing  more  at  this  time,  Mr.  Treble. 
'  But  I  mall  exped  you  here  every  morning  for  this, 
'  month,  to  fmg  my  little  matter  there  to  me.  I'll 

*  reward  you  for  your  pains. 

'  Tret.  O  lord,  madam 

'  L.  F.  Good-morrow,  fweet  Mr.  Treble. 

*  Treb.  Your  ladyihip's  moll  obedient  fervant. 

'  [Exit.  Treb/ 
Enter  fervant. 

Ser<v.  Will  your  ladylhip  pleafe  to  dine  yet  ? 

L.  F.  Yes,  ]et  'em  ferve.  [Exit  Servant.]  Sure  this 
Heartfree  has  bewitch'd  me,  Mademoifefle.  '  You- 
'  can't  imagine  how  odly  he  mixt  himfelf  in  my 
'  thoughts  during  my  rapture  e'en  now.'  I  vow  'tis 
a  thoufand  pities  he  is  not  more  poliih'd  ;  don't  you 
think  fo  ? 

Madem.  Matam,  I  tink  it  fo  great  pity,  dat  if  I  was 
in  your  ladyfhip  place,  I  take  him  home  in  my  houfe, 
I  lock  him  up  in  my  clofet,  and  I  never  let  him  go 
till  I  teach  him  every  ting  dat  fine  laty  expeft  from 
fine  gentelman. 

L.  F.  Why  truly  I  believe  I  (hou'd  foon  fubdue  his 
brutality;  for  without  doubt,  he  has  a  ftrange  pencbbnt 
to  grow  fond  of  me,  in  fpite  of  his  averfion  to  the- 
fex,  elfe  he  wou'd  ne'er  have  taken  fo  much  pains 
about  me.  Lord,  how  proud  wou'd  fome  poor  crea- 
tures be  of  fuch  a  conqueft  !  but  I  alas,  I  don't  know 
how  to  receive  as  a  favour,  what  I  take  to  be  fo  infinitely 
my  due.  But  what  mail  I  do  to  new  mould  him, 
Mademoifelle  ?  for  till  then  he's  my  utter  averfion. 

Madem.  Matam,  you  muft  laugh  at  him  in  all  de 
place  dat  you  meet  him,  and  turn  into  de  reticule  all 
he  fay,"  and  all  he  do. 

L.  F.  Why  truly,  fatire  has  ever  been  of  wond'rous 
ufe  to  reform  ill-manners.  Befides,  'tis  my  particular 
talent  to  ridicule  folks.  I  can  be  fevere,  ftrangely  fe- 

vere,  when  I  will,  Mademoifelle Give  me  the  pea 

B  and 
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and  ink 1  find  myfelf  whimfkal I'll  write 

to  him Or  I'll  let  it  alone,  and  be  fevere  upon  him 

that  way  [Sifting  dawn  to  --write,  rifing  up  again."] Yet 

active  feverity  is  better  than  pailive.   [Sitting  dc^.-x.} 
•-    -.'Tis  as  good  let  it  alone  too  ;  for  every  lafli  I  give 

him,  perhaps  he'll  take  for  a  favour.  [Rijing.] Yet 

'tis  a  thoufand  pities  fo  much  fatire  mould  be  lot!. 

[Sitting.] -But  if  it  (hou'd  have  a  wrong  effect 

upon  him,  'twould  diltracl  me.   [Rifag.~\ Well,  I 

muft  write  tho'  after  all.   [Sitting'.] Or  I'll  let  it 

alone,  which  is  the  fame  thing.   [R'fag'] 

Modem.  La  voiia  determinee.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.       Scene  opens. 
Sir  John,  Lady  Brute,  and  Belinda  rtfing  from  the  table. 

Sir  J.   TT  ERE;  take  away  the  things ;  I  expect 

J7i  company.   But  firlt  bring  me  a  pipe  ;  I'll 

fmoak.  [To  a/ervant. 

L.  B.  Lord,  Sir  John,  I  wonder  you  won't  leave 
that  naily  cuftom. 

Sir  y.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  impertinent. 

Bel.  [to  Lady  Brute.]  I  wonder  who  thofe  are  he 
expects  this  afternoon  ? 

L.  B.  I'd  give  the  world  to  know :  perhaps  'ti: 
Ccnjlant,  he  comes  here  fometimes ;  if  it  does  prove 
him,  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  (hare  the  vifit. 

Bel.  We'll  fend  for  our  work  and  fit  here. 

L.  B.  He'll  choak  us  with  his  tobacco. 

Bel.  Nothing  will  choak  us  when  we  are  doing  what 
we  have  a  mind  to.  Lovetuell ! 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Lo*u.  Madam. 

L.  B.  Here  ;  bring  my  coufm's  work  and  mine 
hither.  [Exit.  Lov.  and  re-enter3  with  their  work. 

Sir  J.  Why,  pox,  can't  you  work  fomewhere  elfe  ? 

L.  B.  We  (hall  be  careful  not  to-difturb  you,  fir. 

Bel.  Your  pipe  would  make  you  too  thoughtful, 

uncle, 
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uncle,   if  you  were  left  alone  our  prhtle-prattle  will 
cure  your  ipleen. 

Sir  J.  Will  it  fo,  Mrs.  Pert !  now  I  believe  it  will 
fo  increafe  it.  [Sitting  and  /moating.]  I  ihall  take  my 
own  houfe  for  a  paper-mill. 

L.  B.  [to  Bel.  afiae.]  Don't  let's  mind  him;  let 
him  fay.  what  he  will. 

Sir  J.  A  woman's  tongue  a  cure  for  the  fpleen — 

Oons [afide]  If  a   man   had   got   the   head-ach, 

they'd  be  for  applying  the  fame  remedy. 

L.  B.  You  have  done  a  great  deal,  Belinda,  fince 
yefterday. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  have  work'd  very  hard ;  how  do  you 
like  it  ? 

L.  B.  O,  'tis  the  prettieft  fringe  in  the  world.  Well, 
coulin,  you  have  the  happieft  fancy :  pr'ythee  advife 
me  about  altering  my  crimfon  petticoat. 

Sir  J.  A  pox  o'  your  petticoat ;  here's  fuch  a  prat- 
ing, a  man  can't  digeil  his  own  thoughts  for  you. 

L.  B.  Don't  anfwer  him.  [afide:]  Well,  what  do 
you  advife  me  ? 

Bel.  Why,  really,  I  would  not  alter  it  at  all.  Me- 
thinks  'tis  very  pretty  as  it  is. 

L.  B.  Ay,  that's  true  :  but  you  know  one  gro«/3 
weary  of  the  prettieft  things  in  the  world,  when  cue 
has  had  'em  long. 

Sir  J.  Yes,  I  have  taught  her  that. 

Bel.  Shall  we  provoke  him  a  little  ? 

L.  B.  With  all  my  heart.  Belinda,  don't  you  long 
to  be  married  ? 

Bel.  Why,  there  are  fome  things  in  it  I  could  like 
well  enough, 

L.  B.  What  do  you  think  you  fliou'd  diflike  ? 

Bel.  My  hufband,  a  hundred  to  one  elfe. 

L.  B.  6  ye  wicked  wretch!  fure  you  don't  fpeak 
as  you  think. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  do:  efpecially  if  he  fmoak'd  tobacco. 
[He  looks  earnejlly  at  'em. 

L   B.  Why,  that  many  times  takes  offworfe  fmells 

Bel.  Then'  he  mull  fmell  very  ill  indeed. 

B  4  L.  B. 
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L.  S.  So  fome  men  will,  to  keep  their  wives  from 
fomiug  near  'em. 

Bel.  Then  thofe  wives  Ihou'd  cuckold  'em  at  a  dif- 
tance. 
He  rifes  in  a  fury,  throws  bis  fife  at  'em,  a*d  drives 

'em  out.     As  they  run  cff~,  Conftant  and  Heartfree 

enter.      Lady  Brute  runs  againft  Conftant. 

Sir  y.  'Oons,  get  you  gone  up  Hairs,  you  con- 
federating lirumpets  you,  or  I'll  cuckold  you  with  a 
vengeance. 

L.  B.  O  Lord,  he'll  beat  us,  he'll  beat  us.  Dear, 
dear  Mr.  Ccnftant,  fare  us.  \Exeunt. 

Sir  J.V\\  cuckold  you  with  a  pox. 

Conft.  Heav'n  !  fir  jab*,   what's  the  matter  ? 

£/V  y.  Sure,  if  uoman  had  been  road)  created, 
the  devil,  inftead  of  being  kkk'd  down  into  hell,  had 
teen  marry'd. 

Heart.  Why,  what  new  plague  have  you  found  now  ? 

Sir  y.  Why  thefe  two  gentlewomen  did  but  hear 
me  fay,  I  expected  you  here  this  afternoon  ;  upon 
which,  they  prefently  refolv'd  to  take  up  the  room, 
o'  purpofe  to  plague  me  and  my  friends. 

Conft.  Was  that  all  ?  why  we  fliou'd  have  been 
glad  of  their  company. 

Sir  y.  Then  I  mould  have  been  weary  of  yours : 
for  I  can't  relifh  both  together.  They  found  fault  with 
my  fmoaking  tobacco  too  ;  and  faid  men  ftunk.  But 
I  have  a  good  mind to  fay  fomething. 

Conft.  No,  nothing  againft  the  ladies,  pray. 

Sir  y.  Split  the  ladies  Come,  will  you  fit  down  ? 
give  us  fome  wine,  fellow?  you  won't  fmoak  ? 

Conft.  No,  nor  drink  neither  at  this  time,  I  muft 
aik  your  pardon. 

Sir  y.  What,  this  miftrefs  of  yours  runs  in  your 
head !  I'll  warrant  it's  fome  fuch  fqueamifh  minx  as 
my  wife,  that's  grown  fo  dainty  of  late,  Ihe  finds  fault 
even  with  a  dirty  fhirt. 

Heart.  That  a  woman  may  do,  and  not  be  very 
dainty  neither. 

Sir  y.  '  Pox  of  the  women,  lets  drink.'     Come, 

you. 
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you  mall  take  one  glafs,  tho'  I  fend  for  a  box  of 
lozenges  to  fweeeten  your  mouth  after  it. 

Conft.  Nay,  if  one  glafs  will  fatisfy  you,  I'll  drink 
it,  without  putting  you  to  that  expence. 

Sir  7.  Why  that's  honeft.  Fill  fome  wine,  firrahi 
fo  here's  to  you,  gentlemen — A  wife's  the  devil.  To 
your  being  both  married.  [They  drink. 

Heart.  O,  your  moll  humble  fervant,  fir. 

Sir  J.  Well,  how  do  you  like  my  wine  ! 

Conft.  'Tis  very  good  indeed. 

Heart.  'Tis  admirable. 

Sir  J.  Then  give  us  t'other  glafs. 

Conft.  No,  pray  excufe  us  now  :  we'll  come  another 
time,  and  then  we  won't  fpare  it. 

Sir  J.  This  one  glafs,  and  no  more.  Come,  it 
mall  be  your  miftrefs's  health:  and  that's  a  great 
compliment  from  me,  I  afTure  you. 

Conft.  And  'tis  a  very  obliging  one  to  me  :  fo  give 
us  the  glaffes. 

Sir  J,  So  ;  let  her  live. 

[<S/r  John  coughs  in  the  glaft. 

Heart.  And  be  kind. 

Conft.  What's  the  matter?  does  it  go  the  wrong. 
way  ? 

Sir  J.  If  I  had  love  enough  to  be  jealous,  I  fhou'd 
take  this  for  an  ill  omen  :  for  I  never  drank  my  wife's 
health  in  my  life,  but  I  puk'd  in  the  glafs. 

Conft.  O  fhe's  too  virtuous  to  make  any  reafonable- 
man  jealous. 

Sir  J.  Pox  of  her  virtue.  If  I  con'd  but  catch  her 
adulterating,  I  might  be  divorc'd  from,  her  by  lav/. 

Heart.  And  fo  pay  her  a  yearly  penUon,  to  be  a 
diltinguim'd  cuckold. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  there's  my  Lord  Rake,  Colonel  Bully, 
and  fome  other  gentlemen  at  the  Blue-Poj'ts,  deiire 
your  company. 

Sir  J.  God's  fo,  we  are  to  confult  about  playing 
the  devil  to-night. 

Heart*  Well,  we  won't  hinder  bufmefs. 
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Sir  J.  Methinks  I  don't  know  how  to  leave  you 
tho'  :  but  for  once  I  muft  make  bold.  Or  look  you; 
may  be  the  conference  mayn't  laft  long!  fo  if  you'll 
wait  here  half  an  hour,  or  an  hour  ;  if  I  don't  come 
then why  then 1  won't  come  at  all. 

Heart.   \to  Conft.  ]  A  good  modefl  propofition,  truly. 

[Af.de. 

Conft.  But  let's  accept  on't  however.  Who  knows 
what  may  happen  ? 

Heart.  Well,  fir,  to  fhew  you  how  fond  we  are  of 
your  company,  we'll  expect  your  return  as  long  as 
we  can. 

Sir  y.   Nay,  may  be  I  mayn't  ftay  at  all ;  but  ba- 

finefs,  you  know,  muft  be  done.     So  your  fervant 

Or  hark  you,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  take  a  frifk  with, 
us,  I  have  an  intereft  with  my  lord ;  I  can  eafily  in- 
troduce you. 

Ccnjt.  We  are  much  beholden  to  you  ;  but  for  my 
part,  I'm  engag'd  another  way. 

Sir  y.  What !  to  your  miftrefs,  I'll  warrant. 
Pr'ythee  leave  your  nafty  punk  to  entertain  herfelf 
with  her  own  wicked  thoughts,  and  make  one  with 
us  to-night. 

Conjt.  Sir,  'tis  bufinefs  that  is  to  employ  me. 

Heart.  And  me  ;  and  bufinefs  muft  be  done,  you 
know. 

Sir  J.  Ay,  womens  bufinefs,  tho'  the  world  were 
confum'd  fort.  [Exit  Sir  John. 

Conft.  Farewel,  beaft  ;  and  now,  my  dear  friend, 
would  my  miftrefs  be  but  as  complaifant  as  fome  men's 
wives,  who  think  it  a  piece  of  good  breeding  to  receive 
the  vifits  of  their  hufband's  friends  in  his  abfcnce. 

Heart.  Why  for  your  fake  I  could  forgive  her,  '  tho' 
••*  fne  mould  be  fo  complaifant  to  receive  Something 
'  elfe  in  his  abfence.'     Bat  what  way  fhall  we  invent 
to  fee  her  ? 

Conft.  O  ne'er  hope  it :  invention  will  prove  as 
vain  as  wiflies. 

Enter  Lady  Brute  end  Belinda. 

Heart.  What  do  you  think  now,  friend  I 

Ccnft. 
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Co  aft.  I  think  I  (hall  fwoon. 

Heart.  I'll  {peak  firft  then,  whilft  you  fetch  breath. 

L.  H.  We  think  ourfelves  oblig'd,  gentlemen,  to 
come  and  return  you  thanks  for  your  knight-errantry,. 
We  were  juft  upon  being  devour'd  by  the  fiery  dragon. 

Bel.  Did  not  his  fumes  almoft  knock  you  down, 
gentlemen. 

Heart.  Truly,  ladies,  we  did  undergo  fome  hard- 
fhips ;  and  mould  have  done  more,  if  fome  greater 
heroes  than  ourfelves  hard  by  had  not  diverted  him. 

Conft.  Tho'  I'm  glad  of  the  fervice,  you  are  pleas'd 
to  fay  we  have  done  you  ;  yet  I'm  forry  we  could  do  it 
in  no  other  way,  than  by  making  ourfelves  privy  to 
what  you  would  perhaps  have  kept  a  fecret. 

L.  B.  For  Sir  Joka's  part,  I  fuppofe  he  defign'jd  it 
no  fecret,  fince  he  made  fo  much  noife.  And  for 
myfelf,  truly  I'm  not  much  concern'd,  iince  'tis  fallen 
only  into  this,  gentleman's  hands  and  yours  ;  who,  I 
have  many  feafons  to  believe,  will  neither  interpret 
nor  report  any  thing  to  my  difadvantage. 

Conft.  Your  good  opinion,  madam,  was  what  I 
fear'd  I  never  could  have  merited. 

L.  B.  Your  fears  were  vain  then,  fir;  for  I'm  juft 
to  ever)'  body. 

Heart.  Pr'ythee,  Conftant,  what  is't  you  do  to  get 
the  lady's  good  opinions ;  for  I'm  a  novice  at  it  ? 

Bel.  Sir,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  inftruct  you  ? 

Heart.  Yes,  that  I  will  with  all  my  foul,  madam. 

Bel.  Why  then  you  muft  never  be  flovenly  ;  never  be 
out  of  humour,  '  fare  well  and  cry  roaft-meat,'  fmoak 
tobacco,  nor  drink  but  when  you  are  dry. 

Heart.  That's  hard. 

Conft.  Nay,  if  you  take  his  bottle  from  him,  you. 
break  his  heart,  madam. 

Bel.  Why,  is  it  poffible  the  gentleman  can  love 
drinking  t 

Heart.  Only  by  way  of  antidote. 

Bel.  Againft  what,  pray  ? 

Heart.   Againft  love,  madam. 

L.  B.  Are  you  afraid  of  being  in  love,  fir  ? 

Hfart. 
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Heart.  1  fhou'd,  if  there  were  any  danger  of  it. 

L.  S.   Pray  why  fo  ? 

Heart.  Becaufe  I  always  had  an  averiion  to  being 
ws'd  like  a  dog. 

Bel.  Why,  truly,  men  in  love  are  feldom  us'd  better. 

L.  B.  But  was  you  never  in  love,  fir  ? 

Heart.  No,  I  thank  Heav'n,  madam. 

Bel.  Pray,  where  got  you  your  learning  then  ? 

Heart.  From  other  people's  expence. 

Bel.  That's  being  a  fpunger,  fir,,  which  is  fcarce 
honeft :  if  you'd  buy  fome  experience  with  your  own 
money,  as  'twould  be  fairlier  got,  fo  'twould  Hick 
longer  by  you. 

Enter  Footman. 

Font.  Madam,  here's  my  Lady  Fanciful,  to  wait 
upon  your  ladyftiip. 

L.  B.   Shield  me,  kind  Heaven  !  what  an  inunda- 
tion of  impertinence  is  here  coming  upon  us  ? 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful,  iv&o  runs  firft  to  Lady  Brute, 
then  to  Belinda,  kijfing  'em. 

L.  F.  My  dear  lady  Brute,  and  fweet  Belinda,  me- 
thinks  'tis  an  age  fince  I  faw  you. 

L.  B.  Yet  'tis  but  three  days ;  fure  you  have  pafs'd 
your  time  very  ill,  it  feems  fo  long  to  you. 

L.  F.  Why  really,  to  confefs  the  truth  to  you,  I  am 
fo  everlaftingly  fatigu'd  with  the  addrefies  of  unfortu- 
nate gentlemen,  that,  were  it  not  for  the  extravagancy 
of  the  example,  I  fhou'd  e'en  tear  out  thefe  wicked  eyes 
with  my  own  fingers,  to  make  both  myfelf  and  man- 
kind eafy.  What  think  you  on't,  Mr.  Heartfree,  for 
1  take  you  to  be  my  faithful  advifer  ? 

Heart.  Why  truly,  madam— I  think — every  project 
-that  is  for  the  good  of  mankind,  ought  to  be  encourag'd. . 

L.  F.  Then  I  have  your  confent,  fir  ? 

Heart.  To  do  whatever  you  pleafe,  madam. 

L.  F.  You  had  a  much  more  limited  complaifance 
this  morning,  fir.  Would  you  believe  it,  ladies? 
the  gentleman  has  been  fo  exceeding  generous,  to 
tell  me  of  above  fifty  faults,  in  lefs  time  than  it  was 
well  poffible  for  me  to  commit  two  of  'em. 

Coit/t. 
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Conft.  Why,  truly,  madam,  my  friend  there  is  apt 
to  be  fomething  familiar  with  the  ladies. 

L.  F.  He  is  indeed,  fir;  but  he's  wondrous  cha- 
ritable with  it :  He  has  had  the  goodnefs  to  defign  a 

reformation,  ev'n  dowu  to  my  fingers-ends. — - • 

'Twasthus,  I  think,  fir,  \Qpeningberfingers  in  an  auk- 

•ward  manner]   you'd  have  'em  Hand My  eyes  too 

he  did  not  like :  How  was't  you  would  have  direft- 
ed  'em  ?  Thus  I  think.  [Staring at  kirn]  — Then  there 
was  fomething  amifs  in  my  gait  too  :  I  don't  know  well 
how  'twas ;  but  as  I  take  it,  he  would  have  had  me  walk 
like  him.  Pray,  fir,  do  me  the  favour  to  take  a  turn 
or  two  about  the  room,  that  the  company  may  fee  you 
—  He's  fullen,  ladies,  and  won't.  But,  to  make  more, 
and  give  you  as  true  an  idea  as  I  can  of  the  matter,  I 
think 'twas  much  about  this  figure  in  general,  he  would 
have  moulded  me  to  :  Bat  I  was  anobftinate  woman, 
and  could  not  refolve  to  make  myfelf  miftrefs  of  his 
heart,  by  growing  as  aukward  as  his  fancy. 

[She  walks  auk'-wardly  about,  ft aring  and  looking  un- 
gainly, then  changes  on  a  fudden  to  the  extremity  (if  her 
ufual  affectation.  ] 

Heart.  Juft  thus  women  do,  when  they  think  we  are 
in  love  with  'em,  or  when  they  are  fo  with  us. 

[Here  Conftant  and  Lady  Brute  talk  together  apart. ,] 

L.  F.  'Twould  however  be  lefs  vanity  for  me  to 
conclude  the  former,  than  you  the  latter,  fir. 

Heart.  Madam,  all  I  mall  prefume  to  conclude,  is, 
that  if  I  were  in  love,  you'd  find  the  means  to  make  me 
foon  weary  on't. 

L.  F.  Not  by  overfondnefs  upon  my  word,  fir.  Eut 
pray  let's  ftop  here  ;  for  you  are  fo  much  govern'd  by 
inftinft,  I  know  you'll  grow  brutifh  at  laft. 

Bel.  [afide]  Now  amlfure  fhe's  fond  of  him  :  I'll 
try  to  make  her  jealous.  Well,  for  my  part,  I  mould  be 
glad  to  find  fomebody  would  be-fo  free  with  me,  that  I 
might  know  my  faults,  and  mend  'em. 

L.  F.  Then  pray  let  me  recommend  this  gentleman 

to  you  ;  I  have  known  him  fome  time,  and  will  be 

3,  iurety 
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furety  for  him,  that  upon  a  very  limited  encouragement 
on  your  fide,  you  {hall  find  an  extended  impudence  on 
his. 

Heart.  I  thank  you,  madam,  for  your  recommenda- 
tion :  But  hating  idlenefs,  I'm  unwilling  to  enter  into 
a  place  where  I  believe  there  would  be  nothing  to  do.  I 
was  fond  of  ferving  your  ladymip,  becaule  I  knew 
you'd  find  me  conftant  employment. 

L.  F.  I  told  you  he'd  be  rude,  Belinda. 

JBeL  O,  a  little  bluntnefs  is  a  fign  of  honefty,  which 
makes  me  always  ready  to  pardon  it.  So,  fir,  if  you 
have  no  other  exceptions  to  my  fervice,  but  the  fear  of 
being  idle  in  it,  you  may  venture  to  liil  yourfelf :  I  mail 
find  you  work,  I  warrant  you. 

Heart.  Upon  thofe  terms  I  engage,  madam  ;  and  this 
(with  your  leave)  I  take  for  earned. 

[Offering  to  kifs  her  hand. 

Bel,  Hold  there,  fir ;  I'm  none  of  your  earneft  givers. 
But  if  I'm  well  ferv'd,  I  give  good  wages,  and  pay 
punctually. 

[Heartf.  and^,s\.feemto  continue  talking  familiarly, 

L.  F.  {Afide}  I  don't  like  this  jefting  between  'em 
— methinks  the  fcol  begins  to  look  as  if  he  were  in 

earneft' but  then  he  muft  be  a  fool  indeed. 

Lard,  what  a  difference  there  is  between  me  and  her. 
[Looking  at  }jZ\.fcornfullyJ\  How  I  fhou'd  defpifefuch  a 

thing,  if  I  were  a  man  ! What  a  nofe  fhe  has— — 

What  a  chin What  a  neck Then  her  eyes— — • 

And  the  worft  kifllng  lips  in  the  univerfe No,  no, 

he  can  never  like  her,  that's  pofitive Yet  I  can't 

fuffer  'em  together  any  longer.  Mr.  Hear/free,  do  you 
know,  that  you  and  I  mull  have  no  quarrel  for  all  this  ? 
I  can't  forbear  being  a  little  fevere  now  and  then :  But 
women,  you  know,  may  be  allowed  any  thing. 

Heart.  Up  to  a  certain  age,  madam. 

Z,.  F.  Which  I'm  not  yet  part,  I  hope. 

Heart.   \_ajide.~\  Nor  never  will,  I  dare  fwear. 

L.  F.  [to  L.  B.]  come,  madam,  will  your  lady- 
fiiip  be  witnefs  to  our  reconciliation. 

L.-B. 
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L.  B.  You  agree  then  at  laft  ? 

Heart,   {flight ingly~\  We  forgive. 

L.  F.  [afide]  That  was  a  cold  ill-natur'd  reply. 

L.  B.  Then  there's  no  challenges  fent  between 
you? 

Heart.  Not  from  me,  I  promife  \ajlde  to  Con  flan  t] 
But  that's  more  than  I'll  do  for  her ;  for  I  know  fhe 
can  as  well  be  damn'd  as  forbear  writing  to  me. 

Conji.  That  I  believe.  But  I  think  we  had  belt  be 
going,  left  he  mould  fufpeft  fomething,  and  be  ma- 
licious. 

Heart.  With  all  my  heart. 

Con/I.  Ladies,  we  are  your  humble  feryants.  I  fee  Sir 
John  is  quiteengag'd,  'twould  be  in  vain  to  exped  him. 
Come,  Heartfree.  [Exit. 

Heart.  Ladies,  your  fervant.  [To  Belinda.]  I  hope, 
madam,  you  won't  forget  our  bargain  j  I'm  to  fay  what 
I  pleafe  to  you. 

Bel.  Liberty  of  fpeech  entire,  fir.   [Exit  Heartfree. 

L.  F.  [ajide~\  Very  pretty  truly — But  how  the 
blockhead  went  out  languifhing  at  her ;  and  not  a  look 
toward  me — Well,  churchmen  may  talk,  but  miracles 
are  not  ceas'd.  For  'tis  more  than  natural,  fuch  a  rude 
fellow  as  he,  and  fuch  a  little  impertinent  as  me,  fhould 
be  capable  of  making  a  woman  of  my  fphere  uneafy. 

But  I  can  bear  her  fight  no  longer merhinks  fhe's 

grown  ten  times  uglier  than  Cornet.  I  muft  home,  and, 
ftudy  revenge.  [To  Lady  Brute]  madam,  your  humble 
fervant ;  I  muft  take  my  leave. 

L.  B.  What  going  already,  madam? 

L.  F.  I  muft  beg  you'll  excufe  me  this  once  ;  for 
really  I  have  eighteen'  vifits  to  return  this  afternoon  : 
fo  you  fee  Fmimportun'd  by  the  women  as  well  as  the 
jnen. 

Bel.   [ajia'e]  And  fhe's  quits  with  them  both. 

L.  F.  [going]  Nay,  you  fhan't  go  one  ftep  out 
of  the  room. 

I.  B.  Indeed  I'll  wait  upon  you  down. 

L.  B, 
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L.  F.  No,  fweet  Lady  Brute,  ycu  know  I  fwooi* 
at  ceremony. 

L.  B.  Pray  give  me  leave. 

L  F.  You  know  I  won't 

L.  B.  Indeed  I  muft. 

L.  F.  Indeed  you  man't. 

L.  B.  Indeed!  will. 

Z.  F.  Indeed  you  (han't. 

L.  B.  Indeed!  will. 

L.  F.  Indeed  you  fhan't.  Indeed,  indeed,  indeed 
you  man't.  [Exit  L.  F.  running  ;  tkej  fol/otu. 

Re-enter  L.   B.fota. 
This  impertinent  woman  has  put  me  out  of  humour 

for  a  fortnight What  an  agreeable  moment  has 

her  foolifh  vifit  interrupted  !  lord  how  like  a  torrent, 
love  flows  into  the  heart,  when  once  the  fluice  of  de- 
fire  is  open'd  !  Good  gods  !  What  apleafure  there  is, 
in  doing  what  we  mould  not  do  ! 

Re-enter  Conftant. 

Ha  !  here  again  ? 

Conft.  Tho'  the  renewing  my  vifit  may  feem  a  little 
irregular,  I  hope  I  (hall  obtain  your  pardon  for  it,  ma- 
dam, when  you  know  I  only  left  the  room,  left  the  la- 
dy who  was  here  fhould  have  been  as  malicious  in  her 
remarks,  as  (he's  focliih  in  her  conduct. 

L.  B,  He,  who  has  difcretion  enough  to  be  tender 
of  a  woman's  reputation,  carries  a  virtue  about  him 
may  atone  for  a  great  many  faults. 

Conjt.  If  it  has  a  title  to  atone  for  any,  its  pretenfions 
ma  ft  needs  be  ftrongeft,  where  the  crime  is  love.  '  I 
'  therefore  hope  I  mail  be  forgiven  the  attempt  I  have 
'  made  upon  your  heart,  fince  my  enterprizehas  been 

*  a  fecret  to  all  the  world  but  yourfelf. 

'  L.  B.  Secrecy  indeed,  in  fins  of  this  kind,  is  an 

*  argument  of  weight  to  leflen  the  puniihment;   but 

*  nothing's  a  plea,  for  a  pardon  entire,  without  a  fm- 
'  cere  repentance. 

'  Conft.  If  fincerity  in  repentance  confifts  in  forrow 
'  for  cftending,  no  cloyiler  ever  inclos'd  fo  true  a  peni- 

*  tent  as  Ifhoaldbe,  But  I  hope  it  cannot  be  reckon 'dan 

'  offence 
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*  offence  to  love,  where  'tis  a  duty  to  adore.' 

L.  B.  'Tis  an  offence,  a  great  one,  where  it 
would  rob  a  woman  of  all  me  ought  to  be  ador'd  for, 
her  virtue. 

Conft.  Virtue  ? '  Virtue,  alas !  is  no  more  like 

the  thing  that's call'dfo,  than  'tis  like  vice  itfelf.  Vir- 
tue confifts  in  goodnefs,  honour   gratitude,  fin?eri- 
ty  and  pity  ;  and  not  in  peevifh,  fnarling,  ftrait-lac'd 
chaftity.     True  virtue,  wherefoever  it  moves,  ilill 
carries  an  intrinfick  worth  about  it,  and  is  in  every 
place,  and  in  each  fex,  of  equal  value.  So  is  not  con- 
tinence, you  fee :'  that  phantom  of  honour,  which  men 
in  every  age  have  fo  contemned,  they  have  thrown  it 
amongft  the  women  to  fcramble  for. 

L.  B.  If  it  be  a  thing  of  fo  very  little  value,  why  do 
you  fo  earneftly  recommend  it  to  your  wives  and 
daughters. 

Conjt.  We  recommend  it  to  our  wives,  madam,  be- 
caufe  we  wou'd  keep  'em  to  ourfelves ;  and  to  our 
daughters  becaufe  we  wou'd  difpofe  of  'em  to  others. 

L.  B.  'Tis  thenoffome  importance,  it  feems,  fince 
you  can't  difpofe  of  them  without  it. 

'  Ccnfl.  That  importance,   madam,  lies  in  the  hu- 
'  mour  of  the  country,  not  in  the  nature  of  the  thing. 
'  L.  B.  How  do  you  prove  that,  fir  ? 
'  Conji.  From  the  wifdom  of  a  neighbouring  nation  in 

*  a  contrary  practice.     In  monarchies,  things  go  by 

*  whimfy  ;   but  commonwealths  weigh  all  things   in 
'  thefcale  of  reafon. 

*  L.  B.  I  hope  we  are  not  fo  very  light  a  people,  to 

*  bring  up  famions  without  fome  ground. 

'  ConJl.  Pray  what  does  your  ladyfhip  think  of  a 
c  powder'd  coat  for  deep  mourning  ? 

'  L.  B.I  think,  fir,  your  fophiitry  has  all  the  effedl 
«  than  you  can  reafonably  expeft  it  Ihould  have  ;   it 
'  puzzles,  but  don't  convince. 
'     '  Conft.  I'm  forry  for  it. 

'  L.  JB.  I'm  forry  to  hear  you  fay  fo. 

*  Conft.  Pray  why  ? 

*  L.  B.  Eecaufe  if  you  expected  more  from  it,  yo* 

'have- 


42        THE     P  R  O  V  O  K'D    WIFE. 

have  a  worfe  opinion  of  my  underftanding  than  I  de- 
fire  you  mould  have.' 

Conft.  *  \afede\  I  comprehend  her :  She  would  have  me 

fet  a  value  upon  her  chaftity,  that  I  might  think  my- 
'  felf  the  more  oblig'd  to  her,  when  me  makes  me  a 

prefent  of  it.  [to  ber.'~\  I  beg  you  will  believe  I  did  but 
rally  madam ;  '  I  know  you  judge  too  well  of  right  and 
'  wrong,  to  be  deceiv'd  by  arguments  like  thofe.'  I 
hope  you'll  have  fo  favourable  an  opinion  of  my  under- 
ftanding  too,  to  believe  the  thing  call'd  virtue  has 
worth  enough  with  me,  to  pafs  for  an  eternal  obliga- 
tion where'er  'tis  facrific'd. 

L.  B.  It  is,  I  think,  fo  great  a  one,  as  nothing  can 
repay. 

Conft.  Yes ;  the  making  the  man  you  love  your 
everlafting  debtor. 

L.  B.  When  debtors  once  have  borrow'd  all  we 
have  to  lend,  they  are  very  apt  to  grow  ihy  of  their  cre- 
ditors company. 

Conft.  That,  madam,  is  only  when  they  are  forc'd 
to  borrow  of  ufurers,  and  not  of  a  generous  friend-.  Let 
iis  choofe  our  creditors,  and  we  are  feldom  fo  ungrate- 
ful as  to  fnun  'em. 

L.  B.  What  think  you  of  Sir  Jokn,  fir;  I  was  his 
free  choice  ? 

Conft.  I  think  he's  married,  madam. 

L.  B.  Does  marriage  then  exclude  men  from  your 
rule  of  conftancy  ? 

Conft.  It  does.  Conftancy's  a  brave,  free,  haughty, 
generous  agent,  that  cannot  buckle  to  the  chains  of 
wedlock.  *  There's  a  poor  fordid  flavery  in  marriage, 
'  that  turns  the  flowing  tide  of  honour,  and  links  us 

*  to  the  lowelt  ebb  of  infamy.     'Tis  a  corrupted  foil; 
'  ill-nature,  avarice,  floth,  cowardice,  and  dirt,  are  all 

*  its  product. 

*  L.  B.  Have  you  no  exceptions  to  this  general 
'  rule,  as  well  as  to  t'other  ? 

'  Ccnft.  Yes,  I  would,  after  all,  be  an  exception  to 
'  it  mvielf,  if  you  were  free  in  power  and  will  to  make 
'  me  fo. 

L.  E. 
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*  L.  B.  Compliments  are  well  plac'd,   where  'tis 

*  impoffible  to  lay  hold  of 'em. 

'  Conft.  I  wou'd  to  Heaven  'twere  poffible  for  you  to 

*  lay  hold  on  mine,  that  you  might  fee  it  is  no  compli- 
'  ment  at  all.     But  fince  you  are  already  difpos'd  of, 
'  beyond  redemption,  to  one  who  does  not  know  the 

*  value  of  the  jewel  you  have  put  into  his  hands,  I  hope 
'  you  wou'd  not  think  him  greatly  wrong'd,   tho'  it 
'  fhou'd  fometimes  be  look'd  on  by  a  friend,  who  knows 
'  how  to  efteein  it  as  he  ought. 

'  L.  B.  If  looking  on't  alone  wou'd  ferve  his  turn, 
4  the  wrong  perhaps  might  not  be  very  great. 

'  Conft.  Why,  what  if  he  fhou'd  wear  it  now  and 

*  then  a  day,  fo  he  gave  good  fecurity  to  bring  it  home 
'  again  at  night  ? 

'  L.  B.  Small  fecurity  I  fancy,  might  ferve  for  that. 

*  One  might  venture  to  take  his  word. 

'  Conft.  Then  where's  the  injury  to  the  owner  ? 

*  L.  B.  'Tis  an  injury  to  him  if  he  think  it  onff. 
'  For  if  happinefs  be  featedin  the  mind,  unhappinefs 

*  muft  be  fo  too. 

'  Conft.  Here  I  clofe  with  you,  madam,  and  draw 

*  my  conclufive  argument  from  your  own  pofition  :  if 
'  the  injury  lie  in  the  fancy,  there  needs  nothing  but 
'  fecrecy  to  prevent  the  wrong. 

*  L.  B.   [going.]   A  furer  way  to  prevent  it,  is  to 

*  hear  no  more  arguments  in  its  behalf. 

'  Conft.''  [Following  her. ,]  But,  madam 

L.  B.  But,  fir,  'tis  my  turn  to  be  difcreet  now,  and 
not  fuffer  too  long  a  vifit. 

Conft.  {Catching  her  hand.~\  By  Heaven,  you  mail 
not  ftir,  till  you  give  me  hopes  that  I  fha.ll  fee  you  again 
at  fome  more  convenient  time  and  place. 

L.  B.  I  give  you  juit  hopes  enough [Breaking 

from  hini\  to  get  loofe  from  you  :  and  that's  all  I  can 
afford  you  at  this  time.  [Exit  running. 

Conflant  folus. 

Now  by  all  that's  great  and  good,  (he's  a  charming 
woman.  In  what  extafy  of  joy  me  has  left  me  !  For 
Jhe  gave  me  hope,  did  fhe  not  fay  fhe  gave  me  hope  ? 

— Hope  •} 
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— Hope  !  ay,  what  hope — enough  to  make  me  let  her 
go — why  that's  enough  in  confcie.ice.  Or,  no  matter 
how  'twas  fpoke  ;  hope  was  the  word  ;  it  came  from 
her,  and  it  was  faid  to  me. 

Enter  Heartfree. 

Ha,  Heartfree  !  thou  halt  done  me  noble  fervice  in 
prattling  to  the  young  gentlewoman  without  there  ; 
come  to  my  arms,  thou  venerable  bawd,  and  let  me 
fqueeze  thee  [Embracing  him  eagerly}  as  a  new  pair  of 
flays  does  a  fat  country  girl,  when  file's  carried  to  court 
to  (land  for  a  maid  of  honour. 

Heart.  Why  what  the  devil's  a!l  this  rapture  for  ? 

Conjl.  Rapture  !  there's  ground  for  rapture,  man  ; 
there's  hopes,  my  Heartfree,  hopes,  my  friend. 

Heart.  Hopes!  of  what? 

Con/}.  Why,  hopes  that  my  lady  and  I  together  (for 
'tis  more  than  one  body's  work)  mould  make  Sir  John 
a  cuckold. 

Heart.  Pr'ythee,  what  did  {he  fay  to  thee  ? 

Conft.  Say  ?  what  did  me  not  fay  ?  me  faid  that— — 
fays  (he — {he  faid — Zoons,  I  don't  know  what  fhe  faid : 
But  me  look'd  as  if  me  faid  every  thing  I'd  have  her  ; 
and  fo  if  thou'lt  go  to  the  tavern,  I'll  treat  thee  with 
any  thing  that  gold  can  buy ;  I'll  give  all  my  filver 
amonglt  the  drawers,  make  a  bonfire  before  the  door; 
fay  the  plenipo's  have  fign'd  the  peace,  and  the  bank 
of  England'1  s  grown  honeft.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE    opens ;  Lord  Rake,  Sir  John,  fcfr.  at  a 
table,  drinking. 

All.  Huzza! 

L.  R.  Come,  boys,  charge  again — So — Confufion 
to  all  order.  Here's  liberty  of  confaience. 

All.  Huzza! 

L.  R.  I'll  fmg  you  a  fong  I  made  this  morning  to 
this  purpofe. 

Sir  J.  'Tis  wicked,  I  hope. 

L.  R.  Don't  I  tell  you  that  I  made  it  ? 

Sir  J.  <  Well  then,  let's  ha't.'  "  My  lord,  I  leg 
"  your  pardon  for  fufpettitig  any  of  your  virtues.  Come, 
"  begin." 

'  Lord 
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"'  Lord  Rake  fings. 
I. 

*  TTfHA  T  a  potter  of  latt, 

'  Have  they  kept  in  tbejlatr, 

*  Alont  fitting  our  consciences  free  f 

1  A  battle  bat  more 

*  Difpenf aliens  injlore, 

*  Than  the  king  and  the  jlate  can  decree, 

II. 

'  V/hen  my  bead's  full  of  ivine, 
'  /  aerfa-w  ivitb  defign, 

*  And  kr.oiu  no  penal  laws  that  can  curb  me  I 

IVbate'er  I  de-uife, 

*  Seems  good  In  my  ejes, 

*  And  religion  ne'er  dares  to  difturb  nit. 

III. 

*  No  faucy  remorfe 

'  Intrudes  in  my  courfe, 

*  A'cr  imfertinent  notions  of  evil, 
'  i'o  theris  claret  injiore, 

1  In  peace  I've  n:y  ivbore, 
'  Ar.d  in  peace  I  jog  on  to  tie  Je-vil. 

1    All  fing.     So  tierces  claret,  &c. 

'  L.  R.  [Rep.]   Anlinfeact  J jog  on  to  the  dc-vil? 

Snflead  cf  th:s  fong  by  L->rd  Rake,  the  following  by  ColoMl 
is  now  fung  at  tlu  Theatre.] 

««  S  O  N  G    fy    Col.    B  u  L  L  Y. 
I. 

•'    TTfE  '  R  E  gJjfyyet>  aa<l  we're  gayly  yet, 

'"       "  Andive's  not  -very  fmu,  but  were  gayly  yet* 
<l  Then  fit  ye  a  while,  and  tipple  a  bit) 
"  For  wii  not  very  few,  but  'were  gaylyytt. 

II. 

"  There  was  a  lad,  and  they  caud  him  Dicky, 
«  He  go:  me  a  kifs,  and  I  bit  bis  lipjy, 

•'  Tbeit 
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"  Then  under  my  aprcn  be  jh?w^d  me  a  trkk  j 
ts  And  -ivis  not  rJtry  fow,  but  lucre  gaylj  yet, 

"  Ar.d  ive' re  gajs;  yet,  &c.  &:c. 

III. 

•**  There  "wire  three  lads  and  they  were  dad, 
•*'  There  ivere  three  lajjes  and  them  they  had. 
*'  Three  trees  in  the  orchard  are  new'y  jprung, 
•"  And  tvis  a"  git  gctr  enough,  tvtre  but  your.g. 

"  jind-ive're  ga^ly  yet,  &c.  &c. 

IV. 

"  Then  up  ivent  Ailey,  Alley,  up  ivent  Ailcy  nciu  ; 
"  Then  up  iver.t  Ai'.ey,  quo"  Crumma,  noes  got  a  roaring  forva. 
"  Ar.d  one  luas  kifs'd  in  the  barn,  another  teas  kifi'd  in  the  greent 
"  And  t'other  belind  tie  peafe-ftjck,  till  the  mt>iv  fnu  up  to  her 

"  ef»- 
"  TLen  up  went  Aiky,  Ailcy,   "f.  &c. 

V.  " 

'•'  T'nofye,  John  Thompfin,  run, 
"  Gin  ever  ye  run  in  your  life, 
*'  De 'el  get  ye;  but  hye,  tny  dear  Jack, 
"   Theres  a  txon  got  to  ted  <u,ith  your  li'ife. 
"  Then  up  ivent  Ailey,  &JV.  G^c. 

VI. 

««  Then  atoay  John  Thompfon  ran, 
"  And  egad  he  ran  with  freed, 
"  Hut  before  he  had  run  hi:  Isrgtb, 
"  ThefalCe  loon  ted  dnt  the  deed. 
"  Then  itp  <xent  Ai  ey,  dsff.  &{." 

«  L.  R.  Well,  how  do  you  like  it,  gentlemen  ? 

•  All.  O,  admirable  ! 

'  Sir  J.  I  wou'd  not  give  a  fig  for  a  fong  that  is 
'  not  full  of  fin  and  impudence. 

L.  R.  '  Then  my  mule  is  to  your  tafte.  But  drink 
'  _a\vay  ;  the  night  fteals  upon  us  ;  we  mall  want  time 
'  to  be  lewd  in.'  Hey,  Page,  fally  out,  firrah,  and 
fee  what's  doing  in  the  camp  ;  we'll  beat  up  their 
quarters  prefently. 

Page. 
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Page.  I'll  bring  your.lordfliip  an  exaft  account. 

[Exit  Page. 

L.  R.  '  Now  let  the  fpirit  of  clary  go  round.  Fill 
*  me  a  brimmer.  Here's  to  our  forlorn  hope,'  cou- 
rage, knight,  victory  attends  you. 

Sir  J.  And  laurels  fhall  crown  me ;  drink  away, 
and  be  damn'd. 

L.  R.  Again,  boys^  t'other  glafs,  and  damn  mo- 
rality. 

Sir  J.  [Dfunk.~\  Ay— damn  morality — and  damn 
the  watch.     And  let  the  conftable  be  married. 
AIL  Huzza! 

Re-enter  Page. 

L.  R.  How  are  the  ilreets  inhabited,  firrah.? 
Page.  My  lord,  it's  Sunday-night,  they  are  full  of 
drunken  citizens. 

L.  R.  Along  then,  boys,  we  mail  have  a  feaft. 
•Col.  B.  Along,  noble  knight.  • 

Sir  'J.  Ay- along  Bully  ;  and  he  that  fays  Sir 

"John  Brute  is   not  as   drunk   and  as  religious  as   the 

drunkeneft  citizen  of  them  all is  a  liar,  and  the 

fon  of  a  whore. 

Col.  B.  Why,  that  was  bravely  fpoke,  and  like  a 
free-born  Englijbman. 

Sir  J.  What's  that  to  you,  fir,  whether  I  am  an 
JLngliJhtnan  or  a  Frenchman. 

Col.  B.   Zoons,  you  are  not  angry,  fir? 
Sir  J.  Zoons,  I  am  angry,  fir For  if  I'm  a  free- 
born  Etiglifiman,  what  have  you  to  do,  even  to  talk 
of  my  privileges  ? 

L.  R.  Why,  pr'ythee,  knight,  don't  quarrel  here  ; 
leave  private  animofities  to  be  decided  by  day-light ; 
let  the  night  be  employ'd  againil  the  publick  enemy. 
Sir  J.  My  lord,  I  refpeft  you  becaufe  you  are  a  man 
of  quality.  But  I'll  make  that  fellow  know,  I  am 
within  a  hair's  breadth  as  abfolute  by  my  privileges, 
as  the  king  of  France  is  by  his  prerogative.  He  by 
his  prerogative  takes  money  where  it  is  not  his  due  ; 
I  by  my  privilege  refufe  paying  it  where  1  owe  it.  Li- 
berty and  property,  and  Old  England.  Huzza  ! 
AIL  Huzza !  [Exit  Sir  John  reeling,  all  follow  ing  him. 
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ACT        IV. 

SCENE,     A  bed-chamber. 
Enter  Lady  Brute  and  Belinda. 

L.  B.  QURE  it's  late,  Belinda,  I  begin  to  be  flcepy. 
Jj  Bel.  Yes,  ''tis  near  twelve.  Will  you  go 
to  bed  ? 

L.B.  To  bed>  my  dear  ?  And  by  that  time  lam 
fallen  into  a  fweet  fieep  (or  perhaps  a  fweet  dream, 
which  is  better  and  better)  Sir  John  will  come  home 
roaring  drunk,  and  be  overjoy'd  he  finds  me  in  a  con- 
dition to  be  difturb'd. 

Bel.  O  yon  need  not  fear  him,  he's  in  for  all  night* 
The  fcrvants  fay  he's  gone  to  drink  with  my  Lord 


L.  B.  Nay,  'tis  not  very  likely,  indeed,  fuch  fuit- 
able  company  fhould  part  prefently.  What  hogs  men 
turn,  Belinda,  when  they  grow  weary  of  women  ? 

Bel.  And  what  owls  ihey  are,  whilft  they  are  fond 
of  'em. 

L.  B.  But  that  we  may  forgive  well  enough,  becaufe 
they  are  fo  upon  our  accounts. 

'  Bel.  We  ought  to  do  fo  indeed,  but  'tis  a  hard 
'  matter.  For  when  a  man  is  really  in  love,  he  looks 
'  fo  unfnfferably  filly,  that  though  a  woman  lik'd  him 
'  well  enough  before,  fhe  has  then  much  ado  to  en- 
1  dure  the  fight  of  him  :  and  this  I  take  to  be  the  rea-- 
'  fon  why  lovers  are  fo  generally  ill  us'd. 

'  L.  B.  Well,  I  own  now,  I'm  well  enough  pleafed 

*  to  fee  a  man  look  like  an  afs  for  me. 

'  Bel.  Ay,  I'm  plea^'d  he  mould  look  like  an  aft 
'  too—  that  is,  I'm  pleafed  with  myfelf  for  making 

*  him  look  fo. 

'  L.  B.  Nay,  truly  I  think  if  he'd  find  fome  other 
'  way  to  exprefs  his  paflion,  'tvvou'd  be  more  .to  hi« 

*  advantage. 

* 
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'  Bel.  Yes,  for  then  a  woman  might  like  his  paflion 
and  him  too. 

'  L.  B.  Yet,  Belinda,  after  all,  a  woman's  lifewould 
would  be  but  a  dull  bufinefs,  if  it  were  not  for  men  ; 
and  men  that  can  look  like  aftes  too.  We  mou'd 
never  blame  fate  for  the  fhortnefs  of  our  days ;  our 
time  would  hang  wretchedly  upon  our  hands. 

'  Bel.  Why,  truly  they  do  help  us  off  with  a  good 
fiiare  on't :  for  were  there  no  men  in  the  world,  o'my 
confcience,  I  fhou'd  be  no  longer  a  drefling  than 
I'm  faying  my  prayers ;  nay,  tho'  it  were  Sunday  : 
for  you  know  that  one  may  go  to  church  without 
'flays  on. 

'  L.  B.  But  don't  you  think  emulation  might  do 
fomething  ?  For  every  woman  you  fee  defires  to  be 
finer  than  her  neighbour. 

'  Bel.  That's  only  that  the  men  may  like  her  better 
than  her  neighbour.  No,  if  there  were  no  men, 
adieu  fine  petticoats,  we  mou'd  be  weary  of  wearing 

'em. 

'  L.  8.  And  adieu  plays,  we  fliouM  be  weary  of 
feeing  'em. 

'  Bel.  Adieu  Hide  Park,  the  duft  vvou'd  choak  us. 

'  L.  B.  Adieu  St.  James's,  walking  would  tire  us. 

'  Bel.  Adieu  London,  the  fmoke  wuu'd  ftifle  us. 

'  L.  B.  And  adieu  going  to  church,  for  religion 
wou'd  ne'er  prevail  with  us. 

'  Both.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

'  Bel.  Our  confcffion  is  fp  very  hearty,  fure  we  merit 
abfolution. 

*  L.  B.  Not  unlefs  we  go  thro'  wlth't,  and  confefs 
all.      So,  pr'ythee,  for  the  eafe  of  our  confciences, 
let's  hide  nothing. 

'  Bel.  Agreed. 

*  L.  B.  Why  then  I  confefs,  that  I  love  to  fit  in  the 
fore-front  of  a  box;  for  if  one  fits  behind,  there's 
two  afts  gone  perhaps  before  one's  found  out.    And 
when  I  am  there,  if  I  perceive  the  men  whimpering 
and  looking  upon  me,  you  mull  know  I  cannot  for 
my  life  forbear  thinking  they  talk  to  my  advantage. 

C  '  And 
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'  And  that  fets  a  thoufand  little  tickling  vanities  on 
'  foot 

f  Lcl.  Jufl  my  cafe  for  all  the  world  ;  but  go  on. 

'  L.  B.  I  watch  with  impatience  for  the  next  jeft  in 
'  the  play,  that  I  might  laugh,  and  (hew  my  white 

*  teeth.    If  the  poet  has  been  dull,  and  thejeit  be  long 
4  a  coming,  I  pretend  to  whifper  one  to  my  friend,  and 
'  from  thence  fall  into  a  little  fmall  difcourfe,  in  which 
4  I  take  occafion  to  (hew  my  face  in  all  humours,  briik, 
'  pleas'd,   ferious,    melancholy,  languithing Net 

*  that  what  we  fay  to  one  another  caufes  any  of  thefs 
-*  alterations.     But 

4  Bel,  Don't  trouble  yourfelf  to  explain.  ForifI'm 
'  not  miftaken,  you  and  I  have  had  fome  of  thefe  necef- 
4  fary  dialogues  before  now  with  the  fame  intention. 

4  L.  B.  Why,  I  fwear,  Belinda,  fome  people  do 
'  give  llrange  agreeable  airs  to  their  faces  in  fpeakiog. 

*  Tell  me  true — Did  you  never  pra&ife  in  the  glafs  ? 

4  Bd.  Why,  did  you  ? 
4  L.  B.  Yes,  faith,  many  a  time. 
4  Bel.  And  I  too,  I  own  it ;  both  how  to  fpeak  my- 
ielf,  and  how  to  look  when  others  fpeak.     But  my 
glafs  and  I  could  never  yet  agree  what  face  I  mould 
make  when  they  come  blunt  out  with  a  nafty  thing 
in  a  play  :   for  ail  the  men  prefently  look  upon  the 
women,  that's  certain  :   fo  laugh  we  muft  not,    tho* 
our  flays  buril  for't,  becaufe  that's  telling  truth,  and 
owning  we  uncieritand  the  jell.     And  to  look  ferious 
is  fo  dull,  when  the  whole  houfe  is  a  laughing. 
*  L.  B,  Bendes,  that  looking  ferious  does  really  be- 
tray our  knowledge  in  the  matter,  as  much  as  laugh- 
ing with  t'le  company  would  do  :   for  if  we  did  not 
underfland  the  thing,  we  fhou'd  naturally  do  like 
other  people. 
.  4  Bel.  For  my  part,  I  always  take  that  occafion  to 

*  blow  my  nofe. 

4  £.  B.  You  muft  blow  your  nofe  half  off  then  at 

*  fome  plays. 

1  Bel.  Why  don't  fome  reformer  or  other  beat  the 
'  poet  for't. 
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'  L.  B.  Becaufe  he  is  not  fo  fure  of  our  private  ap- 
'  probation,  as  of  our  publick  thanks.  Well,  fure 
'  there  is  not  upon  earth  fo  impertinent  a  thing  as  a 

*  woman's  modefty. 

'  Pel.  Yes :  mens  fantafque,  that  obliges  us  to  it. 
'  If  we  quit  our  modeily,  they  fay  we  lofe  our  charms  ; 
'  and  yet  they  know  that  very  modeity  is  afFedtation, 
'  and  rail  at  our  hypocrify.' 

L.  B.  *  Thus  one  would  think  'twere  a  hard  matter 
'  to  pleafe  'em,  niece :  yet  our  kind  mother  Nature 
'  has  given  us  fomething  that  makes  amends  for  all. 
'  Let  our  weaknefs  he  what  it  will,  mankind  will 
'  ttill  be  weaker,  and  whilft  there  is  a  world,  'tis 
'  woman  that  will  govern  it.'  But  pr'ythee  one  word 
of  poor  Conjtant  '  before  we  go  to  bed,  if  it  be  but  to 
«  furniih  matter  for  dreams  :'  I  dare  fwear  he's  talk- 
ing of  me  now,  or  thinking  of  meatleaft,  '  tho'  it  be 

*  in  the  middle  of  his  prayers. 

'  Bel.  So  he  ought,  I  think  ;  for  you  were  pleas'd 
'  to  make  him  a  good  round  advance  to-day,  madam. 

'  L.  B.  Why,  1  have  e'en  plagu'd  him  enough  to 
'  fatisfy  any  reafouable  woman :  he  has  beiieg'd  me 
'  thefe  two  years  to  no  purpofe. 

'  Eel.  And  if  he  befieg'd  you  two  years  more,  he'd 
»  be  well  enough  pay'd,  fo  he  had  the  plundering  of 
<  you  at  laft. 

*  L.  B.  That  may  be ;  but  I'm  afraid  the  town  wont 

*  be  able  to  hold  out  much  longer :  for  to  confefs  the 
'  truth  to  you,   Belinda,  the  garrifoa   begins  to  grow 
'  mutinous. 

'  Bel.  Then  the  fooner  you  capitulate,  the  better. 

'  L.  B.  Yet,  methinks,  I  wou'd  fain  ftay  a  little 
'  longer  to  fee  you  fix'd  too,  that  we  might  ftart  to- 
'  gether,  and  fee  who  cou'd  love  longelt.'  What  think 
you,  if  Hearifree  (hou'd  have  a  month's  mind  to  you. 

Bel.  Why  faith  I  cou'd  almoit  be  in  love  with  him 
for  defpifmg  that  foolim,  afFecled  Lady  Fanciful :  '  but 
'  I'm  airaid  he's  too  cold  ever  to  warm  himielf  by  my 
«  fire. 

*  L.  B.  Then  he  deferves  to  be  froze  to  death. 

C  2  «  Wou'd 
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*  Wou'd  I  were  a  man  for  your  fake,  dear  rogue. 

•  [Ktfcs  her.] 

'  bel.  You'd  wifh  yourfe!f  a  woman  again  for  your 
'  own,  or  the  men  are  miflaken.  But  if  I  cou'd  make 
'  aconqufftof  this  fan  of  Bacchus,  and  rival  his  bottle, 
'  what  fhou'd  I  do  with  him  ?  he  has  no  fortune,  I 
'  can't  marry  him  :  and  firre  you  wou'd  not  have  me 
'  commit  fornication. 

'  L.  B.  Why,  if  you  did,  child,  'twould  be  bnt  a 

*  good  friendly  part ;  if 'twere  only  to  keep  me  in  coun- 

•  tenance  whilft  I  commit you  know  what. 

Bel.  '  Well,  if  I  can't  refolve  to  ferve  you  that  way, 
.'  I  may  perhaps  fome  other,  as  much  to  your  fatis- 
.'  faction.'  But  pray,  how  fhall  we  contrive  to  fee  thefe 
blades  again  quickly  ? 

L.  B.  We  mult  e'en  have  recourfe  to  the  old  way  ; 
make  'em  an  appointment  'twixt  jeft  and  earned ; 
'twill  look  like  a  frolick,  and  that  you  know's  a  very 
good  thing  to  fave  a  woman's  blufhes. 

Lei.  You  advife  well ;  but  where  fhall  it  be  ? 

L.  B.  In  Spring-Garden.  But  they  (han't  know 
their  women,  tiil  their  women  pull  off  their  mafks ; 
for  a  furprize  is  the  mod  agreeable  thing  in  the  world: 
'  And  I  find  myfelf  in  a  very  good  humour,  ready  to 
«  do  'em  any  good  turn  I  can  think  on.' 

Bel.  Then  pray  write  'em  the  neceffary  billet,  with- 
out farther  delay. 

L.  B,  Let's  go  into  your  chamber  then,  and  whiUl 
you  lay  your  prayers,  I'll  do  it,  child.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE,     Co<vent-Gardcn. 
Enter  Lord  Rake,  Sir  John,  £5V.  with  faords  drawn. 

L.  R.  Is  the  dog  dead' 
C.  B.  No,  damn  him,  I  heard  him  wheeze. 
L.  R.  How  the  witch  his  wife  howl'd ! 
C   B.  Ay,  lhe'11  alarm  the  watch  prefently. 
L.  R.    Appear,  knight,  then ;    come,  you  have  a 
gocd  raufe  to  fight  for,  there's  a  man  murder'd. 
Sir  7.  Is  there  !  then  let  his  ghoft  be  fatisfy'd  :  for 
3    <  I'll 
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I'll  facrifice  a  conflable  to  it  prefently,  and  burn  his 
body  upon  his  wooden  chair. 

Enter  a  Taylcr,  with  a  bundle  under  his  arm. 

C.  £.  How  now  ;  what  have  we  got  here  ?  a  thief. 
Toy.  No,    an't  pleafe  you,    Ifrn  no  thief, 

L.  R.  That  we'll  fee  prefently  :  here;  let  the  ge- 
neral examine  him. 

Sir  y.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  examine  him,  and  I'll  lay 
a.  hundred  pounds  I  find  him  guilty  in  fpite  of  his  teeth 

for  he  looks — like  a — fneaking  rafcal.     Come, 

firrah,  without  equivocation  or  mental  refervation, 
tell  me  of  what  opinion  you  are,  and  what  calling  ; 
for  by  them — I  mail  guefs  at  your  morals. 

Toy.  An't  pleafe  you,  I'm  a  diflenting  journeyman 
woman's  taylor. 

Sir  y.  Then,  firrah,  you  love  lying  by  your  reli- 
gion, and  theft  by  your  trade:  and  fo,  that  your 
punifhment  may  be  fuitable  to  your  crimes — I'll  have 
you  firft  gagg'd — and  then  hang'd. 

Toy.  Pray,  good  worthy  gentlemen,  don't  abufe 
me:  indeed  I'm  an  honeft  man,  and  a  good  work- 
man, tho'  I  fay  it,  that  fhou'd  not  fay  it. 

Sir  y.  No  words,   firrah,    but  attend  your  fate. 

L.  R.  Let  me  fee  what's  in  that  bundle. 

Toy.  An't  pleafe  you,  it's  my  lady's  fhort  cloak  and 
fack. 

Sir.  J.  What  lady,  you  reptile,  you  ? 

7'oy.  My  lady  Brute,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Sir  y.  My  lady  Brute  !   my  wife  !  the  robe  of  my 

wjfe with  reverence  let  me  approach  it.    The  dear 

angel  is  always  taking  care  of  me  in  danger,  and  has 
fent  me  this  fu}t  of  armour  to  proteft  me  in  this  day 
of  battle ;    on  they  go. 
.  All.  O  brave  knight ! 

L.  R.  Live  Don  Qtoxit  the  fecond. 

Sir  y.  Sancho,  my  'fquire,  help  me  on  with  my 
armour. 

Toy,  O  dear  gentlemen !  I  mall  be  quite  undone  if 
you  take  the  fack. 

Sir  J.  Retire,  firrah !  and  fince  you  carry  off  your 
{kin,  go  home  and  be  happy.  ^ 
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*  Toy.  [faiifing-']  I  think  I'd  e'en  as  good  follow 
the  gentleman's  advice,  for  if  I  difpute  any  longer, 
who  knows  but  the  whim  may  take  'em  to  cafe  me— 
Thefb  courtiers  are  fuller  of  tricks  than  they  are  of 
money;  they'll  fooner  break  a  man's  bones,  th:m 
pay  his  bill.'  [£ xit  Taylor. 

Sir  y.  So  !  how  d'ye  like  my  mapes  now: 

L.  R.  To  a  miracle!  He  looks  like  a  queen  of  the 
.ifiuizo/js — i>ut  to  your  arms !  Gentlemen!  The  ene- 
my's upon  their  march — here's  the  watch 

Sir  J.  'Oons  !  if  it  were  Alexander  the  great,  at 
the  head  of  his  army,  I  wou'd  drive  him  into  a  horfe- 
pond. 

AIL  Huzza!   O  brave  knight! 

Enter    Watchmen. 

SirJ.  See!  Here  he  comes,  with  all  his  Greeks 
altut  him — Follow  me,  boys. 

U'atcJ}.  11  sy  dey!    Who  have  we  got  here— ftand. 

Sir  y.  May-hap  not! 

Waich.  What  are  you  all  doing  here  in  the  ftreets 
at  this  time  o'night?  And  who  are  you,  madam,  that 
feem  to  be  at  the  head  of  this  noble  crew  ? 

&-ir.  y.  Sirrah!  Izm'Botiduca,  queen  of  the  Welch- 
men;  and  with  a  leek  as  long  as  my  pedigree,  I  will 

deitroy  your  Reman  legion  in  an  inftant Britons 

ftrike  home. 

\Tljcy  fgbt  off.     Watch,  return  ivitb  Sir  John. 

Watch.  So!    We  have  got   the  queen,     however! 

We'll  make  her  pay  well  for  her  ranfom Come, 

madam,    will  your  majefty  pleafe  to  walk  before  the 
conftable? 

Sir  y.  The  conftable's  a  rafcal !  And  you  are  a  fon 
of  a  whore ! 

Watch.  A  moft  noble  reply,  truly!  If  this  be  her 
royal  ftyle,  I'll  warrant  her  maids  of  honour  prattle 
prettily :  but  we'll  teach  you  fome  of  our  court-dialed 
before  we  part  with  you,  princefs — Away  with  her 
to  the  round-houfe. 

Sir  y.  Hands  off,  you  ruffians !  My  honour's  dearer 
to  me  than  my  life;  I  hope  you  won't  be  uncivil. 

Watch.  Away  with  her.  \Exennt. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,     a  Bed  Chamber. 
Enter  Heartfree  folus. 

What  the  plague  ails  me? Love?   No,  I  thank 

you  for  that,    my  heart's  rock  ftill Yet  'tis  Belinda 

that  dilhirbs  me ;    that's  pofitive Well,    what  of 

all  that !    Muft  I  love  her  for  being  troublefome  ?   at 
that  rate  I  might  love  all  the  women   I  me;t,  egad. 

But  hold! tho'  I  don't  love  her  for  difturbing  me, 

yet  fhe  may  difturb  me,   becaufe  I  love  her Ay, 

that  may  be,   faith.     I  have  dreamt  of  her,  that's  cer- 
tain  Well,    fo  I  have  of  my  mother;   therefore 

what's  that  to  the  purpofe?   Ay,   but  Belinda  runs  in 
my  mind  waking— and  fo  does  many  a  damn'd  thing, 

that  I  don't  care  a  farthing  for Methinks  tho'  I 

would  fain  be  talking  to  her,   and  yet  I  have  no  bufi- 

nefs Well,   am  I  the  firft  man     that  has  had  a 

mind  to  do  an  impertinent  thing  ? 
Enter  Conftant. 

Cottft.  How  now,  Hear/free  ?  What  makes  you  up 
ar.d  drefs'd  fo  foon?  I  thought  none  but  lovers  quar- 
rel'd  with  their  beds ;  1  expeded  to  have  found  you 
fuoring,  as  I  us'd  to  do. 

Heart.  Why,  faith,  friend,  'tis  the  care  I  have  of 
your  affairs,  that  makes  me  fo  thoughtful ;  I  have 
been  ftudying  all  night  how  to  bring  your  matter  about 
with  Belinda. 

Conjl.   With  <&&*&/ 

Heart.  With  my  lady,  I  mean:  and  faith  I  have 
mighty  hopes  on't.  Sure  you  muft  be  very  well  fa- 
tisf y'd  with  her  behaviour  to  you  yefterday  ? 

Conft.  So  well,  that  nothing  but  a  lover's  fears  can 
make  me  doubt  of  fuccefs.  But  what  can  this  fudden 
change  proceed  from  ? 

Heart.  Why,  you  faw  her  hufband  beat  her,  did 
you  not? 

Conft.  That's  true:  a  hufband  is  fcarce  to  be  borne 
upon  any  terms,  much  lefs  when  he  fights  with  his 
wife.  Methinks,  fhe  fhou'd  e'en  have  cuckolded  him 
upon  the  very  fpot,  to  mew  that  after  the  battle  fhe 
was  mailer  of  the  field. 

Heart.  A  council  of  war  of  women  wou'd  infallibly 
C  4  have 
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have  advis'd  her  to't.     But,    I  confefs,  fo  agreeable  a 
woman  as  Belinda  deferves  better  ufage. 
Conft.  Bdinda  again  ! 

Heart.  My  lady,  I  mean.  What  a  pox  makes  me 
blander  fo  to-day ?  [Afide.~\  A  plague  of  this  treache- 
rous tongue. 

Conft.  Pr'ythee  look  upon  me  feriouflv,  Heart  free— 
Nuw  anuver  me  direftly :    is  it  my  lady,     or  Belinda, 
employs  your  careful  thoughts  thus  ? 
Heart.   My  lady,  or  Belinda  ? 
Conjt.  Jn  love  ;    by  this  light,  in  love. 
Heart.  In  love  ! 

Conft.  Nay,  ne'er  deny  it;  for  thou'lt  do  it  fo  auk- 
wardly,  'twill  but  make  the  jeft  fit  heavier  about  thee. 
My  dear  friend,  I  give  thee  much  joy. 

Heart.  Why,  pr'ythee,  you  wont  perfuade  me  to 
it,  will  you? 

Conft.  That  fhe's  miftrefs  of  your  tongue,  that's 
plain;  and  I  know  you  are  fo  honefl  a  fellow,  your 
tongue  and  heart  always  go  together.  But  how,  but 
how  the  devil?  Pha!  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Heart.  Hey-day  :  why  fure  you  don't  believe  it  in 
earneft? 

Conft.  Yes,  I  do,    becaufe  I  fee  you  deny  it  in  jeft. 
Heart.     Nay,    but  look  you,  AW — a — deny  in  jeft 

•— — a gadzccks,    you  know  I  fay a— —when 

a  man  denies  a  thing  in  jeft — a  — 
Ccafl.  Pha !  ha,   ha,  ha,  ha ! 

.'.  Nay,  then  we  mall  have  it :  what,  becaufe 
a  man  (tumbles  at  a  word:  did  you  never  make  a 
b  under  ? 

Ccnjl.  Yes;    for  I  am  in  love,    I  own  it. 
Heart.  Then,    fo  am  I — Now  laugh  till  thy  foul's 
glutted  with  mirth.  \Embracing  him.]  But,   dear  Con- 
J?ant,    don't  tell  the  town  on't. 

tonjl.  Nay  then,  'twere  almoft  pity  to  laugh  at 
thee,  after  fo  honeft  a  conftflion.  '  But  tell  us  a  lit- 
'  tie,  Jack,  by  what  new  invented  arms  has  this 
*  mighty  ftrcke  been  given  ? 

'  Heart.  E'"en  by  that  unaccountable  weapon,  call'd 
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'  Je-ne -ffai-quoi  :  for  every  thing  that  can  come  with- 
'  in  the  verge  of  beauty,  I  have  feen  it  with  indiffer- 
'  ence. 

'  Conji.  So  in  few  words  then  ;  the  Je-ne-f$ai-quoi 
'  has  been  too  hard  for  the  quilted  petticoat. 

'  Heart.  Egad,  I  think  the  Je-ne-ffai-quoi  is  in  the 
'  quilted  petticoat ;  at  leaft  'tis  certain,  I  ne'er  think 

'  on't  without a a  Je-ne-ffai-quoi  in  every  part 

'  about  me. 

'  'Conft.  Well,  but  have  all  your  remedies  loft  their 
'  virtue  ?  have  you  turn'd  her  in-fide  out  yet  ? 

'  Heart,  I  dare  not  lo  much  as  think  on't. 

'  Ccnft.  But  don't  the  two  years  fatigue  I  have  had 
'  difcourage  you  ? 

'  Heart.  Yes :   I  dread  what  I  forefee ;    yet   cannot 

*  quit  the  enterprize.     Like  fome  foldiers,  whole  coii- 
'  rage  dwells  more  in  their  honour,   than  their  nature : 
'  on  they  go,    tho'  the  body  trembles  at  what  the  foul 
'  makes  it  undertake. 

'  Conft.  Nay,  if  you  expect  your  miftrefs  will  ufe 
*^  you,  as  your  profanations  againft  her  fex  deferve,  you 
'  tremble  juilly.  But  how  do  you  intend  to  proceed, 
'  friend  ? 

'  Heart.  Thou  know'ft  I'm  but  a  novice  ;  be  friendly 
'  and  advife  me. 

'  Conft.  Why,  look  you  then ;  I'd  have  you — Sere- 
'  nade  and  a write  a  foag Go  to  church ;  look 

*  like  a  fool Be  very  officious ;  ogle,  write  and  lead 

'  out :    and  who  knows,   but  in  a  year  or  two's  time, 

'  you  may  be call'd  a  troublefome  puppy,    and 

'  fent  about  your  bufmefs. 

*  Heart.  That's  hard. 

*  Conft.  Yet  thus  it  oft  falls  out  with  lovers,    fir. 

'  Heart.  Pox  on  me  for  making  one  of  the  number. 

'  Conft.  Have  a  care :   fay  no  faucy  things ;    'twill 

'  but  augment  ycur  crime  ;   and  if  your  miilrefs  hears 

*  on't,    increafe  your  punimment. 

•  Heart.  Pr'ythee  fay  fomething  then  to  encourage 
'  me,   you  know  I  help'd  you  in  your  diflrefs. 

•  Conft.  Why  then  to  encourage  you  to  perfeverance, 

C  c  '  that 
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*  thnt  you  may  be  thoroughly  ill  us'd  for  your  offe-i- 

*  ces,    I'll  put  you  in  mind,  that  even  the  coyefl:  ladies 
'  of 'em  all  are  made  up  of  <lefires,  as  well  as  we;  and 
'  tho'  they  do  hold  out  a  long  time,   they  will  capitu- 
'  late  at  lad.     For  that  thundering  engineer,  Nature, 
'  does  make  fach  havock  in  the  town,   they  muft  fur- 
«  render  at  long  run,  or  perilTi  in  their  own  flames.' 

Enter  Footman. 

Feet.  Sir,  there's  a  porter  without  with  a  letter  j  he 
defires  to  give  it  into  your  own  hand. 

Caift.  Call  him  in. 

Enter   Porter. 

C-irft.  What,   Joe!  Isitthee? 

For.  An't  pieale  you,  fir,  I  was  order'd  to  deliver 
this  into  your  own  hands  by  two  well-fhap'd  ladies,  at 
the  New  Exchange.  I  was  at  your  honour's  lodgi  ngs, 
and  your  fervants  fent  me  hither . 

Ccrr/t.  'Tis  well,   are  you  to  carry  an  anfwer  ? 

Pa:  No,  my  noble  mafter.  They  gave  me  my 
order?,  and  whip,  they  were  gone  «  like  a  maiden- 
*  her.d  at  fifteen.' 

Cot: ft.  Very  well;  there.  \Gi--veshimmoney. 

Par.  God  blefs  your  honour.  [Exit  Porter. 

Conft.  Now  let's  fee  what  honeft,  trufty  Joe,  has 
brought  us. 

[Reads.] 

If  you  and  your  play-ftlh-Lij  can  fp are  time  from  your 
bufrncfs  and  devotions,  don  t fail  to  be  at  Spring-gar- 
den about  eight  in  the  evening.  You'll  find  nothing 
there  lut  women,  foysu  need  bring  no  other  arms  than 
ivhat  you  ufually  carry  about  you. 

So,  play-fellow:  here's  fomething  to  ftay  yourfto- 
mach  till  your  niftrefs's  difli  is  ready  for  you. 

Heart.  -Some  of  our  old  batter'd  acquaintance.  I 
won't  go,  not  I. 

Conft.  Nay,  that  you  can't  avoid ;  there's  honour 
in  the  cafe  ;  'tis  a  challenge,  and  I  wantafecond. 

Heart;  I  doubt  I  fkall  be  be  but  a  very  ufelefs  one 

to 
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to  you ;  for  I'm  fo  di/hearren'd  by  this  wound  Belinda 
has  given  me,  I  doti't  think  I  (hall  have  courage 
enough  to  draw  m ,  fword. 

Conjt.  O,  if  that  be  all,  come  along;  I'll  warrant 
you  find  fword  enough  for  fuch  enemies  as  we  have  to 
deal  withal.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     a  Street. 
Enter  Conftable  and  Watchmen,  icitb  Sir  John. 

Con/}.  Come,  forfooth,  come  along,  if  you  pi eafe  • 
I  once  in  compaffion  thought  to  have  feen  you  fafe 
home  this  morning:  but  you  have  been  fo  rampant 
and  abufive  all  night,  I  mall  fee  what  the  juftice  of 
peace  will  fay  to  yon. 

Sir  y.  And  you  fliall  fee  what  I'll  fay  to  the  juftice 
of  peace.  [Watchman  knocks  at  the  floor. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Conft.  Is  Mr.  Juftice  at  home  ? 

Strv.   Yes. 

Conft.  Pray  acquaint  his  worfhip  we  have  got  an 
unruly  woman  here,  and  defire  to  know  what  he'll 
pkafe  to  have  done  with  her. 

Strv.  I'll  acquaint  my  matter.  [Exit  Servant. 

Sir  J.  Hark  you,  conftable,  what  cuckoldy  juftice 
is  this? 

Conft.  One  that  knows  how  to  deal  with  fuch  romps 
as  you  are,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Enter  Juftice. 

Juft.  Well,  Mr.  Conftable,  what  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Ccft/t.  An't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  this  here  comical 
fort  of  a  gentlewoman,  has  committed  great  out- 
rages to-night.  She  has  been  frolicking  with  my  Lord 
Rake  and  his  gang ;  they  attacked  the  watch,  and  I 
hear  there  has  been  a  man  kiL'd :  I  believe  'tis  they 
have  done  it. 

Sir  J.  Sir,  there  may  have  been  murder  for  ought 
I  know;  and  'tis  a  great  mercy  there  has  not  b^en 
a  rape  too that  fellow  wou'd  have  ravifh'd  me. 

*<M't&ch.  Ravifti !  Ravifh  !  Q  lud !  O  lud !   O  lud  ! 
C  6  Raviifc 
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Ravifh  her  !  Why,  pleafe  your  worfhip,  I  heard  Mr. 
Con/table  fay  he  believed  fhe  was  little  better  than  a 
maphrodite. 

Juft.  Why  truly,  m&  does  feem  a  little  mafculine 
about  the  mouth. 

•zd.  Watch.  Yes,  and  about  the  hands  too,  an't 
pleafe  your  worfhip,  I  did  but  offer  in  meer  civility  to 
help  her  up  the  fteps  into  our  apartment,  and  with 
her  gripen  fat  -  ay,  juit  fo,  fir. 

[Sir  John  knocks  him  down. 

Sir  y.  I  fell'd  him  to  the  ground  like  an  ox. 

"Jujt.  Out  upon  this  boiiterous  woman  !  Out  upon 
her. 

Sir  y.  Mr.  Juftice  he  wou'd  have  been  uncivil  !  It 
was  in  defence  of  my  honour,  and  I  demand  fatis- 
fafiion. 

.  zd  'Watch.  I  hope  your  worfhip  will  fatisfy  her 
honour  in  Bridewell;  that  fiit  of  hers  will  make  an 
admirable  hemp-beater. 

Sir  y.  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  protect  me  againft  that 
libidinous  rafcal  ;  I  am  a  woman  of  quality  and  vir- 
tue too,  for  all  I  am  in  an  undrefs  this  morning. 

y^ft.  Why,  fhe  has  really  the  air  of  a  fort  of  awo- 
,  man  a  little  fomething  out  of  the  common  --  ma- 
da;n,   if  you  expecl  I  fhou'd  be  favourable  to  you,   I 
cerire  I  may  know  who  you  are. 

Sir  y.  Sir,  I  am  any  body,  at  your  fervice. 

Jujt.  Lady,   I  defire  to  know  your  name  ? 

Sir  y.  Sir,   my  name's  Mary. 

yuft.  Ay,   but  your  fur-name,  madam  ? 

Sir  y.  Sir,  my  fur-name's  the  very  fame  with  my 
hufband's. 

y^fe.  A  ftrange  woman  this  !  Who  is  your  hufoand 
pray  ? 

SirJ.  Sir  >£»...    . 
Sir  ycbn  who  ? 


r 


J.    Sir>A»  Brute. 


Juft.  Is  it  poifible,  madam,  you  can  be  my  lady 
Brute  ? 

Sir  J.  That  happy  woman,  fir,  am  I;  only  a  little 
in  my  merriment  to-night. 
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Jufl.  I  am  concern'd  for  Sir  John. 

Sir  J.  Truly,  fo  am  I. 

Jufl.  I  have  heard  he's  an  honeft  gentleman. 

Sir  J.   As  ever  drank. 

'Jufl.  Good  lack !  Indeed,  lady,  I'm  forry  he  has 
fuch  a  wife. 

Sir  J.  I  am  forry  he  has  any  wife  at  all. 

Juft.  And  fo  perhaps  may  he 1  doubt  you  have 

not  given  him  a  very  good  tafte  for  matrimony. 

Sir.  J.  Tafte,  fir!  Sir,  I  have  fcorn'd  to  ftint  him 
to  a  tafte,  I  have  given  him  a  full  meal  of  it. 

JuJ}.  Indeed  I  believe  fo  !  But  pray,  fair  lady,  may 
he  have  given  you  any  occafion  for  this  extraordinary 
conduct — Does  he  not  ufe  you  well  ? 

SirJ.  A  little  upon  the  rough  fometimes. 

Jufl.  Ay,  any  man  may  be  out  of  humour  now  and 
then. 

Sir  J.  Sir,  I  love  peace  and  quiet,  and  when  a  wo- 
man don't  find  that  at  home,  Ihe's  apt  fometimes  to 
comfort  herfelf  with  a  few  innocent  diverfions  abroad. 

Jnfl.  I  doubt  he  ufes  you  but  too  well.  Pray  how 
does  he  as  to  that  weighty  thing,  money  r  Does  he 
allow  you  what  is  proper  of  that  ? 

Sir  J.  Sir,  I  have  generally  enough  to  pay  the 
reckoning,  if  this  fon  of  a  whore  of  a  drawer  wcu'd 
but  bring  his  bill. 

Jufl.  A  ftrange  woman  this — Does  he  friend  a  rea- 
fonable  portion  of  his  time  at  home,  to  the  comfort 
of  his  wife  and  children  ? 

Sir  J.  He  never  gave  his  wife  caufe  to  repine  at  his 
being  abroad  in  his  life. 

Juft.  Pray,    madam,"  how  may  he  be  in  the  grand 

matrimonial  point Is  he  true  to  your  bed? 

SirJ.  Chaft!  Oons !  This  fellow  afks  fo  many 
impertinent  queftions !  Pgad  I  believe  it  is  the  juftice's 
wife,  in  the  juftice's  clothes. 

Juft.  'Tis  a  great  pity  he  mould  have  been  thus 
dllpofed  of— Pray,  madam,  (and  then  I've  done)  what 
may  be  your  ladymip's  common  method  of  life?  If  I 
may  prefume  fo  far. 

Sir 
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SirJ.  Why,  fir,   much  that  of  a  woman  of  quality, 

Juft.  Pray  how  may  you  generally  pafs  your  time, 
madam  ?  Your  morning  for  example. 

Sir  J.  Sir,  like  a  woman  cf  quality 1  wake 

about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 1  ftretch— — 

and  make  a  fign  for  my  chocolate When  I  have 

drank  thee  cups 1  flide  down  again  upon  my  back, 

with  my  arms  over  my  head,  wh:ie  my  two  maids  put 

on  my  ilockings Then  hanging  upon  their  fhoul- 

ders,   I  am  trail'd  to  my  great  chair,  where  I  fit 

and  yawn for  my  breakfaft If  it  don't  come 

prefently,  I  lie  down  upon  my  couch  to  fay  my  prayers, 
while  my  maid  reads  me  the  play-bills. 

Juft.  Very  well,  madam. 

Sir  J.  When  the  tea  is  brought  in,  I  drink  twelve 
regular  dimes,  with  eight  flices  of  bread  and  butter — 
And  half  an  hour  after,  I  fend  to  the  cock  to  know  if 
the  dinner  is  almoft  ready. 

Juft.  So  !  madam  ! 

SirJ.  By  that  time  my  head  is  half  dreft,  I  hear 
my  halband  fwearing  himfelf  into  a  ftate  of  perdition, 
that  the  meat's  all  cold  upon  the  table,  to  amend 
which,  I  come  down  in  an  hour  more,  and  have  it 
fent  back  to  the  kitchen,  to  be  all  dreft  over  again. 

Juft.  Poor  man! 

Sir  J.  When  I  have  din'd,  and  my  idle  fervants  are 
prefumptuoufly  fet  dawn  at  their  eafe,  to  do  fo  too,  I 
call  for  my  coach,  to  go  vifit  fifty  dear  friends,  of 
whom  I  hope  I  mail  never  find  one  at  home,  while  I 
mall  live. 

Jujt.  So!  There's  the  morning  and  afternoon  pretty 

well  difpos'd  of Pray,  madam,  how  do  yen  pafs 

your  evenings  ? 

Sir  y.  Like  a  woman  of  fpirit,  fir,  a  great  fpirit. 
Give  me  a  box  and  dice — Seven's  the  main,  Oons!  fir, 
I  fet  you  a  hundred  pound  !  Why,  do  you  think  wo- 
men are  married  now  a  days,  to  fit  at  home  and  mend 
napkins  :  fir,  we  have  nobler  ways  of  pailir.g  time. 

Juft.  Mercy  upon  us,  Mr.  Con/table,  what  will  this 
age  come  to. 

Cen/tal. 
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Ccnftab.  What  will  it  come  to,  indeed,  if  fuch  wo- 
men as  thefe  are  not  fet  in  the  flocks. 

Sir  J.  Sir,  I  have  a  little  urgent  buflnefs  calls  upon 
me  ;  and  therefore  I  defire  the  favour  of  you  to  bring 
matters  to  a  conclufion. 

Jujl.  Madam,  if  I  were  fure  that  bufmefs  were  not  to 
commit  morediforders,  I  wou'd  releafe  you. 

Sir  J.  None  -  By  my  virtue. 

Juft.  Then,  Mr.  Conftable,  you  may  difcharge  her. 

Sir  y.  Sir,  your  very  humble  fervant.  If  you  pleafe 
to  accept  of  a  bottle  — 

Juft.  I  thank  you,  kindly,  madam  ;  but  I  never  drink 
in  a  morning.  Good-by-t'ye,  madam,  good-by-t'ye. 

Sir  J.  Good-by-t'ye,  good  fir.  [Ex-it  Juftift. 

So  -  now,  Mr.  Conftable,ftiall  you  and  I  go  pick 
up  a  whore  together  ? 

Conftab.  No  thank  yon,  madam  ;  my  wife's  enough 
to  fatisfy  any  reafonable  man. 

Sir  J.  [afede\  He,  he,  he,  he,  lie  !  -  the  fool  is 
married  then.  Well,  you  won't  go  ? 

Conftab.  Not  I,  truly. 

SirJ.  Then  I'll  go  by  myself;  and  you  and  yonr 
wife  may  be  damii'd.  [Exit  Sir  John. 

Conftable  gazing  after  him.'}  Why  God-a-mercy,Iady. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,     Spring  Garden. 

Conftant  and  Heartfree  cro/s  tbe  jlage.     4s  they  go  off", 
enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle  mask'd,  and 


Conjt.  So  ;  I  think  we  are  about  the  time  appointed  : 
let  us  walk  up  this  way.  [Exeunt. 

L.  F.  Good:  Thus  far  I  have  dogg'd  'em  with- 
out being  difcover'd.  'Tis  infallibly  fome  intrigue  that 
brings  them  to  Spring  Garden.  How  my  poor  ho  irt  is 
torn  and  wrackt  with  fear  and  jealoufy  !  yet  iet  it  be 
any  thing  but  that  flirt  Belinda,  and  I'll  try  to  bear  it. 
But  if  it  prove  her,  all  that's  woman  in  me  fhall  be 
cmploy'd  to  deftroy  her. 

[Exeunt  after  Conftant  and  Heartfree. 
Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Conftant  ^WHeartfree.     Lady  Fancyful  and 
Mademoifelley?/'///o//0w/»g-  at  a  diftance. 

Conft.  I  fee  no  females  yet,  that  have  any  thing  to  fay 
to  us.  I'm  afraid  we  are  banter'd. 

Heart.  I  wifli  we  were  ;  for  I'm  in  no  humour  to 
make  either  them  or  myfelf  merry. 

Con/}.  Nay,  I'm  fure  you'll  make  them  merry  enough, 
'  if  I  tell  'em  why  you  are  dull.  But  pr'ythee  why  fo 
'  heavy  and  fad  before  you  begin  to  be  ill  us'd  ? 

'  Heart.  For  the  fame  reafon,  perhaps,  that  you  are 
'  fo  brifk  and  well  pleas'd;   becaufe  both  pains  and 
*  pleafures  are  generally  more  considerable  in  profpeft, 
'  than  whentfhey  come  to  pafs.' 
Enter  Lady  Brute  aWBelinda,  masked,  andpoorly  drefs'd. 

Conjt.  How  now  !  who  are  thefe  \  Not  our  game,  I 
hope. 

Heart.  If  they  are,  we  are  e'en  well  enough  ferv'd,  to 
come  a  hunting  here,  when  we  had  fo  much  better 
game  in  chafe  elfewhere. 

L.  F.  [to  Mademoifelle  .~\  So  thofe  are  their  ladies 
without  doubt.  But  I'm  afraid  that  Doily  ftufFis  not 
worn  for  want  of  better  clothes.  They  are  the  very 
fhape  and  fize  of  Belinda  and  her  aunt. 

Modem.  So  dey  be  in  teed,  Matam. 

L.  F.  We'll  flip  into  this  clofe  arbor,  where  we 
may  hear  all  they  fay. 

\_Exeunt  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifolle. 

L.  B.  What,  are  you  afraid  of  us,  gentlemen  ! 

Heart.  Why,  truly,  I  think  we  may,  if  appearance 
don't  lye. 

Bel:  Do  you  always  find  women  what  they  appear  to 
be,  fir  > 

Heart.  No,  forfooth ;  but  I  feldom  find  'em  better 
than  they  appear  to  be. 

Bel.  Then  the  outf-de's  belt,  you  think  ? 

Heart.  'Tis  the  honefteft. 

Ccnji.  Have  a  care,  Heartfree;  you  are  relapfing 
again. 

L.  B.  Why,  does  the  gentleman  ufe  to  rail  at  wo- 
men ? 

Conjt. 
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Conjf.  He  has  done  formerly. 

Bel.  I  fuppofe  he  had  very  good  caufe  for't.   They 
did  not  ufe  you  fo  well  as  you  thought  you  deferv'd,   fit. 
L.  B.   They  made  themfelves  merry  at  your  ex- 
pence,  fir  ? 

Bel.  Laugh'd  when  you  figh'd. 

L.  B.  Slept  while  you  were  waking. 

Bel.  Had  your  porter  beat. 

L.  B.  And  threw  your  billet-doux  in  the  fire. 

Heart.  Hey-day,  I  (hall  do  more  than  rail  prefently. 

Bel.  Why  you  won't  beat  us,  will  you  ? 

Heart.  I  don't  know  but  I  may. 

Conft.  What  the  Devil's  coming  here  ?    Sir  Jubn  in 

a  gown And  drunk,  i'faith. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Sir  J.  What  a  Pox here's  Conftant,  Heartfree — 

and  two  whores  egad O  you  covetous  rogues ! 

what  have  you  never  a  fpare  punk  for  your  friend— i- 
But  I'll  fhare  with  you.  [He/eitsef  both  the  women. 

Heart.  Why  what  the  plague  have  you  been  doing, 
knight  ? 

Sir  J.  Why  I  have  been   beating  the  watch,  and 
fcandalizing  the  women  of  quality. 
Heart.  A  very  good  account  truly. 
Sir  J.  And  what  do  you  think  I'll  do  next  ? 
Conji,  Nay,  that  no  man  can  guefs. 
Sir  J.  Why,  if  you'll  let  me  lupwith  you,  I'll  treat 
both  your  {trumpets. 

L.  B.  \_ajldi\  O  Lord  we're  undone! 
Heart.  No,  we  can't  fup  together  becaufe  we  have 
fome  affairs  elfewhere.     But  if  you'll  accept  of  thefe 
two  ladies,    we'll  be  fo  complailant  to  you,  to  refign 
our  right  in'em. 

'  Bel.  [afiJe]  Lord,  what  mail  we  do  ?' 
Sir  J.  Let  me.  fee,  their  clothes    are  fuch  damn'd 
clothes,    they  won't  pawn  for  the  reckoning. 

Heart.  Sir  John,  your  fervant.    Raptures  attend  you. 
•    Conjt.  Adieu,  ladies,  make  much  of  the  gentleman. 
L.  B.  Why  fure  you  won't  leave  us  in  the  hands 
of  a  drunken  fellow  to  abufe  us. 

Sir  T. 


66        THE    P  R  O  V  O  K'D    WIFE. 

Sir  y.  Who  do  you  call  a  drunken  fellow,  you  flut 
you  r  I'm  a  man  of  quality  ;  the  king  has  made  me  a 
knight. 

Heart.  Ay,  ay,  you  are  in  good,  hands ;  adieu, 
adieu.  [Heart,  runs  cj}\ 

L.  B.  The  devil's  hands :   Let  me  go,  or  I'll 

for  Heaven's  fake  protect  us. 

[She  breaks  from  him,  runs  to  Conftant,  twitching  off" 
her  mask,   and  clapping  it  on  again. 

Sir  y.  I'll  devil  ycu,  you  jade  you.  I'll  demolilli 
your  ugly  face. 

Conjl.  Hold  a  little,  knight,  me  fwoons. 

Sir  J.  I'll  fwoon  her. 

Conft.  Hey  Hear  (free. 

Re-enter  Heartfree.   Belinda  runs  to  bimt  and  Jbpwi  bit" 
face, 

*  Heart.  O  Heavens !  My  dear  creature,  ftand  there 
•  &  little. 

«  Conft.  Pull  him  off,  Jack.' 

Heart.  Hold,  mighty  man  ;  look  ye,  fir,  we  did  but 
jeft  with  you.  Thefe  are  ladies  of  our  acquaintance 
that  we  had  a  mind  to  frighten  a  little,  but  now  you 
muft  leave  us. 

Sir  J.  Oons,  I  won't  leave  you,  not  I. 

Heart.  Nay,  but  you  muft  though ;  and  therefore 
make  no  words  on't. 

Sir  J.  Then  you  are  a  couple  of  damn'd  uncivil 
fellows.  And  I  hope  your  punks  will  give  you  fauce  to 
your  mutton.  [Exit  Sir  John. 

L.  B.  Oh,  I  mall  never  come  to  myieif  again,  I'm 
fofrightned. 

Conft.  'Twas  a  narrow  'fcape  indeed. 

Bel.  Women  mufl  have  frolicks,  you  fee,  whatever 
they  coft  'em. 

Heart.  This  might  have  prov'd  a  dear  one  tho'. 

L.  B.  You  are  the  more  oblig'd  to  us  for  the  rifk 
we  run  upon  your  accounts. 

Conji.  And  I  hope  you'll  acknowledge  fomethingdue 
to  our  knight-errantry,  ladies.  This  is  the  fecond 
time  we  have  deliver'd  you. 

L.B. 
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L.  B.  'Tis  true;   and  fmce  we  fee  fate  has  defign'd 

you  for  our  guardians,  'twill  make  us  the  more  willing 

to  trail  ourfelves  in  your  hands.    But  you  muft  not 

have  the  worfe  opinion  of  us   for  our  innocent  fro- 

Uck. 
Heart.  Ladies,  you  may  command  our  opinions  in 

every  thing  that  is  to  your  advantage. 

Bel.  Then  Sir,  I  command  you  to  be  of  opinion, 

that  women  are  fometimes  better  than  they  appear  to 

be.  \_Lady  Brute  and  Conftant  talk  apart. 

Heart.  Madam,  you  have  made  a  convert  of  me  in 

every  thing.     I'm  grown  a  fool.  I  cou'd  be  fond  of  a 

woman. 

Eel.  I  thank  you,  fir,  in  the  name  of  the  whole  fex. 
Heart.  Which  fex  nothing  but  yourfelf  coa'd  ever 

have  aton'd  for. 

Bel.  Now  has  my  vanity  a  devilifh  itch,  to  know 

in  what  my  merit  conMs. 

Heart.  In  your  humility,  madam,  that  keeps  you 

ignorant  it  confifts  at  all. 

Bel.  One  other  compliment,  with  that  ferious  face, 

and  I  hate  you  for  ever  after. 

Heart.  Some  women  love  to  be  abus'd ;  is  that  it 

you  wou'd  be  at  ? 

Bel.  No,  not  that  neither:  But  I'd  have  men  talk 

plainly  what's  fit  for  women  to  hear,  without  putting 

'em  either  to  a  real,  or  an  afFedled  blufh. 

Heart.  Why  then,  in  as  plain  terms  as  I  can  find  to 

exprefs  myfelf,  I  could  love  you  even  to — matrimony 

itfelf  a-mofl,  egad. 

«  Bel.  Juft  as  Sir  John  did  her  ladymip  there. 

What  think  you  ?  Don't  you  believe  one  month's 
time  might  bring  you  down  to  the  fame  indifference, 
only  clad  in  a  little  better  manners,  perhaps?  Well, 
you  men  are  unaccountable  things,  mad  till  you 
have  your  miftreffes,  and  then  ftark  mad  1 11  you 
are  rid  of  'em  again.  Tell  me  honeftly,  is  not  your 
patience  put  to  a  much  feverer  trial  after  pofleffion 
than  before? 

'  Heart.  With  a  great  many,  I  muft  confefs  it  is, 

•  to 
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€  to  our  eternal  fcandal ;  but  I' dear  creature,  do 

but  try  me. 

Bel.  That's  the  fureft  way,  indeed,  to  know,  but 
not  the  fafeft.  \_ToLady  Brute.]  Madam,  are  not  you 
for  taking  a  turn  in  the  Great  Walk  ?  It's  almoit  dark, 
no  body  will  know  us. 

L.  B.  Really  I  find  myfelf  fomething  idle,    Be- 
linda :  beiides,    I  doat  upon  this  little  odd  private 
corner.     But  don't  let  my  lazy  fancy  confine  you. 
Conft.    [JlJiJe.']  So,  me  wou'd  be  left  alone  with  me, 
that's  well. 

Bel.  Well,  we'll,  take  one  turn,  and  come  to  you 
again.  [To  Heart.]  Come,  fir,  mall  we  go  pry  into 
the  fecrets  of  the  garden  f  Who  knows  what  difcove- 
ries  we  may  make. 

Heart.  Madam,  I'm  at  your  fervice. 

Conjl.  [to  Heart.  ajidt\  Don't  make  too  much  hafte 
back ;  for  d'ye  hear 1  may  be  bufy. 

Heart.  Enough.        [Exeunt  Belinda  aWHeartfree. 

L.  B.  Sure  you  think  me  fcandaloafly  free,  Mr. 
Cenjiant.  I'm  afraid  I  fhall  lofe  your  good  opinion  of 
me. 

Con/}.  My  good  opinion,  madam,  is  like  your  cru- 
elty, ne'er  to  be  remov'd. 

'  L.  B.  But  if  I  fhculd  remove  my  cruelty,  then 

*  there's  an  end  of  your  good  opinion. 

'  Ccnjl.  There  is  not  fo  Arid:  an  alliance  between 

*  'em  neither.     'Tis  certain  1  Ihou'd  love  you  then 
'  better  (if  that  be  poflibie)  than  I  do  now ;   and 
'  where  I  love,  I  always  eileem.' 

L.  B.  Indeed,  I  doubt  you  much ;  why,  fuppofe 
you  had  a  wife,  and  me  flio'uld  entertain  a  gallant  ? 

Conjl.  If  I  gave  her  jult  caufe,  how  cou'dljuftly 
condemn  her  ? 

L.  B.  Ah;  but  you'd  differ  widely  about  juit 
caufes. 

Cinjl.  But  blows  can  bear  no  difpute. 

L.  B.  Nor  ill  manners  much,  truly. 

Ccnjt.  Then  no  woman  upon  earth  has  fojuft  a 
caufe  as  you  have. 

«  L.  B. 
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'  L.  B.  O,  but  a  faithful  wife,  is  a  beautiful  cha- 
'  rader. 

*  Conft.  To  a  deferring  hufband,  I  confefs  it  is. 

*  L.  B.  But  can  his  faults  releafe  my  duty  ? 

'  Conft.  In  equity,  without  doubt.  And  where 
'  laws  difpence  with  equity,  equity  ftiould  difpenfe 
'  with  laws. 

'  L.  B.  Pray  let's  leave  this  difpute  ;  for  you  men 

*  have  as  much  witchcraft  in  your  arguments,  as  wo- 
'  men  have  in  their  eyes. 

'  Conft.  But  while  you  attack  me  with  your  charms, 

*  'tis  but  reafonable  I  aiTanlt  you  with  mine. 

1  L.  B.  The  cafe  is  not  the  fame.  What  mifchief 
'  we  do,  we  can't  help,  and  therefore  are  to  be  for- 

*  given. 

*  Conft.  Beauty  foon  obtains  pardon,  for  the  pain 

*  that  it  gives,  when  it  applies  the  balm  of  compaf- 
'  fion  to  the  wound  :    but  a  fine  face,  and  a  hard 
'  heart,  is  almoft  as  bad  as   an   ugly  face  and  a  foft 
'  one ;  both  very  troublefome  to  many  a  poor  gen- 

*  tleman. 

L.  B.  Yes,  and  to  many  a  poor  gentlewoman  too, 
'  I  can  aflure  you.  B/ut  pray,  which  of  'em  is  it,  that 

*  moft  afflifts  you  ? 

'  Conft.  Your  glafs  and  confcience  will  inform  you, 
'  madam.'  But  for  Heaven's  fake  (for  now  I  muft  befe- 
rious)  if  pity,  or  if  gratitude  can  move  you  ;  [Taking 
her  band}  if  conftancy  and  truth  have  power  to  tempt 
you  :  if  love,  if  adoration  can  efFeft  you,  give  me  at 
leaft  fome  hopes,  that  time  may  do,  what  you  per- 
haps mean  never  to  perform ;  'twill  eafe  my  fuffer- 
ings,  tho'  not  quench  my  flame. 

L.  B.  Your  fufferings  eas'd,  your  flame  wou'd  foon 
abate  :  and  that  I  wou'd  preferve,  not  quen :  h  it,  fir. 

Conft.  Wou'd  you  preferve  it,  nourifh  it  with  fa- 
vours ;  for  that's  the  food  it  naturally  requires. 

L.  £.  Yet  on  that  natural  food,  'twould  furfeit 
foon,  fhou'd  I  refolve  to  grant  all  you  wou'd  afk. 

Conft.  And  in  refufing  all,  you  ftarve  it.  Forgive 
me  therefore,  fince  my  hunger  rages,  if  I  at  laft  grow 

wild 
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wiW,  and  in  my  frenzy  force  at  leaft  this  from  you. 
[Kiffing  her  hand.~\  Or  if  you'd  have  my  flame  foar 
higher  ftill,  then  grant  me  this,  and  this,  and  thou- 
fands  more  ;  \_Kiffingfrfther  hand,  then  her  neck.  \_Afide. ~\ 
For  now's  the  time  me  melts  into  compaffion. 

L.  B.  '  \_AJldi\  Poor  coward  virtue,  how  it  muns  the 
'  battle.'  O  Heavens !  let  me  go. 

Conft.  Ay,  go,  ay  :  where  mail  we  go,  my  charming 

angel into  this  private  arbour Nay,  let's  lofe 

no  time Moments  are  precious. 

L.  B.  And  lovers  wild.  Pray  let  us  flop  here  ;  at 
leaft  for  this  time. 

Conft.  'Tis  impoffible ;  he  that  has  power  over  you, 
can  have  none  over  himfelf. 

As  he  is  forcing  her  into  the  arbour,  Lady  Fancyful  and 
Mademoiselle  bolt  out  upon  them,  and  run  over  the 
Jiage. 

L.B.  Ah;  I'm  loft. 

L.  F.  Fe,  fe,  fe,  fe,  fe  ! 

Madem.  Fe,  fe,  fe,  fe,  fe  ! 

Conft.  Death  and  furies,  who  are  thefe  ? 

L.B.  O  Heavens!  I'm  out  of  my  wits;  if  they 
knew  me,  I  am  ruin'd. 

Conft.  Don't  be  frightned :  ten  thoufand  to  one  they 
are  Grangers  to  you. 

L.  B.  Whatever  they  are,  I  won't  flay  here  a  mo- 
ment longer. 

Conft.  Whither  will  you  go  ? 

L.  B.  Home,  as  if  the  devil  were  in  me.  Lord, 
where's  this  Belinda  now  ? 

Enter  Belinda  and  Heartfree. 

O  !  'tis  well  you  are  come  :  I'm  fo  frightned,  '  my  hair 
'  Hands  an  end.'  Let's  be  gone,  for  Heaven's  fake. 

Bel.  Lord,  what's  the  matter  ? 

L.  B.  The  devil's  the  matter;  we  are  difcovered. 
Here's  a  couple  of  women  have  done  the  molt  imper- 
tinent thing.  Away,  away,  away,  away,  away  ! 

[Exit  running,  they  follow. 
*  Re-enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

'  L.  F.  Well,  Mademoifelle t  'tis  a  prodigious  thing 

how 
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*  how  women  can  fuffer  filthy  fellows  to  grow  fo  fa- 

*  miliar  with  'em. 

'  Madem.  Ah  madame,  il  n'y  a  rien  de  fi  naturel. 

'  L.  F,  Fe,  fe,  fe,  but  O  my  heart!  O  jealoufy ! 
'  O  torture  !  I'm  upon  the  rack.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 
4  My  lover's  loft,  I  ne'er  mall  fee  him  mine.  [Pauf- 

1  ing. ]  But  I  may  be  reveng'd;  and  that's  the 

'  fame  thing.  Ah  fweet  revenge !  thou  welcome 

*  thought,  thou  healing  balfam  to  my  wounded  foul. 
'  Be  but  propitious  on  this  one  occafion,  I'll  place  my 
'  heaven  in  thee,  for  all  my  life  to  come. 

'  7"o  woman  ho<w  indulgent  nature's  kind ; 

'  No  blaft  of  fortune  long  difturbs  her  mind  : 

'   Compliance  to  her  fate  fupportt  her  f till  \ 

(  If  Jove  won't  make  her  happy— Mi/chief  will. 

'  [Exeunt.* 


ACT        V. 


SCENE,     Lady  Fancy  ful'/  Hoafe. 

£nter   Lady    Fancyful    and  Mademoifelie. 

l.F.  I  Y7  ELL,  Mademoifelie;  did  you  dodge  the 

W       nlthy  things  f 
Madem.  O  que  oui,  madame. 
L.  F.  And  where  are  they  ? 
Madem.   Au  logis. 
L.  F.  What,  men  and  all  ? 
Ma  Jem.  Tous  enfemble. 

L.  F.  O  confidence  !  what,  carry  their  fellows  to 
their  own  houfe  ? 

Madem.  C'eft  que  le  mari  n'y  eft  pas. 
Z.  F.  No,  fo  I  believe,  truly.  But  he  mail  be 
there,  and  quickly  too.  if  I  can  find  him  out.  Well, 
'tis  a  prodigious  thing,  to  fee  when  men  and  women  gee 
together,  how  they  iortify  one  anoth.r  in  their  impu- 
dence. But  if  that  drunken  fool,  her  huiband,  be  to 

be 
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be  found  in  e'er  a  tavern  in  town,  I'll  fend  him  amongft 
'em  :  I'll  fpoil  their  fport. 

Modem.  En  verite,  madame,  ce  feroit  domage. 

L.  F.  'Tis  in  vain  to  oppofe  it  Mademoifelle  ;  there- 
fore never  go  about  it.  For  I  am  the  fteadieft  creature 
in  the  world  -  when  I  have  determin'd  to  do  mif- 
chief.  So,  come  along.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE,     Sir  John  Brute';  Houfe. 

Enter  Conilant,  Heartfree,  Lady  Brute,  Belinda,  and 
Lovewell. 


L.  B.  But  are  you  fure  you  don't  miilake, 

Lov.  Madam,  I  faw  'em  all  go  into  the  tavern  to- 
gether, and  my  mailer  was  fo  drunk  he  cou'd  fcarce 
(land. 

L.  B.  Then,  gentlemen,  I  believe  we  may  venture 
to  let  you  ftay,  and  play  at  cards  with  us,  an  hour 
or  two  :  for  they'll  fcarce  part  till  morning. 

Bel.  I  think,  'tis  pity  they  mould  ever  part. 

Con/}.  The  company  that's  here,  madam. 

L.  B.  Then,  fir,  the  company  that's  here,  muft  re- 
member to  part  itfelf,  in  time. 
£*>nft.  Madam,  we  don't  intend  to  forfeit  your  fu- 
ture favours,  by  an  indifcreet  ufage  of  this.  The 
moment  you  give  us  the  fignal,  we  man't  fail  to  make 
our  retreat. 

L.  B.  Upon  thofe  conditions  then,  let  us  fit  down 
to  cards. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

L<n>.  O  Lord,  madam,  here's  my  mafter  juft  ftag- 
gering  in  upon  you  ;  he  has  been  quarrelfome  yonder, 
and  they  have  kick'd  him  out  of  the  company. 

L.  B.  Into  the  clofet,  gentlemen,  for  Heaven's 
fake;  I'll  wheedle  him  to  bed,  if  poffible. 

[Conft.  and  Heart,  run  into  the  clofet. 
Enter  Sir  John. 

L.  B.  Ah  -  Ah  -  he's  all  over,  blood. 

Sir  J.  What  the  plague  does  the  woman  -  fquall 
for  ?  Did  you  never  fee  a  man  in  pickle  before  ? 

L.  B.  Lord,  where  have  you  been  ? 

SirJ. 
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S/r  y.  I  have  been  at Cuffs. 

L.  B.  I  fear  that  is  not  all.  I  hope  you  are  net 
wounded. 

Sir  y.  Sound  as  a  roach,  wife. 

L.  B.  I'm  mighty  glad  to  hear  it. 

Sir  y.  You  know 1  think  you  lye. 

L.  B.  You  do  me  wrong  to  think  fo.  For  Heaven's 
my  witnefs,  I  had  rather  fee  my  own  blood  trickle 
down,  than  yours. 

Sir  J.  Then  will  I  be  crucify'd. 

L.  B.  'Tis  a  hard  fate,  I  mou'd  not  be  believ'd. 

Sir  jf.  'Tis  a  damn'd  atheiftical  age,  wife. 

L.  B.  I  am  fure  I  have  given  you  a  thoufand  tender 
proofs,  how  great  my  care  is  of  you.  But,  fpite  of 
all  your  cruel  thoughts,  I'll  ftill  perfift,  and  at  this 
moment,  if  I  can,  perfuade  you  to  lie  down,  and  fleep 
a  little. 

Sir  J.  Why—do  you  think  I  am  drunk— you  flat, 
you  ? 

L.  B.  Heaven  forbid,  I  mou'd  :  but  I'm  afraid  you 
are  feverifn.  Pray  let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Sir  y.  Stand  off,  and  be  damn'd. 

L.  B.  Why,  I  fee  your  diftemper  in  your  very  eyes. 
You  are  all  on  fire.  Pray,  go  to  bed  ;  let  me  intreat. 
you. 

Sir  y.  .Come,  kifs  me,  then. 

L.  B.  [Kifiag  him.]  There  :  now  go.  [jgfifc]  He 
ftinks  like  poifon. 

Sir  y.  I  fee  it  goes  damnably  againft  your  flomadi. 
— And  therefore — Kifs  me  again. 

L.  3.  Nay,  now  you  fool  me. 

Sir  y.  Do't,  I  fay. 

L.  B.  [4/Me.]  Ah  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me.  Well; 
—there  :  now  will  you  go  ? 

Sir  y.  Now,  wife,  you  mall  fee  my  gratitude.  You 
gave  me  two  kifles — I'll  give  you — two  hundred. 

[Ki/es,  and  tumbles  her. 

L.  B.  O  Lord  :  pray,  Sir  John  be  quiet.  Heavens, 
what  a  pickle  am  I  in  ! 

«  Bel.  \Afide. \  If  I  were  in  her  pickle,  I'd  call  my 
D  gallanc 
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*  gallant  out  of  the  .clofet,  and  he  fhou'd  cudgel  him 
«  foundly,' 

.  Sir  J.  So,  now  you  being  as  dirty  and  as  nafty  as 
jnyfelf,  we  may  go  pig  together.  But  firft  I  mult  have 
a  cup  of  your  cold  tea,  wife.  [Going  to  the  cloj'et, 

L.  B.  O  I'm  ruin'd  !  there's  none  there,  my  dear. 
:   £ir  J.  I'll  warrant  you,  I'll  find  fome,  my  dear. 

L.  JB.  You  can't  open  tbe.door,  the  lock's  fpoil'd ; 
I  have  been  turning  and  turning  the  key  this  half  hour 
to  no  purpofe.  I'll  fend  for  the  fmith  to-morrow. 

-Sir^jf.  There's  ne'er  a  fmith  in  Europe  can  open  a 

door  with  more  expedition  than  I  can  do As  for 

example, — Pou,  [He  burfts  open  the  door  with  his  foot.'] 
•——How  now  !  what  the  devil  have  we  got  here  ?•  •  - 
Conftant — Heart  free — And  two  whores  again,  egad — • 

This  is  the  worit  cold  tea that  ever  I  met  with  in 

jny  life 

Enter  Conftant  and  Heartfree. 

L.  B.   \_AJlde. ~\   O  Lord,  what  will  become  of  us  ? 

Sir  J.  Gentlemen 1  am  your  very  humble  fer- 

vant 1  give  you  many  thanks 1  fee  you  take 

care  of  my  family 1  fiiall  do  all  I  can  to  return  the 

obligation . 

Conjt.  Sir,  how  oddly  foever  this  bufmefs  may  ap- 
pear to  you,  you'd  have  no  caufe  to  be  uneafy,  if  you 
knew  the  truth  of  all  things ;  your  lady  is  the  moft 
virtuous  woman  in  the  world,  and  nothing  has  pall, 
but  an  innocent  frolick. 

Jfeart.  Nothing  el/e,  upon  my  honour,  fir.. 

Sir  J.  You  are  both  very  civil  gentlemen— And  my 
wife,  there,  is  a  very  .ciyij  gentlewoman  ;  therefore  I 
don't  doubt  but  many  civil  things  have  paft  between 
you.  Your  very  humble  fervant. 

L.  B.  \_Afede  to  Conft.]  Pray  be  gone  :  he's  fo  drunk 
he  can't  hurt  us  to-night,  ajid  to-morrow  morning  you 
lhall  hear  from  us. 

Conft.  I'll  .obey  you,  madam.  Sir,  when  you  are 
cool,  you'll  underitand  reafon  better.  So  then  1  lhall 

take  the  pains  to  inform  you.-   If  not 1  wear  a 

fword,  fir,  and  fo  good  by  t'ye.  Come  along,  Heart" 
frit,  [Exeunt. 

Sir 
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$ir  jf.  Wear  a  fword,  iir— —-.And  what  of  all  that, 
iir  ?  He  comes  to  my  houfe  ;  eats  my  meat ;  lies  with 
my  wife ;  difhonours  my  family  ;  gets  a-baftard  to  in- 

herit  my  eftate And  when  I  afk  a  civil  account  of 

all  this Sir,  fays  he,  1  wear  a  fword Wear  a 

fword,  Iir?  Yes,  fir,  fays  he,  I  wear  a  fivord —  .It 
may  be  a  good  anfwer  at  crofs-purpofes ;  but  'tis  a 
damn'd  one  to  a  man  in  my  whimlical  circumftance— 
——Sir,  fays  he,  I  wear  a  fword  !  \ToLady  Brute]  And 
what  do  you  wear  now  ?  ha !  tell  me.  [Sitting  down 
in  a  great  chair.}  What  you  are  modeft,  and  can't— 
Why  then  I'll  tell  you,  you  flut,  you.  You  ivear  -i 

an  impudent  lewd  face A  damn'd,  defigning  heart 

-—And  a  tail and  a  tail  full  of——, 

[He  falls faft  afeep  fnoaritig. 

L.  B.  So ;  thanks  io  kind  Heaven,  he's  fall  for  fomc 
hours. 

Bel.  'Tis  well  he  is  fo,  that  we  may  have  time  to  lay 
cnr  ilory  handfomely  ;  for  we  TRU&.  lye  like  the  devil, 
touring  ourfelves  off. 

/,.  M.    What  lhall  we  fay,  Belinda? 

Bel.    [Mufiag.1 I'll  tell  you :  it  mafc  all  light 

upon  Heartfree  and  I.  We'll  fay  he  has  courted  ra«? 
£ome  time,  but  for  reafons  unknown  to  us,  has  erer 
been  very  earncft  the  thing  might  be  kept  from  Sir 
John.  That  therefore  hearing  him  upon  the  flairs,  he 
ran  into  the  clofet,  tho'  againfl  our  will,  and  Cinftnnt 
v/ith  him,  to  prevent  jealoufy.  And  to  give  this  a 
j/ood  impudent  face  of  truth,  .(that  I  jnay  deliver  you 
from  the  trouble  you  are  in)  I'll  e'en,  if  he  pleafes, 
marry  him. 

.  L.  B.  I'm  beholden  to  you,  coufin  ;  but  that  woa'd 
be  carrying  the  jeft  a  little  too  far  for  your  own  fake; 
You  know  he's  a  younger  brother,  and  has  nothing. 

Bel.  'Tis  true :  but  I  like  him,  and  have  fortune 
enough  to  keep  above  extremity  :  I  can't  fay,  I  wou'd 
live  with  him  in  a  cell, upon  love  and  bread  and  butter: 
but  I  had  rather  have  the  man  I  love,  and  a  middle 
liate  of  life,  than  that  gentleman  in  the  chair  there, 
ftnd  twice  vow  ladyftup's  fplendor. 

D  i  L.  B, 
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L.  B.  In  truth,  niece,  you  are  in  the  right  on't: 
c  for  I  am  very  uneafy  with  my  ambition.  But  per- 
'-  haps  had  I  married  as  you'll  do,  I  might  have  been  a» 

*  ill-us'd.      — .. 

'  Bel.  Some  rifk*  I  do  confefs,  there  always  is  :  but 

'  if  a  man  has  the  leaft  fpark,  either  of  honour  or 

'  good-nature,   he  can  never  ufe  a  woman  ill,   that 

*  loves  him,  and  makes  his  fortune  both.     Yet  I  rnuft 
'  own    to  you,    fome  little  firuggling  I   ftill   have, 
'  with  this  leafing  ambition  of  ours.     Por  pride,  you 
'  know,  is  as  natural  to  a  woman,  as  'tis  to  a  faint.     I 
'  can't  help  being  fond  of  this  rogue  ;  and  yet  it  goes 

*  to  my  heart,   to  think  I  muft  never  whiik  to  Hide- 
1  park,  with  above  a  pair  of  horfes  ;  have  no  coronet 
'  upon  my  coach,  nor  a  page  to  carry  up  my  train. 

*  But   above   all that   bufmefs  of  place—  Well ; 

c  taking  place  is  a  noble  prerogative. 

'  L,,  B.  Efpecially  after  a  quarrel. 

'  BeL   Or  cf  a  rival.    But  pray  fay  no  more  on't, 

*  for  fear  I  change  my  mind  ;  for  o'  my  confcience, 

*  were't  not  for  your  affair  in  the  balance,  I  Ihou'd  go 

*  near  to  pick  up  fome  odious  man  of  quality  yet,  and 

*  only  take  poor  Heartfree  for  a  gallant. 

'  L.  B.  Then  him  you  muft  have,  ho\vever  things 

*  go? 

«  BeL  Yes. 

'  L.  B.  Why  we  mav  pretend  what  we  will  :  but 'tis 
'  a  hard  matter  to  live  without  the  man  we  love. 

'  Bel.  Efpecially  when  we  are  married  to  the  man 
'  we  hate.  Pray  tell  me  :  do  the  men  of  the  town  ever 

*  believe  us  virtuous,  when  they  fee  us  do  fo  r 

'  L.  B.  O,  no  :  nor  indeed  hardly,  let  us  do  what 
'  we  will.  The  moft  of  them  think,  there  is  no  fuch 
'  thing  as  virtue,  confider'd  in  the  ftridteft  notions  cf 
'  it :  and  therefore  when  you  hear  'em  fay,  fuch  a  one 

*  is  a  woman  of  reputation,  they  only  mean  (he's  a  wo- 

*  man  of  difcretion.      For  they  confider  we  have  no 
'  more  religion  than  they  have,  nor  fo  much  morality ; 
'  and  between  you  and  I,  Belinda,  I'm  afraid  the  want 

*  of  inclination  feldom  protects  any  of  us. 

Bel. 
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*  Bel.  But  what  think  you  of  the  fear  of  being  found 
'  out? 

'  L.  B.  I  think  that  never  kept  any  woman  virtuous 
'  long.  We  are  not  fuch  cowards  neither.  No  :  let 
'  us  once  pafs  fifteen,  and  we  have  too  good  an  op'f- 

*  nion  of  our  own  cunning,  to  believe  the  world  can 
'  penetrate  into  what  we  wou'd  keep  a  fecret.     And 
'  fo,  in  fhort,  we  cannot  reafonably  blame  the  men 
'  for  judging  of  us  by  themfelves. 

*  Bel.  But  fure  we  arc  not  fo  wicked  as  they  are, 

•  after  all  ? 

'  L.  B.  We  are  as  wicked,  child,  but  our  vice  lies 
'  another  way  :  men  have  more  courage  than  we,  fo 
'  they  commit  more  bold  impudent  fins.  They  quar- 
'  rel,  fight,  fwear,  drink,  blafpheme,  and  the  like  : 

•  whereas  we,  being  cowards,  only  backbite,  tell  lyes, 

*  cheat  at  cards,  and  fo  forth.'    But  'tis  late  :  let's  end 
our  difcourfe  for  to-night^and  out  of  an  excefs  of  cha- 
rity, take  a  fmall  care  of  that  nafly,  drunken  thing 
there Do  but  look  at  him,  Belinda. 

Bel.  Ah 'tis  a  favoury  dim. 

L.  B.  As  favoury  as  'tis,  I'm  cloy'd  with't.  Pr'y- 
thee  call  the  butler  to  take  away-. 

Bel.  Call  the  butler? -Gail  the  fcavenger  !   [9* 

a  fir-vanf-  'within.']  Who's  there  :  call  Rafer  !  let  him 
take  away  his  mafter,  fcour  him  clean  with  a  little  foap 
and  fand,  and  fo  put  him  to  bed. 

L.  B.  Come,  Belinda,  I'll  e'en  lie  you  with  you  to- 
night ;  and  in  the  morning  we'll  fend  for  our  gentle- 
men to  fet  this  matter  even. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart. 

L.  B.  Good  night,  my  dear, 

[Making  a  low  eourtefy  to  Sir  John. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  \Exeur.t* 

Enter  Rafor. 

Rcf.  My  lady  there's  a  wag — My  mafter  there's  a 
cuckold.  Marriage  is  a  flippery  thing — Women  have 
depraved  appetites — My  lady's  a  wag;  I  have  heard  all ; 
I  have  feen  all ;  I  underfland  all ;  and  I'll  tell  all ;  for 
ray  little  French-woman  loves  -news  dearly.  This 
D  3  flory'il 
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fiery '11  gain  her  heart,  or  nothing  will.  [To' hit  rnafth.]' 
C'ome,  iir,  your  head's  too  full  of  fumes  at  prefcnf, 
to  make  room  for  your  jealoufy  ;  but  I  reckon  we  fhaU 
have  rare  work  with  yon,  when  your  pate's  empty". 
Come  to  your  kennel,  you  cuckoldy,  drunken  fot,  you. 
[Carries  him  out  upon  his  back. 
My  rnaftfr*s  ajleep,   in  bis  chair,  and  afniring, 
My  lady's  abroad,  and Q.b  rare  matrimony  / 

SCENE,  Lady  Fancy  ful'j  Ho«fe.- 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

L.  F.  But,  why  did  not  you  tell. me  before,  Made>- 
vicijdk,  that  Rafor  and  you  were  fond  ? 

Madem.  De  modefty  hinder  me,   matam; 

L.  F.  Why  truly  modeity  does  often  hinder  us  from 
doing  things  we  have  an  extravagant  mind  to.  But 
does  he  love  you  well  enough  yet,  to  do  any  thing 
you  bid  him  ?  Do  you  think,  to  oblige  you,  he  wou'd 
{peak  fcandal  ? 

Madem,  Matam,  to  oblige  your-  ladyfhip,  he  mail 
.fpeak  any.  thing-. 

L.  F.  Why  then,  Mademoifelle,  I'll  tell  you  what 
y.ou  mall  do.     You  (hall  engage  him  to  tell  his  mafler, 
all  that  paft  at  Spring-Garden  :  I  have  a  mind  he  ihou'4 
*  know  what  a  wife  and  a  niece  he  has  got. 

Madem.  II  le  fera,  Madame. 
Enter  a  footman,  who  /peaks  to  Mademoifelle  apart. 

Foot.  Mademoifelle,  yonder's  Mr.  Rafor  defires  t» 
ipeak  with  you. 

Madem.  T ell  him,  I  comeprefently.  [Exit  footman.} 
jLafor  be  dere,  matam. 

L.  F.  That's  fortunate  ;  well,  I'll  leave  you  toge- 
ther. And  if  you  find  him  ftubborn,  Mademoifelk — 
hark  you — don't  refufe  him  a  few  little  reafonable  li- 
berties, to  put  him  into  humour. 
•  Made.'n.  taifez  moi  fake.  [Exit  Lady  Fancyful. 
£Rafor  peeps  in  ;  and  feeing  Lady  Fancyful  gone,  runs  to 

Mademoifelle,  take J  her  about  the  neck,  andkijfes  her. 
'How  now/  confidence ! 
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Raf.  How  now,  modefiy  !  ^ 

Madem.  Who  make  you  fo  familiar,  firrah  ? 
Raf.  My  impudence,  huffy. 
Madem.   Stand  off,  rogue-face. 

Raf.  Ah Made-.noifelle great  news  at  ou/ 

houfe. 

Madem.  Why  vat  be  de  matter  f 
Raj.  The  matter  ?— why,  uptails,  all's  the  matter. 
Madem.  Tu  te  mocque  de  moL 
Raf.  Now  do  you  long-  to  know  the  particulars; 
the  time  when  :  the  place  where :   the  manner  how'. 
Bat  I  won't  tell  you  a  word  more. 

Madem.  Nay,  den  dou  kill  me,  Rafor. 
Raf.  Come,  kifs  me,  then. 

[  Clapping  bis  bands  behind  Ivinr. 
Madem.  Nay,  pridee  tell  me, 
Raf.  Good  by  t'ye.  {Going. 

Madem.  Hold,  hold  :  I  will  kifs  dee.     {KiJJingbim. 
Raf.  So,  that's  civil :  why  now,  my  pretty  Poll ; 

my  goldfinch:  my  little  waterwagtail you  mail 

know,  that Come,  kifs  me  again. 

Madem.  I  won't  kifs  de  no  more* 

Raf*  Good  by  t'ye.  [Geifig. 

Madem.  Doucement ;-,  dere  :  es-tu  content  ? 

[Kijfing  hbn. 

Raf.  So  :  now  I'll  tell  thee  all.  Why  the  news  is, 
lhat  cuckoldom  in  folio  is  newly  printed  ;  and  matri- 
mony in  quarto,  is  juft  going  into  the  prefs.  Will  you 
buy  any  books,  Mademoifelle ? 

Madem.  Tu  parle  comme  un  libraire ;  de  devil  no 
underftand  dee. 

Raf.  Why  then,  that!  may  make  myfelf  intelligible 
to  a  waiting-woman,  I'll  fpeak  like  a  valet  de  cham- 
bre.     My  lady  has  cuckolded  my  maftcr. 
Madem.  Bon. 

Raf.  Which  we  take  very  ill  from  her  hands,  I  can 
tell  her  that.  We  can't  yet  prove  matter  of  fad  up  - 
on  her. 

Madem.   N'importe. 

Raf:  But  we  can  prove,  that  matter  of  fad  hao  lik» 
to  have  been  upon  her. 

D  Modem. 
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Modem.  Oui-da. 

Raf.  For  we  have  fuch  bloody  circumftances. 

Madem.  Sans  doute. 

Raf.  That  any  man  of  parts  may  draw  tickling  con- 
clufions  from  'em. 

Madem.  Fort  bien. 

Raf.  We  found  a  couple  of  tight  well-built  gentle- 
men, ftuft  into  her  ladyfhip's  clofet. 

Madem.  Le  diable. 

Raf.  And  I,  in  my  particular  perfon,  have  difco- 
vered  a  '  molt  damnable'  plot,  how  to  perfuade  my 
poor  matter,  that  all  this  hide  and  feek,  this  Will  in 
the  ivbifp,  has  no  other  meaning  than  a  ChriitLin 
marriage  for  fweet  Mrs.  Belinda. 

Madem.  Une  marriage  r Ah  les  droles. 

Raf.  Don't  you  interrupt  me,  hufly  ;  'tis  agreed,  I 
fay.  And  my  innocent  lady,  to  riggle  herfelf  out  at 
the  back-door  of  the  bufinefs,  turns  roarriage-bawd  to 
her  niece,  and  refolves  to  deliver  up  her  fair  body,  to 
be  tumbled,  and  mumbled,  by  that  young  liquoriih. 
\vhipfter  Heartfree.  Now  are  you  fatisfy'd  ? 

Madem.  No. 

Raf.  Right  woman  ;  always  gaping  for  more. 

Madem.  Dis  be  all  den,  dat  you  know  ? 

Rc.f.  All  ?  ay,  and  a  great  deal  too,  I  think. 

Madem.  Dou  be  fool,  dou  know  noting.  Ecoute, 
mon  pauvre  Rafo*-.  Dou  fees  des  two  eyes  r — Des  two 
eyes  have  fee  de  devil. 

Rafor.  The  woman's  mad. 

Madem.  In  Spring-Garden,  dat  rogue  Ccnftant  meet 
dy  lady. 

Raf.  Bon. 

Modern^        I'll  tell  dee  no  more. 

Raf.  Nay,   pr'ythee,  my  fwan. 

Madem.  Come,  kifs  me  den. 

[  Clapping  her  hands  behind  her  as  ke  did  lefore* 

Raf.  I  wont  kifs  yon,  not  I. 

Madem.   Adieu.  [Going. 

Raf.  Hold  '     Now  proceed. 

[Gives  her  a  hearty  kifs. 
Madem. 


THE    PROVOK'D    WIFE.        81 

Madem.  A  93. 1  hide  myfelf  in  one  cunning 

place,  where  I  hear  all,  and  fee  all.  Firft  dy  drunken 
matter  come  mal  a  propos  ;  but  de  fot  no  know  his  own 

dear  wife,  fo  he  leave  her  to  her  fport Den  de  game 

begin.  De  lover  fay  foft  ting  :  de  lady  look  upon  de 
ground.  \_As  Jhe /peaks ,  Rafory////  atts  the  man,  andjbt 
the  woman.]  He  take  her  by  de  hand  :  fhe  turn  her 
head  on  oder  way.  Den  he  fqueeze  very  hard  :  Den 

fhe  pull very  foftly.    Den  he  take  her  in  his  arm : 

Den  fhe  give  him  leetel  pat.  '  Den  he  kifs  her  tettons, 
*  den  (he  fay — pirn,  nay  fye.'  Den  he  tremble  ;  den 
(he — figh.  Den  he  pull  her  into  de  arbour  :  den  fhe 
pinch  him. 

Raf.  Ay,  but  not  fo  hard,  you  baggage,  you. 

Madem.  Den  he  grow  bold  :  fhe  grow  weak,  he  tro 
her  down,  il  tombe  deflu,  le  diable  affift,  il  emport 
tout;-  [Rafor  ftruggles  with  her,  as  if  he  would  throw 
her  do<wn.~\  {land  off,  firrah. 

Raf.  You  have  fet  me  a-fire,  you  jade,  you. 

Madem.  Den  go  to  the  river  and  quench  dy  felf. 

Raf.  What  an  unnatural  harlot  this  ! 

Madem.  Rafor.  \Looking  languijbingly  o»  him, 

Raf.  Mademoifelle. 

Madem.  Dou  no  love  me  ? 

Raf.  Not  love  thee  ? — More  than  a  Frenchman  does 
foup. 

Madem.  Den  douwill  refufe  nothing  dat  I  bid  dee  ?' 

Raf.  Don't  bid  me  hang  myfelf  then. 

Madem.  No,  only  tell  dy  mailer,  all  I  have  tell  dee 
of  dy  laty. 

Raf.  Why,  you  little  malicious  ftrumpet,  you; 
ihou'd  you  like  to  be  ferv'd  fo  ? 

Madem.  Dou  difpute  den  ? Adieu. 

Raf.  Hold But  why  wilt  thou  make  me  be  fuch 

a  rogue,  my  dear  ? 

Madem.  Voila  un  vrai  Anglois !  il  eft  amoureux,  et 
cependant  il  veut  raifonner.  Va  t'en  au  diable. 

Raf.  Hold  once  more  :  in  hopes  thou'lt  give  me  up 
thy  body,  I  refign  thee  up  my  foul. 

.     -  -  D  c  Madem* 
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Madcm.  Bon,  ecoute  done;— — Ifdou  fail  me 

I  never  fee  de  more if  dou    obey   me Je 

m'abandonne  a  toi.    \$be   lakes  him  about   the    neck, 
and gives  kirn  a  fmacking  kifs.~\        [Exit  Mademoifelle. 

Raf.   [licking  his  lifs.  ]  Not  be  a  rogue  ? -Amor 

vincit  omnia.  [Exit  Rafor. 

Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 
Lady  Fan.  Marry,  fay  ye  ?  will  the  two  things  marry  ? 
•    .  Madtm.   On  le  va  faire,  madame. 

L.   F.  Look  you,  Mademoifelle,  in  fliort,  I  can't 

bear  it No  ;  I  find  I  can't If  ones  I  fee  'em. 

a-bed  together,  I  {hall  have  ten  thoufand  thoughts  in 
rny  head  will  make  me  run  diftrafted.     Therefore  run* 
tnd  call  Rafor  back  immediately ;  for  fomething  muit 
be  done  to  itop  this  impertinent  wedding.      If.  I  can. 
but  defer  it  four  and  twenty  hoius,  I'll  make  fuch 
work  about  town,  with  that  little-,  pert  flut's  reputa- 
tion, he  mall  as  foon  marry  a  witch. 
Modem*  \^AJtds\  La  voila  bien  inteirtkmee!  [Exeunt., 

SCENE,    Conilantv  lodgings. 

Enter  Confvant  and  Keartfree. 

Gonft.  Buf  what  doft  think  will  become  of  this- 
bufinefs  ? 

Heart.  'Tis  eai^er  to  think  what  will  not  come  on?t. 

•Cen/t.  What's  that  ? 

Heart.  A  challenge.  I  know  the  knight  too  welL 
for  that;  his  dear  body  will  always  prevail  upon  his 
/!cb'ie  foul  to  be  quiet. 

Conft.  But  tho'  he  dare  not  challenge  me,  perhaps 
he  may  venture  to  challenge  his  wife. 

Heart.  Not  if 'you  whifperhim  in  the  car,  you  won't, 
have  him  do't,  and  there's  no  other  way  left  that  I  fee. 
For  as  drunk  as  he  was,  he'll  remember  you  and  I  were 
where  we  fhou'd  not  be ;  and  I  don't  think  him  quite 
blockhead  enough  yet,  to  be  perfuaded  we  were  got. 
ntQ  his  wife's  cloieronly  to  peep  into  her  prayer-book'. 

Mater. 
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Enter  a  Servant  luitb  a  Letter. 
Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  letter,  a  porter  brought  it. 
Conft.  O  ho,   here's  inftruftions  for  us.          [Reads 

Ibe  accident  that  bat  happened  tas  toucb'd  »ur  invention  to 
the  quick.  We  loou'd  fata  come  off,  without  your  help;  but 

.  fnd  (bat's  impo/ible.  In  a  word,  tie  whole  bufineft  mufi 
be  thrown  upon  a  matrimonial  intrigue,  between  yeur  friend 
and  mine.  But  if  the  parties  are  not  fond  enough,  to  go  quit* 
tbrtugb  with  the  matter;  'tis  fufficient  for  our  turn,  the?  own 
the  dejjgn.  W?ll  fnd  pretences,  tntugo  ti  break  the  match* 
Adieu. 

Well,  woman  for  invention  !  how  long  wou'd 

my  blockhead  have  been  producing  this  ! Hey> 

Heartfree ;  what  mufmg,  man  ?  pr'ythee  be  chearful. 
Whatfay'ft  thou,  friend,  to-this matrio  nial  remedy,? 

Heart.  Why,  I  fay,  it's  worfe  than  the  difeafe. 

Conft.  Here's  a  fellow  for  you  :  there's  beauty  and 
money  on  her  fide,  and  love  up  to  the  ears  on  his : 
and  yet 

Heart.  And  yet,  I  think,  I  may  reasonably  be  al- 
low'd  to  boggle  at  marrying  the  niece,  in  the  very 
moment  that  you  are  debauching  the  aunt. 

Cor.ft.  Why  truly,  there  may  be  fomething  in.-that. 
But  have  not  you  a  good  opinion  enough  of  your  own 
.parts,  to  believe  you  cou'd'  keep  a  wife  to  yourfelf  > 

Heart.  I  ftiou'd  have,  if  I-  had  a  good  opinion  enough 
of  hers,  to  believe  Ihe  cou'd  do  as  much,  by  me.  '  For 
'*  to  do  'em  right  after  all,  the  wife  feldom  rambles, 
*•  till  the  hufband  fliews  her  the  way. 

*-  Conft.  'Tis  true,  a  man  of  real  worth,  fcarc3 
*"  ever  is  a  cuckold,  fcut  by  his  own  fault.  Women  are 

*  not  naturally  kwj  ;  there  mart  be  fomething  to  urge 
'  'em   to   it.     They'll  cuckold  a   churl,  out  o'f  re- 

*  venge.;  a  fool,   becaufe  they  dcfpife  him ;  a  bea'ft, 
4  becaufe  they  Joath  him.     But  when  they  make  bold 
4  with  a  man  they  oace  had  a  well-grounded  value 
4  for,  'tis  becaafe  they  firil  fee  themfelves  negleftei 

f-    V.      T.  '  ' 

'  oy  hinv. 

D  Heart* 
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'  Heart.  Nay,  were  I  well  affur'd  that  I  fhou'd  never 
'  grow  fir  John,  I  ne'er  fhou'd  fear  Belinda  wou'd  play 
'  my  lady.  But  our  weaknefs  thou  know'ft,  my  friend 
4  confiils  in  that  very  change,  we  fo  impudently  throw 

*  upon  (indeed)  a  fteadier  and  more  generous  fex. 

'  Conft.  Why,  faith,  we  are  a  little  impudent  in  that 
'  matter,  that's  the  truth  on' t.  But  this  is  wonderful, 
'  to  fee  you  grown  fo  warm  an  advocate  for  thofe  whom. 
'  (but  t'other  day)  you  took  fo  much  pains  to  abufe. 

*  Heart.  All  revolutions  run  into  extremes  ;  the  bigot 
'  makes  the  ooldeft  atheift  ;  and  the  coyeft  faint,  the 

*  m oft  extravagant  itrurnpet.  But,  pr'ythee,  advife  me 

*  in  this  good  and  evil,  this  life  and  death,  this  bleifing 

*  and  curiing,  that's  fet  before  me.'    Shall  I  marry  or 
die  a  maid  ? 

Conjt.  Why  faith,  Heartfree,  matrimony  is  like  an 
army  going  to  engage.  Love's  the  forlorn  hope,  which 
is  foon  cut  off;  the  marriage-knot  is  the  main  body, 
which  may  ftand  buff  a  long  longtime;  and  repentance 
is  the  rear-guard,  which  rarely  giyes  ground,  as  long  as 
the  main  body  has  a  being. 

Heart,  Conclufion  then  ;  you  advife  me  to  whore  on, 
as  you  do. 

Con/}.  That's  not  concluded  yet.  For  tho'  marriage 
be  a  lottery,  in  which  there  are  a  wondrous  many  bl  anks; 
yet  there  is  one  ineftimable  lot,  in  which  the  only  hea- 
ven on  earth  is  written.  Wou'd  your  kind  fate  but 
guide  your  hand  to  that,  tho'  I  were  wrapt  in  all  that 
luxury  itfelf  could  clothe  me  with,  I  lliii  fhou'd  envy 
you. 

Heart.  Andjuftlytoo;  for  to  be  capable  of  loving  one, 
doubtlefs,  is  better  than  to  poffefs  a  thouiand.  But  how 
far  that  capacity's  in  me,  alas,  I  know  not. 

Con/?.  But  you  wcu'd  know. 

Heart.   I  wou'd  fo. 

Conft.  Matrimony  will  inform  you.  Come,  one  flight 
of  refolution  carries  you  to  the  land  of  experience  5 
where  in  a  very  moderate  time  you'll  know  the  capa- 
city of  your  foul  and  your  body  both,  or  I'm  miftakcn. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE. 
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SCENE,   Sir  John  Brute'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Lady  Brute  and  Belinda. 

Bel.  Well  madam,  what  anfwer  have  you  from 
'em? 

L.  B.  That  they'll  be  here  this  moment.  I  fancy 
'twill  end  in  a  wedding  :  I'm  fure  he's  a  fool  if  it  don't. 
Ten  thoufand  pounds,  and  fuch  a  lafs  as  you  are,  is 
no  contemptible  offer  to  a  younger  brother.  '  But" 
'  are  not  you  under  ftrange  agitations  ?  Pr'ythee,  how 
«  does  your  pulfe  beat  ? 

'  Bel.  High  and  low,  I  have  much  ado  to  be  valiant: 
'  fure  it  muft  feel  very  ftrange  to  go  to  bed  to  a  man  ? 

'  L.  B.  Um it  does  feel  a  little  odd  at  firft, 

*  but  it  will  foon  grow  eafy  to  you.' 

Enter  ConftantflWHeartfree. 

•L.  B.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen  :  How  have  you 
flept  after  your  adventure  ? 

Heart.  Some  careful  thoughts,  ladies,  on  your  ac- 
count, have  kept  us  waking. 

Bel.  And  fome  careful  thoughts  on  your  own,  I  be- 
lieve, have  hindered  you  from  fleeping.  Pray  how 
does  this  matrimonial  project  relifh  with  you  ? 

Heart.  Why,  faith,  e'en  as  ftorming  towns  does  with 
foldiers,  where  t:he  hopes  of  delicious  plunder  banifhes 
the  fear  of  being  knock'd  on  the  head. 

Bel.  Is  it  then  pofiible,  after  all,  that  you  dare  think 
ef  downright  lawful  wedlock  ? 

Heart.  Madam  you  have  made  me  fo  fool-hardy, 
I  dare  do  any  thing. 

Bel.  Then,  fir,  I  challenge  you ;  and  matrimony's, 
the  fpot  where  I  expect  you. 

Heart.  'Tis  enough  ?  I'll  not  fail.  [<z/£ft]  So,  now^ 
1  am  in  for  Hobbes's  voyage ,-  a  great  leap  in  the  dark.  ' 

L.  B.  Well,  gentlemen,  this  matter  being  condu- 
cted then,  have  you  got  your  lefibns  ready  ;  for  fir  John 
is  grown  fuch  an  atheift  of  late,  he'll  believe  nothing 
Opon  eafy  terms  ? 

Confl.  We'll  find  ways  to  extend  his  faith,  madam. 
J  But 
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But  pray  how  do  you  find  him  this  morning  ? 

L.  B.  Moft  lamentably  morofe,  chewing  the  cad" 
after  laft  night's  difcov.ery»  of  which  however  he  had 
but  a  confus'd  notion  e'en  now.  But  I'm  afraid  the  va- 
let de  chambre  has  told  him  all  ;  for  they  are  very  bufy 
together  at  this  moment.  When  I  told  him  of  Belindas 
marriage,  I  had  no  other  anfwer  but  a  grunt:  from 
which  you  may  diaw  what  conclufions  you  think  fit. 
But  to  your  notes,  gentlemen,,  he's  here. 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Rafor. 

Conft.   Good-morrow,  fir. 

Heart.  Good-morrow,  fir  Jcbn,  I'm  very  forry  my 
indifcretion  Ihou'd  caufe  fo  much  diforder  in  your  fa- 
mily. 

Sir  J.  Diforders  generally  come  from  indifcretion^ 
fir  ;  'tis  no  ftrange  thing  at  all. 

L.  B.  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  are  fatisfied  there  was 
no  wrong  intended  you. 

Sir  J.  None,  my  dove. 

Be!.  Tf  not,  I  hope  my  confent  to  marry  Mr.  Heart* 
free  \v\\\  convince  you.  For  as  little  as  I  know  of  a- 
mours,  fir,  I  can  aflure  you,  one  intrigue  is  enough  to 
bring  four  people  together,  without  further  mifchief. 

Sir  J.  And  I  know  too,  that  intrigues  tend  to  pro- 
creation of  more  kinds  than  one.  One  intrigue  will 
beget  another,  as  foon  as  beget  a  fon  or  a  daughter. 

Ccnft.  I  am  very  forry,  fir,  to  fee  you  ftill  feem  un- 
fotufy'd  with  a  lady,  whofe  more  than  common  virtue^ 
I  am  fure  were  me  my  w  ife,  fhou'd  meet  a  better  ufage. 

Sir  y.  Sir,  if  her  conduct  has  put  a  trick  upon  her 
virtue,  her  virtue's  the  bubble,  but  her  hulband's  the 
lofer. 

Cor.Jl.  Sir,  you  havereceivM  a  fufficient  anfwer  alrea- 
dy, to  juflify  both  her  conduft  and  mine.  You'll  pardoi 
me  for  meddling  in  your  famil)  -affairs  ;  but  I  perceive 
I  am  the  man  you  are  jealous  of,  and  therefore  it  con- 
cerns me. 

Sir  J.  Wou'd  it  did  not  concern  me,  and  then  I 
fhnu'd  not  care  who  it  concerned. 

.  Well,  lir^if  truth  and  reafon  won't  content 

you,. 
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you,  I  know  but  one  way  more,  which,  if  you  think  fit, 
you  may  take. 

Sir  7.  Lord,  fir,  you  are  very  hafty  :  If  I  had  been 
found  at  prayers  in  your  wife's  clofet,  I  fhou'dhave  al- 
low'd  you  twice  as  much  time  to  come  to  yourfelf  in. 

Con/}.  Nay,  fir,  if  time  be  all  you  want,  we  have 
no  quarrel. 

Heart.  I  told  you  how  the  fword  wou'd  work  upon 
him.  [Sir  John  mufes. 

Con/}.  Let  him  mufe  ;  however,  I'll  lay  fifty  pound 
our  foreman  brings  us  in  not  guilty. 

Sir  7.   {Afede]  'Tis  well 'tis  very  well 

In  fpiteof  that  young  jade's  matrimonial  intrigue,  I  am 

a  downright  ftinking  cuckold Here  they  are 

boo \Putting  his  hand  to  his  forehead]  me  thinks, 

?  could  butt  with  a  bull.  What  the  plague  did  I  marry 
her  for  ?  I  knew  me  did  not  like  me  ;  if  (he  had,  me 
tvou'd  have  lain  with  me ;  for  1  wou'd  have  done  fo,  be- 
caufe  I  lik'd  her ;  but  that's  paft,  and  I  have  her.  And 

now,  what  mall  I  do  with  her? if  I  put  my  horns 

into  my  pocket,  flie'll  grow  infolent — if  I  don't,  that* 
goat  there,  that  ftallion,  is  ready  to  whip  me  thro'  the 
guts — The  debate  then  is  reduced  to  this  ;  ihall  I  die 

a  hero,  or  live  a  rafcal  ? Why,  wifer  men  than  I 

have  long  fmce  concluded,  that  a  living  dog  is  better 
than  a  dead  lion [To  Conft.  and  Heart.]  Gentle- 
men,now  my  wine  and  my  paflion  are  governable, I  mult 
own,  I  have  never  obferv'd  any  thing  in  my    wife's 
courfe  of  life,  to  back  me  in  my  jealoufy  of  her  :   but 
jealoufy's  a  mark  of  love;  fo  me  need  not  trouble  her 
head  about  it,  as  long  as  I  make  no  more  words  on'u 
Lady  Fancyful  enters  difguis'ti,  and  addreffes  to 
Belinda  apart. 

Con/}.  I'm  glad  to  fee  your  reafon  rale  at  laft.  Giva 
me  your  hand  :  I  hope  you?ll  look  upon  me  as  you  are 
wont. 

Sir  J.  Your  humble  fervant.  [a/ta'e]  A  wheedling 
fbn  of  a  whore. 

Heart.  And  that  I  may  be  fure  y/)u  are  friends  with 

me 
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me  too,  pray  give  me  your  confent  to  wed  your  neice. 

Sir  J.  Sir,  you  have  it  with  all  my  heart :  damn 
me  if  you  han't,  \_afede. .]  'Tis  time  to  get  rid  of  her  :  a 
young,  pert  pimp  ;  fhe'll  make  an  incomparable  bawd 
in  a  little  time. 

Enter  a  Servant,  <who  gives  Heartfree  a  Letter. 

Eel.  Heartfree  your  hufband,  fay  you?  'tis  impoflible. 

L.  F.  Wou'd  to  kind  heaven  it  were  !  but  'tis  too 
true  ;  and  in  the  world  there  lives  not  fuch  a  wretch. 
I'm  young  ;  and  either  I  have  been  flatter'd  by  my 
friends,  as  well  as  glafs,  or  nature  has  been  kind  and 
generous  to  me.  I  had  a  fortune  too  was  greater  far 
than  he  could  ever  hope  for  ;  but  with  my  heart  I  am 
robb'd  of  all  the  reft.  I  am  flighted  and  I'm  beggar'd 
both  at  once  ;  I  have  fcarce  a  bare  fubfiilence  from  the 
villain,  yet  dare  complain  to  none  ;  for  lie  has  {worn 
if  ever  'tis  known  I  am  his  wife,  he'll  murder  me. 

[  Weeping. 

Bel.  The  traitor ! 

L.  F.  I  accidentally  was  told  he  courted  you  :  cha-. 
rity  foon  prevail'd  upon  me  to  prevent  your  mifery  ; 
and,  as  you  fee,  I'm  fttll  fo  generous  even  to  him,  as 
not  fo  fuffer  he  mould  do  a  thing,  for  which  the  law- 
might  take  away  his  life.  \W~eeping. 

Eel.  Poor  creature  i  how  I  pity  her  ! 

.       \jhey  continue  talking  af.de. 

H&art.  [ajide]  Death  and  damnation  ! Let  me 

read  it  again.  [Reads.]  Tho1  /  have  a  particular  reafca 
not  to  let  you  knoiv  <vjho  1  am  till  I  Jee  you  \yetyou?Heafily 
believe  'tis  a  faithful  friend  that  gives  you  this  advice. 
J  have  lain  luith  Belinda  (Good  !) — I  have  a  child  ly 
her  (better  and  better  !)  which  is  now  at  nurfe;  (Hc.;- 
ven  be  prais'd  !)  and  I  think  the  foundation  laid  for  ano- 
ther:  (Ha! Old  Truepenny !) — No  rack  corf  d  have 

torturd  this  ftory  from  me  ;  butfriendjhip  has  done  it.  I 
heard  of  your  dejign  to  marry  her,  and  corf  d  not  fee  you 
a,lu.i'd.  Make  ufe  cf  my  advice,  but  keep  my  fecret  till  I 
ajk  you  for1 1  again,  Adieu.  \Exit  Lady  Fancyful 

[Conff.  to  Bel.]  Come,  madam,  fhall  we  fend  for  the 
parlbn  ?  I  doubt  here's  no  bufinefs  for  the  lawyer : 

younger 
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younger  brothers  have  nothing  to  fettle  but  the  hearts, 
and  that  I  believe  my  friend  here  has  already  done  very 
faithfully. 

Bel.  [fcornfu/fy']  Are  you  fure,  fir,  there  are  no  old 
mortgages  upon  it  ? 

Heart.  \coldly\  If  you  think  there  are,  madam,  it 
may'nt  be  amifs  to  defer  the  marriage  till  you  are  fure 
they  are  paid  off. 

Bel.  '  {Afidi\  How  the  gall'd  horfe  kicks ! 

'•  To  Heart']  We'll  defer  it  as  long  as  you  pleafe,  fir. 

Heart.  The  more  time  we  take  to  confider  on't,  ma- 
dam, the  lefs  apt  we  mall  be  to  commit  overfights ; 
therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  put  it  off  for  juft  nine 
months. 

Bel.  Guilty  confciences  make  men  cowards ;  I  don't 
wonder  you  want  time  to  refolve. 

Heart.  And  they  make  women  defperate ;  I  don't 
wonder  you  were  fb  quickly  determin'd, 

Mel.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  ? 

Heart.  What  does  the  lady  mean  ? 

Sir  J.  Zoons  what  do  you  both  mean  ? 

[Heart,  and  Bel.  nualk  chafing  aloutt 

Ra/.  \_afide, ~\  Here  is  fo  much  fport  going  to  be 
fpotl'd  it  makes  me  ready  to  weep  again.  A  pox  o'  this 
impertinent  Lady  Fancyful,  and  her  plots,  and  her 
French-woman  too ; '  fhe's  a  whimfical  ill-natur'd  bitch, 
'  and  when  I  have  got  my  bones  broke  in  her  fervice, 
'  'tis  ten  to  one  but  my  recompence  is  a  clap  ;'  I  hear 
them  tittering  without  ftill.  I-cod,  I'll  e'en  go  lug 
them  both  in  by  the  ears  and  difcover  the  plot,  to  fe- 
cure  nay  pardon.  [Exit  Rafor. 

Conft.  Pr'ythee,  explain  Heart  free. 

Heart.  A  fair  deliverance  ;  thank  my  ftars  and  my 
friend. 

Bel.  'Tis  well  it  went  no  farther ;  a  bafe  fellow ! 

L.  B.  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Bel.  What's  his  meaning,  I  don't  know;  but  mineis, 
that  if  I  had  married  him 1  had  had  no  hufband. 

Heart.  And  what's  her  meaning  I  don't  know  ;  but 
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mine  is,  that  if  I  had  married  her — I  had  had  wife 
enough. 

Sir  y.  Your  people  of  wit  have  got  fuch  cramp 
ways  of  exprefling  themfelves,  they  feldom  compre- 
hend one  another.  Pox  take  you  both,  will  you  fpeak 
that  you  may  be  underload? 

Enter  Raibr  in  facts  cloth,  pulling  in  Lady  Fancyful 
and  Mademoiselle. 

Raf.  If  they  won't,  here  comes  an  interpreter. 

L.  B.  Heavens !  what  have  we  here  ? 

Raf.  A  villain but  a  repenting  villain.   '  Stuff 

*  which  faints  in  all  ages  have  been  made  of.' 

All.  Raftrl 

L.  B.  What  means  this  '  fud<len  metamorphofe  ?r 

Raf.  Nothing  without  my  pardon. 

L.  B'.  What  pardon  do  you  want  ? 

Raft  Imprimis  Your  ladyfliip's.j  for  a  damnable 
lie  made  upon  your  fpotlefs  virtue,  and  fet  to  the  tuns 
of  Spring  Garden.  [To  Sir  John.  ]  Next,  at  my  generous 
mailer's  feet  I  bend,  for  interrupting  his  more  noble 
thoughts  with  phantoms,  of  difgraceful  cuckoldem. 
[To.  Conft.]  Thirdly,  I  to  this  gentleman  apply,  for 
making'  him  the  hero  of  my  romance.  [To  Heart.] 
Fourthly,  your  pardon,  noble  fir,  I  afk,  for  clandefv 
tinely  marrying  you,  without  either  bidding  of  banns, 

biihop's    licence,    friends    confent or   your    own 

knowledge.  [To  Bel.]  And,  laftly,  to  my  good  young 
lady's  clemency  I  come,  for  pretending  the  corn  was 
fow'd  in  the  ground,  before  ever  the  plough  had  been 
in  the  field. 

Sir  J-.  [AJide.]  So  that  after  all,  'tis  a  moot  point, 
whether  I  am  a  cuckold  or  not. 

Bel.  Well,  fir,  upon  condition  you  confefs  all,  I'll 
pardon  you  myfelf,  and  try  to  obtain  as  much  from  the 
reft. of  the  company.  But  I  muft  know  then  who  'tis 
has  put  you  upon  all  this  mifch'ef? 

Raf.  Satan,  and  his  equipage  ;  woman  tempted  me, 

haft  weakened  me, and  ib  the  devil  .over-came  me.;, 

as  fell  Adam,  fo  fell  I. 

Bel.  Then  pray,  Mr.  Adam,  will  you  make' us  ac- 
quainted with  your  E-ve  ? 

a*/ 
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Raf.  [To  Madem . }  Uamafk  for  thtf  honour  of  France. 

All,  Mademoifelle  \ 

Madem.  Me  afk  ten  toufand  pardon  of  all  de  good 
company. 

Sir  J.  Why  this  myftery  thickens  inftead  of  clear- 
ing up.  [To  Rafor.]  You  fon  of  a  whore  you,  put  us 
out  of  our  pain. 

Raf.  One  moment  brings  funmine.  [Shelving  Ms- 
dem.j  'Tis  true,  this  is  the  woman  that  tempted  me, 
but  this  is  the  ferpent  that  tempted  the  woman ;  and 
if  my  prayers  might  be  heard,  her  punifhment  for  fo 

doing  ihou'd  be  like  the  ferpent's  of  old [Pu/k 

cff  Lady  FancyfulV  majh.']    She  fhould  lie  upon  her 
lace  all  the  days  of  her  life- 

AIL  Lady  Fantyfnll 

Bel.  Impertinent ! 

L.  B.  Ridiculous! 

All.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Bel.  I  hope  your  lady  (hip  will  give  me  leave  to  wiffr 
you  joy,  fince  you  have  own'd  your  marriage  yourfelf — 
[To  Heart.]  I  vow  'twas  ftrangely  wicked  in  you  to 
think  of  another  wife,  when  you  had  one  already  fo 
charming  as  her  ladyftrip^ 

All.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

L.  F.  [<d/iJe.]  Confufionfeiz»'en>,  as  it  feizes  me  I 

Madem.  Que-  le  diable  etoufte  ce  mauraat  de  Rafor. 

Bel.  Your  lady/hip  feerns  diforder'd  :  a  breeding 
qualm,  perhaps,  Mr.  Hearifree  :  your  bottle  of  Hun- 
gary water  to  your  lady.  Why,  madam,  he  (lands  as 
unconcern'd,  as  if  he  were  your  hulband  in  earned. 

L.  F.  Your  mirth's  as  naufeous  as  yourfelf.  Be- 
linda, yotr  think  you  triumph  over  a  rival  now  :  Htlcu  f 
ma  pauvre  fille.  Where'er  I'm  rival,  there's  no  caufe 
for  mirth.  No,  my  poor  wretch,  'tis  from  another 
principle  I  have  acted.  I  knew  that  thing  there  wou'd 
make  fo  perverfe  a  hufband,  and  you  fo-  impe?.tinent  a 
wife,  that  left  your  mutual  plagues  mould  make  you 
both  run  mad,  I  charitably  would  have  broke  the 
Hiatch.  He  !  he  !  he  !  he  !  he  ! 
[Exit,  laughing  affettedly,  Mademoifelle>/o//tfw/«f -&r. 
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Modem.  He!  he!  he!  he!  he! 

AIL   Ha!   ha!  hai  ha!  ha! 

Sir  J.  [Ajute]  Why  now,  this  woman  will  be  mar- 
ried to  fomebody  too. 

Bel.  Poor  creature !  what  a  pailion  fhe's  in  1  but  I 
forgive  her. 

Heart.  Since  you  have  fo  much  goodnefs  for  her, 
I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  offence  too,  madam. 

Bel.  There  will  be  no  great  difficulty  in  that,  fmce 
I  am  guilty  of  an  equal  fault. 

Heart.  Then  pardons  being  paft  on  all  fides,  pray 
let's  to  church  to  conclude  the  day's  work. 

'  Ccnjt.  But  before  you  go,  let  me  treat  you,  pray, 
'  with  a  fong  a  new  married  lady  made  within  this 
'  week ;  it  may  be  of  ufe  to  you  both. 

f  S     O    N     G. 

I. 

'  \K  7  H£N  yielding  frft  to  Damon's/«wr, 
«    V  V  I  funk  into  his  arms ; 

'  Hsfuurs  bid  e<ver  be  the  fame, 

'  Then  rifled  all  my  charms. 
*  But  fond  of  what  kid  kng 

'  Too  greedy  of  bis  prey, 
'  My  jhepberd's  flame,  alas  ! 

'  Before  the  verge  of  day. 

II. 

'  Mj  innocence  in  lowers  wars, 

'  Reproached  his  quick  defeat ; 
'  Confused,  ajham  d,  and  bath' 'd  i 

'  I  mourn1  d  his  cold  retreat. 
-'  At  length,    ahfaepkerdefs  !  cry' d  he, 

*  IPoud you  my  fire  rene-iu, 

'  Alas,  you  muft  retreat  like  me, 

*  I'm  loft  if  you  purfue. 

'  Heart.  So,  madam;  now  had  die  parfon  but  done 
*  hio  buiiaefs' 
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*  Bel.  You'd  be  half  weary  of  your  bargain- 

*  Heart.  No,  fure,  I  might  difpenfe  with  one  night's 
*  lodging. 

*  Bel.  I'm  ready  to  try,   fir.' 
Heart.   Then  let's  to  church: 

And  if  it  be  our  chance  to  difagrec"          » 

Bel.  Take  heed — the  furly  hatband's  fate  yr>u  fee. 
"  Sir  y.   Surly  I  may  be,  ftullorn  I  am  not, 

<l  For  I  have  both  forgiven  and  forgot ; 

"  If  Jo,   be  thefe  our  judges  y  Mrs.  Pert, 

•"  'ySj  more  by  my  goodne/s,  thanyour  dejert." 

\Exeunt  omnest 
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EPILOGUE. 

by  Lady  BRUTE  and  BELINDA. 


L.  B.  7\TO  epilogue! 

Bel.  I  jwear  I  knew  of  none. 

L.  B.   Lord!  ko-iv  Jball  -a:c  cxcufe  it  to  the  town  P 
Bel.    H'~hy,  we  muff  ienfay  fvmething  of  our  o-i>:n. 
L.  B.   Our  C-MH  !  ay,  that  muft  needs  be  precious  jtujf+ 
Bel.   777  lay  my  life  they'  /I  like  it  well  enough. 

L.  B.   Excufe  me,  after  you. 


Bel.   Kay,  panton  me  for  that,   I  knew  my  cue. 

L.  B.    O  for  the  world,  I  nvoif-d  not  have  precedence* 

Bel.  O  Lord!  . 

L.  B.  If  iv  ear  - 

Bel.   Ofye! 

L.  B.  J'ffi  all  ctedience. 

Firft  thai,  kiiovj  all,  lefcre  our  doom  is  fxt, 

'The  third  day  is  for  us——— 


L.  B.   We  J£cak  not  from  the  pcct  no-iv,  nor  ii  it 

His  caufe  -  (I  iv  ant  a  rhyme) 
Bel.   That  -ive  JoUicit. 
I,  s-  B  .   -£  hen  Jure  you  cannot  havtJbe  heart  to  Lefc-vere 

And  dam*  us  —  —  —  — 
J5tl.   Damn  us  !   Let  'em,  if  they  dare. 
L.  B.   Why,  if  they  Jhould,  what  punijb/nent  remains? 
lici.   Eternal  txileffOJU  behind  our  fcenes. 
L    B.   But  if  they're  kind,  that  fenteace  iMf'l!  recall* 

c.n  be  grateful- 

Bel.  And  have  lobttcwnibal 
L.  B  .  And  at  grand  treaties  hope  not  to  be  trufted, 

Before  prelimin;iries  are  adjufteJ. 
Bel.   Tr/u  faioiv  the  time,  and  nve  appoint  this  plate  ; 

II'  here,  ifyoupleafe,  --v:  ill  meet,  andjign  the  peace* 
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